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Introduction 


i 

First of all I should like to tender my thanks to the various persons who 
have helped me to make this collection of short stories. They are Jacques de 
Lacretelle, of the French Academy^ and Paul Morand; Dr Carl Stransky, 
Bruno Frank and Stefan Zweig; Baroness Budberg, Graham Greene and 
Nella Henney. I must also declare my indebtedness to Fred Lewis Pattee 
whose book, The Development of the American Short Story, is invaluable 
to the student of this form of fiction, 

■ . , it 

When I set about gathering material for this anthology it was with the 
ambitious aim of showing how the short story had developed since the 
beginning of the nineteenth century. My notion was to trace its evolution 
as the evolution of the horse may be traced from the tiny creature with five 
toes that ran about the forests of the Neocene period to the noble beast 
that, notwithstanding the mechanization of the age, still provides a decent 
living for bookmakers and tipsters. It is natural for men to tell tales, and I 
suppose the short story began in the night of time when the hunter, to 
beguile the leisure of his fellows when they had eaten and drunk their fill, 
narrated by the cavern fire some marvellous incident of which he had heard. 
In cities of the East you can to this day see the storyteller sitting in the 
market place, surrounded by a circle of eager listeners, and hear him tell 
the tales that he has inherited from an immemorial past. But I chose to 
start with the nineteenth century because it was then that the short story 
acquired a character and a currency, that it had not had before. Of course 
short stories had been written: there were the religious stories of Greek 
origin, there were the edifying narratives -popular in the Middle Ages, 
and there were the immortal stories "of The Thousand and One Nights; 
throughout the Renaissance, in Italy tod Spain, in France and England,, 
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there was a great vogue for brief narrative. The 'Decameron of Boccaccio 
and the Exe-mpUry Tales' \oi Cervantes are its unperished monurnents. But 
with the rise of the novel the vogue dwindled. The booksellers would no 
longer pay good money for a collection of short tales, and the authors soon 
came to look askance on a form of fiction that brought them neither profit 
nor renown. When from time to time, conceiving a theme that they could 
adequately treat in a little space, they wrote a short story, they did not 
quite know what to do with it; and so, unwilling to waste it, they inserted 
it, sometimes, one must admit, very clumsily, into the body of their novels. 

But at the beginning of the nineteenth century a new form of publication 
was put before the reading public which very soon acquired an immense 
popularity. The result shows that the authors welcomed with delight the 
chance thus offered to them for disposing to advantage of the brief pieces 
which for one reason or another they had occasion to write. This was the 
annual. It seems to have started in Germany. It was a miscellany of prose 
and verse; and in its native land offered its readers substantial fare, for 
we are told that Schiller’s Maid of Orleans and Goethe’s Hermann and 
Dorothea first appeared in periodicals of this character. But when their 
success led English publishers to imitate them they relied chiefly on short 
stories to attract a sufficiency of readers. The annual soon found its way 
to America and gave American authors an opportunity they had long been 
looking for. 


Now I must interrupt myself to tell the reader something about literary 
composition of which, so far as I know, the critics, whose duty it is 
doubtless to guide and instruct him, have neglected to apprise him. The 
writer has in him the desire to create, but he has also the desire to place 
before readers the result of his labour and the desire (a harmless one with 
which the reader is not concerned) to earn his bread and butter. On the 
whole he finds it possible to direct his creative gifts into the channels that 
will enable him to satisfy these desires. At the risk of shocking the reader 
who thinks the writer’s inspiration should be uninfluenced by practical 
considerations, I must further tell him that writers quite naturally find 
themselves impelled to write the sort of things for which there is a demand. 
When plays in verse might bring an author fame and fortune it would 
probably have been difficult to find a young man of literary bent who 
had not among his papers a tragedy in five acts. I think it would occur 
to few young men to write one. now* Today, they write plays in prose, 
novels and short stories. The possibility of publication, the exigencies of 
editors, that is to say their notion of what their readers want, have a great 
influence on the kind of work that at a particular tim^ produced. So, when 
magazines flourish which have room for stories of considerable length, 
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stories of that length are written; when ^ o other hand newspapers 
publish fiction, but ca^^^ it no more than a small space, stories to fill 
that space are supplied. There is nothing disgraceful in this. The competent 
author can write a story in a couple of thousand words as easily as he can 
write one in ten thousand. But he chooses a different story or treats it in a 
different way. Guy de Maupassant wrote one of his most celebrated tales, 
Xhe Legacy, twice over, once in a few hundred words for a newspaper and 
the second time in several thousand for a magazine; both are published in 
edition of his works, and I think no one can read the two 
versions without admitting that in the first there is not a word too little 
and in the second not a word too much. The point I want to make is this: 
the nature of the vehicle whereby the writer approaches his public is one 
of the conventions he has to accept, and on the whole he finds that he can 
do this without any violence to his own inclinations. 

Now at the beginning of the nineteenth century the annuals and keep- 
• sakes offered writers a means of introducing themselves to the public by 
way of the short story, and so short stories, serving a better purpose than 
nierely to give a fillip to the reader’s interest in the course of a long novel, 
began to be written in greater numbers than ever before. More especially 
was this the case in America where the lack of a copyright law made it 
difficult for American authors to find a publisher to publish their novels. 
English novels were pirated and the competition was too severe for 
the American author to meet; he was almost forced to write short stories, 
and fortunately for him, the public, which was content to read of foreign 
people and foreign scenes in novels, insisted in briefer narratives on native 
themes and native authors. Many hard things have been said of the 
annual and the lady’s book, and harder things still of the magazine which 
succeeded them in the public favour; but it can scarcely be denied that the 
rich abundance of short stories that were produced in the nineteenth 
century was directly occasioned by the opportunity which these periodicals 
afforded. In America they gave rise to a school of writers so brilliant and so 
fertile that some persons, unacquainted with the history of literature, have 
claimed that the short story is an American invention. That is not so; but 
it may very well be admitted that in none of the countries of Europe has 
this form of fiction been so assiduously cultivated as it has been in the 
United States; nor have its methods, technique and possibilities been else- 
where more attentively studied. The North American Review in 1829 
looked upon the brief narrative as a literary toy and encouraged it only 
because it would prepare American authors ,^for nobler and greater exer- 
tions.’ But the event has proved that it could be an end in itself. Many 
writers have found in it so adequate a means of expression that they have 
been content to write nothing else., ;Nor need it be forgotten that the 
American short story has on more than one occasion profoundly influenced 
the practice of short-story writers in other 
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It did not seem , unreasonable^ theiij: when I set out to' show^ the develop- 
ment of tlic short storyj to start with the nineteenth century. The first piece 
' I chose'' was' Sir Walter Scott’s The Tu/o Drovers, because it hegan my 
anthology with a great name and it had several qualities that I thought a 
good story should possess. But when I embarked upon the serious reading 
that my aim involved I made a most inconvenient discovery. I began with 
Washington Irving, whose tales I had not read since I was a boy. He wrote 
them in a style which is now old-fashioned^ and he had the mannerisms of 
his period; he did not attach importance, as have later authors, to the 
dramatic value of his theme, and he was inclined to talk, though very 
pleasantly, about his characters, rather than let them by dialogue and action 
disclose themselves; but when you have made allowances for all that, when 
you take them as stories apart from the telling, you can hardly fail to see 
how modern they really are. Of course Chekhov, if he had written Rip Van • 
Wtn’kle, would have written it very differently, but it is a story he might 
quite well have penned. The most astonishing thing in it is that the hero’s 
strange experience has so little effect either on him or on the people of the 
village to which after his long sleep he returns. The incident is queer and 
affords a topic for the village gossip, but that is all. I think the truth and 
humour of this would have greatly pleased the Russian writer. And The 
Stout Gentleman, the second of Irving’s tales that I have chosen for this 
collection, is as modern as it can be. Katherine Mansfield might easily have 
written it. I could not escape the conclusion that the short story which was 
written at the beginning of my period was as finished, well constructed, 
sophisticated and accomplished as any that were written during the last 
ten years. 

When the nineteenth century was young, men had fewer ways of amusing 
their leisure than they have now and were not displeased if their fiction 
moved at a deliberate pace; they accepted without reluctance a dilatory 
exposition and a sauntering digressiveness. Writers still under the influence 
of the prose of Queen Anne wrote with greater elaboration than is now 
esteemed. Now everyone reads newspapers every day, one or more, and the 
reading public has grown to demand succinctness and a graphic way of 
putting things; the authors of short stories, newspaper readers themselves 
and often writers for the newspapers, have adopted the style that is in the 
air; and the elegant period of Washington Irving, the stately phrase of 
Hawthorne, are time-worn. But idiom changes; fashions come and go. The 
modern short story with its lack of ornament may well seem bare to a 
succeeding generation, and the colloquial manner which is the mode of the 
day may easily give way to a more fortnal style. The more I read the more 
was it forced upon my notice that in essentials the short story has changed 
little; what was a good story at the beginning of the nineteen^ century is 
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a good story today, I could not in face of this continue with the instr 
intention with which I had started, I was obliged to relinquish my aim of 
showing the same sort of development in the brief narration as the biologist 
can show you in the development of the horse. It has been a disappoint- 
ment to me. Notwithstanding, in the course of reading a vast number of 
stories written during the last century I have learnt a good deal about 
the form. It is this, and no more, that I can impart to the reader if he 
will have the patience to follow me through the remainder of this intro- 
■duction.^ 


I have had to abandon some of the notions I held before. The first of 
these concerns the nature of the short story. Now I should warn the reader 
at once that a writer treating of the art he pursues is biassed. He very 
naturally thinks his own practice best. He writes as he can, and as he must, 
because he is a certain sort of man; he has his own parts, and his own 
idiosyncrasy, so that he sees things in a manner peculiar to himself, and he 
gives his vision the form that is forced upon him by his nature. He requires 
a singular vigour of mind to sympathize with work that is antagonistic to 
all his instincts. One should be on one’s guard when one reads a novelist’s 
criticisms of other people’s novels. He is apt to find that excellent which 
he is aiming at himself and he is likely to see little merit in qualities that 
he does not himself possess. One of the best books on the novel that has 
been published in recent years is.by an admirable writer who has never in 
his life been able to devise a plausible story, I was not surprised to find 
that he held in small esteem the novelists whose great gift is that they can 
lend a thrilling verisimilitude to the events they relate. I do not blame him 
for this. Tolerance is a very good quality in a man: if it were commoner, 
the world of today would be a more agreeable place to live in than it is; but 
I am not so sure that it is so good in a writer. For what in the long run has 
the writer to give you? Himself. It is well that he should have breadth of 
vision, for life in all its extent is his province; but he must see it not only 
with his own eyes, he must apprehend it with his own nerves, his own 
heart and his own bowels; his knowledge is partial of course, but it is 
distinct, because he is himself and not somebody else. His attitude is 
definite and characteristic. If he really feels that any other point of view is 
as valid as his own, he will hardly hold his own with energy and is unlikely 
to present it with force. It is commendable that a man should see that there 
are two sides to a question; but the writer face to, face with the art he 
practises (and his view of life is of course part of his art) can only attain 
this standpoint by an effort of ratiocinatiotir xn his blood and his bones he 
feels that it is not six of one, and. half; a .dozen pf A other, but twelve on 
his side and on the other zero., This, ufireasonabk^ most 
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unfortunate if writers were fev/j or if the influence of one were so great as 
to compel the rest to conformity ; but there are thousands of us. Each one 
of us has his little communication to make, a restricted one, and from all 
tliese communications the readers can choose, according to their own 
inclinations and their own experience of life, what suits them. 

I have said ail this to clear the ground. I like best the sort of story I can 
myself write. This is the sort of story that many people have written, well, 
but no one more admirably than Maupassant, so I cannot do better, to show 
exactly what its nature is, than to discuss one of his most famous produc- 
tions, The Necklace, which the reader will find in this volume. One thing 
you wall notice about it is that you could tell it over the dinner table or in a 
ship’s smoking room and hold the attention of your listeners. At the base of 
it is an anecdote. It relates an incident which is curious, striking and original. 
But of course it is much more than an anecdote, for when you know this 
you can read the story with as much interest as before. The scene is set 
before you with brevity, as the medium requires, but with clearness; and 
the persons concerned, the kind of life they lead and their deterioration, 
are shown you with just the amount of detail that is needed to make the 
circumstances of the case plain. You are told everything that you should 
know about them. From this appears the second excellence of this sort of 
story; when you have read it to find out what happens you can read it 
again for the cleverness of the telling. The Necklace is not from its own 
standpoint perfect, for this kind of narrative should have a beginning, a 
middle and an end; and when the end is reached the whole story should 
have been told and you should neither wish nor need to ask a further 
question. Your crossword is filled up. But in this case Maupassant satisfied 
himself with an end that was ironic and effective. The practical reader can 
hardly fail to ask himself, what next?*It is true that the unfortunate couple 
had lost their youth and most of what makes life pleasant in the dreary 
years they had passed saving money to pay for the lost necklace; but when 
they discovered that it was worthless they might very well have claimed 
the real one with which they had replaced it and then found themselves in 
possession of a small fortune. In the aridity of spirit to which their sacrifices 
had brought them, it might very well have seemed a satisfactory compensa- 
tion. It is a tribute to Maupassant’s skill that few readers remain so self- 
possessed that the objection occurs to them. This brings me to the third 
characteristic of this kind of story. The author does not copy life; he 
arranges it in order the better to interest, excite and surprise. He demands 
from you a willing suspension of disbelief. 

This has caused the sort of narrative With which I am now dealing to fall 
of late years into some discredit. People say that in real life things do not 
happen with this neatness; real life is an ajffair of broken threads . and loose 
ends: to arrange them into a patterti: falsifies. Such an author as Maupassant 
does not mind; he is 'iiM;: aiming at a transcription of life, but at a 
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dramatization of it. He is willing to sacrifice plausibility to effect, and the 
test is whether He can get away with it: if he has so shaped the incidents 
he describes and the persons concerned in them that you are conscious of 
the violence he has put on them, he has failed. But that he sometimes fails 
is no argument against the method. I am disposed to think that the desire 
to tell stories and to listen to them is inherent in the human race. At some 
periods readers exact a close adherence to the facts of life as they know 
them— it is then that realism is in fashion; at others, indifferent to this, they 
ask for the strange, the unusual, the marvellous— these are periods that 
historians of literature call romantic; and then, so long as they are held, 
readers are willing to accept pretty well anything. They are willing to accept 
Sindbad the Sailor and Monsieur Beaucaire, In fiction probability changes 
with the inclinations of the time; it is what you can get your readers to 
swallow. No one has stated the canons of the kind of story which I am 
now discussing with more precision than Edgar Allan Poe. But for its 
length I would quote in full his review of Hawthorne’s Twice-Told Tales; 
it says everything that is to be said on the matter. It is, however, so well 
known that I can content myself with a short extract. 

A skilful literary artist has constructed a tale. If wise, he has not fashioned his 
thoughts to accommodate his incidents: but having conceived, with deliberate 
care, a certain unique or single effect to be brought out, he then invents such 
incidents — he then combines such effects as may best aid him in establishing 
this preconceived effect. If his very initial sentence tend not to the outbringing 
of this effect, then he has failed in his first step. In the whole composition there 
should be no word written, of which the tendency, direct or indirect, is not to 
the pre-established design. And by such means, with such care and skill, a 
picture is at length painted which leaves in the mind of him who contemplates 
it with a kindred art, a sense o£ the fullest satisfaction. The idea of the tale has 
been presented unblemished, because undisturbed. ... 

With this declaration to help one I think it is possible to frame a defini- 
tion of what Poe meant by a good short story: it is a piece of fiction, dealing 
with a single incident, material or spiritual, that can be read at a sitting; it 
is original, it must sparkle, excite or impress; and it must have unity of 
effect or impression. It should move in an even line from its exposition to 

But as I continued to read, I could not’ but grow conscious of the fact 
that there are a great many excellent stories which by these canons would 
have to be condemned, , Now the; critic does not prescribe laws for the 
artist; he takes note of his comtrion practice and from this deduces rules; 
but when an original talent breaks them^ the critic, though he may jib like 
the devil, in the end is fprceB :tp :change accommodate the 
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novelty. It is evident that there are other v^^ays than Poe’s of writing a good 
story, ■ 

People grow tired even of good things. They want change. To take an 
example from another art: domestic architecture during the Georgian Era 
reached a rare perfection; the houses that were built then were good to 
look at and comfortable to live in. The rooms were spacious, airy and well 
proportioned. You would have thought people would be content with such 
houses for ever. But no. The romantic era approached; they wanted the 
quaint, the fanciful and the picturesque; and the architects, not unwilling, 
built them what they wanted. It is hard to invent such a story as Poe wrote 
and, as we know, even he, in his small output, more than once repeated 
himself. There is a good deal of trickiness in a narrative of this kind, and 
when, with the appearance and immediate popularity of the monthly 
magazine, the demand for such narratives became great, authors were not 
slow to learn the tricks. Craftsmen rather than artists, in order to make 
their stories effective they forced upon them a conventional design and 
presently deviated so far from plausibility in their delineation of life that 
their readers rebelled. They grew weary of stories written to a pattern they 
knew only too well. They demanded greater realism. Now to copy life has 
never been the artist’s business. If you look at the painting and sculpture 
of the past you cannot but be surprised to see how little the great artists 
have occupied themselves with an exact rendering of what they saw before 
them. We are apt to think that the distortions the plastic artists have 
imposed upon their materials, best illustrated in the cubists of yesterday, 
are an invention of our own times. That is not so. From the beginnings of 
Western painting artists have sacrificed verisimilitude to the effects they 
sought. If El Greco gave an extravagant length to the figures he painted, it 
was surely not because he thought human beings, even though saintly, 
looked like that, but because he wanted to get on canvas an idea in his 
mind’s eye. It is the same with fiction. Not to go far back, take Poe; it is 
incredible that he should have thought human beings spoke in the way he 
made his characters speak: if he put into their mouths dialogue that seems 
to us so unreal, it must be because he thought it suited the kind of story 
he was telling and helped him to achieve the deliberate purpose wEich we 
know he had in view. Artists have only affected naturalism when it was 
borne in upon them that they had gone so far from life that a return was 
necessary, and then they have set themselves to copy it as exactly as they 
could, not as an end in itself, but as a salutary discipline. 

In the short story naturalism in the nineteenth century came into fashion 
in reaction to a romanticism that had become tedious. One after the other 
writers attempted to portray life with unflinching veracity. 1 have never 
truckled,’ said Frank Norris, 1 never took off the hat to fashion and held 
it out for pennies. By God! Ftpld: them the Truth, They liked it or they 
didn’t like it. What had that to dp with me? I told them the Truth, I knew 
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it for the Truth theiiyand I know it for the Truth now/ (These are brave 
words. But it is hard to tell what the truth is is not necessarily the 
opposite of what you know to be a lie.) Writers of this school looked upon 
life with less partial eyes than those of the generation that had preceded 
them; they were less sugary and less optimistic^ more violent and more 
direct; their dialogue was more natural and they chose their characters 
from a world that since the days of Defoe writers of fiction had somewhat 
neglected; but they made no innovations in technique. So far as the 
essentials of the short story are concerned they were content with the old 
models. The effects they pursued were still those that had been pursued by 
Poe; they used the formula he had laid down. Their merit proves its value; 
their artificiality exposes its weakness. 

But there was a country in which the formula had little prevailed. In 
Russia they had been writing for a couple of generations stories of quite 
another order; and when the fact forced itself upon the attention both of 
‘readers and of authors that the kind of story that had so long found favour 
was grown tediously mechanical, it was discovered that in that country 
there was a body of writers who had raadt of the short story something 
new and vital. I would not offer it as a dogmatic statenient but merely as a 
suggestion that the inventor of the Russian story as we know it was 
Tolstoy. In The Death of Ivdn lljch, which the reader will find in this 
volume, is a great deal more than the germ of all the Russian stories that 
have been written since. It comprehends all the merits and all the defects 
of the Russian story. 

It is singular that it took so long for this variety of the brief narrative, 
not to reach the Western world, for the stories of Turgenev were read in 
French translations when the Goncourts were writing their Journal, but to 
have any effect on it. About 1905 I was in Paris, where Arnold Bennett was 
then living. He was widely read in modern literature and was always alert 
for anything new within the field of his interests. He knew the work of 
Tolstoy and Turgenev, and his admiration for it, though discriminating, 
was great; but I do not think that he found in it anything that was 
personally important to him as a writer. It was another matter when he 
read Chekhov; in him he found something that very definitely affected him. 
A writer of short stories himself, he saw in the Russian’s impressive achieve- 
ment new life for an exhausted form. Since then the prestige of the 
Russian writers in general, and of Chekhov in particular, has been immense. 

It has to a large extent transformed : the composition and the appreciation 
of short stories. Critical readers turn away with indifference from the story 
which is technically known as well rhade, and the writers who produce it 
still, for the delectation of the great mass of the public, are little considered. 
The stories that Maupassant wrote in France,, Rudyard Kipling in England 
and Bret Harte in America have come to be regarded with some disdain. 
Today most young writers ‘of ambition^model^^thernseives- on 'Chekhov, and , 
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magazines are issued, for even stories of this kind are dependent on maga- 
zines, to present their produetions to the public. 

But when I come to the consideration of Chekhov’s stories (and it is 
best to consider them because it is they that have chiefly influenced con- 
temporary authors), in order to put into precise words in what exactly their 
characteristic merits lie, I find myself in a strait. One must put aside first of 
ail the taking novelty of the setting and the strangeness of the life that is 
represented. This has nothing to do with the intrinsic quality of the stories. 
It gives them, of course, a romantic complexion which doubtless has con- 
tributed not a little to their success with Western readers. In the same way 
the life of California, with its fantastic personages, captivated the Eastern 
seaboard and England when first the stories Bret Harte were given to the 
world. The storyteller from the beginning of time has used this means of 
holding the attention. Distance and novelty have always appealed. It has 
caused me not a little surprise to notice that the critics lay little stress on 
the variety of invention shown by the great short-story writers. They seem 
to see nothing remarkable in the fact that they should be able to think of so 
many themes and create so great a throng of characters. The short-story 
writer cannot describe the persons he has need of as fully as the novelist 
can, but he must know them just as well, and he must call into being a 
great many. The number that Maupassant created and clearly put before 
the reader is vast. Chekhov had no such capacity. His characters are few. 
He makes use of the same types over and over again. I have a notion, 
indeed, that he was insufficiently interested in the individual to see him 
with great distinctness. Nor are his stories, using the word for the moment 
to mean a succession of coherent incidents, of great note. He seldom hit 
upon an anecdote that was in itself very interesting. He had no talent for 
telling the sort of story that you can repeat over the dinner table, and we 
know that he did not want to. But for all that his best stories linger in the 
memory longer than do many with a thrilling plot and sharply individu- 
alized characters. Why.? I am not sure. I can only tell the reader what is 
the effect they have on me, asking him once more to remember that I do 
not pretend to be a critic; I can only judge them from my own standpoint 
of a writer who writes stories of a different kind. 

, I find that the impression they make on me is powerful but indeter- 
minate; they leave me with a feeling that all is futility, all is frustration; 
that men are weak, foolish and at, the mercy of every untoward circum- 
stance, often brutal and cruel; but that nothing matters very much. This is 
indeed life, but something in me of vital energy protests that it is not the 
whole of it I think Chekhov’s delineation would be intolerable if you could 
feel very strongly about the persons , who take part in the incidents he 
describes. They are real enough, and true enough, but you do not see them 
face to face; you see them as it wer^; through a veil of their common flesh, 
their individualities slightly blurred^ and so your sympathies are imperfectly 
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engaged/ 1 have a notion, however, that It this limitation, to the 

fact that he could not give the creatures of his fancy that last happy flick of 
idiosyncrasy which brings a character to separate life, that he owes his 
great and special quality. His are shadowy ; but because they have 

not the clean-cut outline of a silhouette, because they are like vapours that 
rise towards evening from the surface of a lake and lose themselves in the 
enveloping dusk, though lacking the fine distinction of personality they 
have a common humanity. I despair of making myself clear when I say that 
they strike me less as persons than as human beings. Each one is as it were 
a part of everyone else, and the hurt that one does to another is bearable 
because in a way it is a hurt that he does to himself. And because they are 
shadowy they remain secret. We understand them as little as we under- 
stand ourselves. And so Chekhov gets the effect which is perhaps the most 
impressive that the writer of fiction can achieve : he fills you with an over- 
powering sense of the mystery of life. That is the sense, terrifying and yet 
.imposing, that lies at the bottom of all our activities, that lurks at the back 
of all our thoughts, the most trivial as well as the most subtle; and to my 
mind it is by his power to do this that Chekhov is unique. It is this power 
that gives a point to stories that otherwise seem pointless and significance 
to characters and incidents that are on the surface of no great moment. 

pit 

To write a story in accordance with the principles laid down by Edgar 
Allan Poe is not so easy as some think. It requires intelligence, not perhaps 
of a very high order, but of a special kind; it requires a sense of form and 
no small power of invention. But it is plain that this manner of story no 
longer carries conviction. The modern story fulfills a spiritual need in the 
modern reader which the old story cannot satisfy. The technique and the 
outlook of the writers of today dijffer a good deal from those of the masters 
of the nineteenth century; but before I go into this I must mention a 
circumstance that has forced itself upon my attention and that has caused 
me a certain perplexity; this is that so many, of these stories might have 
been written by the same hand. It looks, as though there were something in 
the method of the modern short , story that submerges the personality of 
the author. The stories of Henry James, of ; Maupassant and of Chekhov 
could only have been written by themselves. You may not like the per- 
sonality of these authors, but there ibis, .manifest to the grossest sense, in 
their every page. For my part I haveralways , thought that just this, the 
personality of the creator, was what g^ye .a work of art its lasting interest; 
it does not matter if it is a slightly absurd; one, as with Henry James, a 
somewhat vulgar one, as with Maupassant, or a grey, melancholic one, as 
with Chekhov: so long as he cap prbsent it, distil and idiosyncratic, his 
work has life. The short-story writers of ouf/tme, seem to lack this curious 
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; power.:, ¥ioleixt though 'they ..often are,, hard, .ruthless and devoid of, .senti- 
mentality,. they,: seldom manage to impress their special individuality upon 
their work. They are communal writers. They remind one of the decora- 
tive painters m the eighteenth century who painted flower pieces to put 
over doors or let into panels above the chimneypiece; it is a pleasant art, 
but its merit owes more to a period than to a personal gift. 

W stories come od they give you a sense of reality which 

Maupassant’^^^^ at their best, hardly do, for the pattern he has forced 

upon them prevents your complete surrender; somewhere in your sub- 
conscious the recollection lingers that what you are reading is after all only 
a fiction. And in the best of the modern short stories you do get a feeling 
of real life that I think has not often before been so closely attained; this, 
you say, is how things do happen, I believe in these people, I know the look 
of the streets they walk in and I recognize the smell of their houses. But in 
fiction, as in life, you can seldom get one thing except at the cost of another; 
and I have a notion that these writers, in order to get the particular effect 
they do, have had to sacrifice what is often thought the greatest resource of 
the storyteller, the eagerness he excites in you to know how things will 
turn out. They often interest, they may even give you cause for reflection, 
but they do not thrill; your blood runs no faster as you read and you do not 
feverishly turn the pages to discover what will happen next. Modern writers 
lay little emphasis on plot and for this reason are at their best when they 
are brief, for as soon as stories lengthen they need the support that a plot 
gives them in order to maintain coherence, They omit a good deal which 
at the beginning of his narrative the writer, in order to explain the circum- 
stances, was accustomed to tell. They are apt at the end to leave things in 
the air so that the reader must answer for himself any questions he has to 
ask. They fight shy of the dramatic and the unexpected. Chekhov in one 
of his letters, defending his own practice, says that people do not go to the 
North Pole and fall off icebergs; they go to ojffices, quarrel with their wives 
and eat cabbage soup. Of course it is untrue that people do not do adven- 
turous things, but even if it were, it would be no argument against v/riting 
stories about people who did. Man has always been excited by the mar- 
vellous and has listened with pleasure to tales of it. After all, one of the 
best and most moving stories in the world is the story in the Book of 
Genesis of Joseph and his Brethren. 

The writers of the present time, unless I am mistaken, are more interested 
in social circumstances, in the injustice of modern conditions, in the rela- 
tion of persons to their environment, in short, than in their relations to one 
another. The result of this is that they are likely to suffer from a certain 
shortage of material. If you know all about a sawmill, for instance, if you 
have yourself worked in one, you can probably write a very good story 
about it, even two or three; but you cannot go on writing stories about 
sawmills indefinitely; presently you. will have said all you can on the 
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subject^ and then you are obliged to look for some other environment* You 
are lucky if you can find one about which you can learn to write with first- 
hand knowledge. It is a grave handicap that these specialist writers, of 
which there are so many nowadays, labour under; they exhaust their 
subjects, and, as we know, either go on writing the same old story to the 
weariness of their readers, or lapse into silence. The only subject that is 
inexhaustible is man. You can go on writing all your life and touch no 
more than the fringe of it. The difficulty of the writer who eschews a plot— 
and a plot, I should add, is no more than the pattern that is imposed upon 
the conduct of the various persons with whom you are dealing— in favour 
of a narration of the circumstances offered by a certain environment is that^ 
getting nearer and nearer to life as we know it is lived, avoiding surprise, 
thrill, unexpected yet logical accident, which are the essential characteristics 
of the formal story, he has nothing to offer the reader that the nai'rator of 
actual facts cannot give him with greater force. He has ceased to be a writer 
nf fiction; he lias become a reporter. To prove this point I have printed 
at the end of this anthology a piece from a collection of true accounts of 
events written by the persons who took part in them. They are so good, so 
complete, so vivid that the candid reader can hardly fail to admit that they 
are as well worth reading as many short stories. And the fact that he knows 
they are true gives them an added point. 

It is the death of the short story if it can be beaten at its own game by the 
naked truth. If the short story is to be a work of art it must be more than 
that. It will not do to say that the storyteller selects. The writers of this 
volume of true stories (it is called Life in the United States and is pub- 
lished by Scribners) have also selected: from the mass of their experience 
they have taken occasions that seemed to them significant and their attitude 
towards life has influenced their choice. They too have had an emotional 
reaction to the circumstances they describe. It happens to be a different one 
from those that chiefly affect modern writers, but I cannot bring myself to 
think it less admirable. It is fortitude: Modern writers are mostly moved by 
pity and anger; indeed pity is the fashionable literary emotion of our day. 
It is that for which a novelist is most praised. Critics have even found it in 
Chekhov, though the readers of his own time often complained that his 
objectivity was such that you could not tell from his stories where his 
sympathies lay. Now everyone knows that the world is in,, a bad way, liberty 
is dead or dying, poverty, relentless exploitation of labour, cruelty, injustice 
are everywhere. There is good cause, for anger and pity; but they are 
unprofitable emotions unless they" lead you to some effort. They are 
despicable when, satisfied that you Have the generosity to feel them, you 
will not get busy to change the;, conditions, that have aroused them. It, is 
not for nothing that the tender Spinoza called pity womanish. In our small 
contemporary world of writers and readers it is too often a balm we apply 
to our wounded 'souls in order , that; we may the incon- 
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venience o£ action* The writer’s business is not to pity, nor to rage, but to 
understand, ’ 

mil 

At the beginning of this introduction I called the reader’s attention to the 
fact that writers are more likely to write stories when they can get a public 
for them. The great flowering of the art during the nineteenth century is 
due to the popularity of the magazines. As we know, they began to prosper 
round about the forties and their success finally killed the decaying annuals 
and keepsakes which at an earlier period had given writers their only oppor- 
tunity. I suppose that this success reached its culmination during the first 
third of the present century. Never was there a greater demand for short 
stories, never were higher prices paid for them, and never was there a larger 
number of writers to write them. But the vogue of the magazine, I suspect, 
is waning. People spend an increasing part of their leisure in athletic exer- 
cises, they golf, play tennis, motor and swim; they have the cinema to go to 
and the gramophone to listen to; they have the radio. Cheaper and cheaper 
books, of a size convenient for the pocket, offer reading matter that more 
satisfactorily supplies present needs. One can hardly suppose that the maga- 
zines will be displaced by some other form of periodical as the magazines 
displaced the annuals that once flourished so luxuriantly, but it is at least 
not unlikely that the magazines will change their character and so cease to 
offer an outlet to the writer of short stories. Already editors, disturbed by 
their falling circulations and thinking that in the distressed condition of the 
world their readers demand more solid fare than fiction, are giving more 
space to articles of an informative character. But I cannot believe that 
people will lose their desire to listen to stories. As I said before, that seems 
to me a desire inherent in the human race. It is not my business to prophesy, 
the world is sufficiently full of prophets, mostly, I am afraid, of evil; but it is 
at least not absurd to suggest that this need may well be satisfied by the 
radio. It may be that listeners will take the place of readers and that those 
who want the entertainment of the short story will be content to hear it 
over the air. Then the art will have gone full circle. The short story started 
with the tale told by the hunter round the fire in the cave which was the 
dwelling of primitive man, and, having run its long course, will then return 
to its origins. The teller of tales, sitting before his microphone, will narrate 
his story to an immense crowd of unseen listeners. 

But if this happens it is hard to -believe that he will have an attentive 
audience if he tells stories that depend on atmosphere, if he tells stories that 
are sketchy or digressive, stories of implication, or stories whose xneaning is 
obscure. One can but suppose that his stories will have to be direct, grip- 
ping, surprising and dramatic. ;Th^y.^:'m^ have to move swiftly in one 
unbroken lineTrdm the beginhifigt th^^ interest to the end that 
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satisfies the eiiriosity that h They will iri w have to 

resemble more closely the of Maupassant than the stories of Chekhov. 
But that is not yet. Tolstoy, Chekhov and many another writer either influ- 
enced by them or, like Sherwood Anderson, arriving at a similar form by 
native idiosyncrasy V have enriched literature with a number of pieces the 
merit of which is great; and if these compositions will not fit into the 
definition of a short story which may be deduced from the formula so 
well stated by Poe, then the definition must be changed to include them. 
I would now offer a very simple one. 1 should define a short story as a 
piece of fiction that has unity of impression and that can be read at a single 
sitting. I should be inclined to say that the only test of its excellence is that 
it interests. It is with this principle in mind that I have chosen the stories 
in this volume. 

ix 

Blit before I go on to consider more particularly the stories w^hich I am 
inviting the reader to read, I should like to point out to him that no one is 
under an obligation to read fiction. To read some of the books on the 
subject that are written for the edification of the young, you would imagine 
that it was a duty that a man owed, not only to himself, but to society, 
to read certain novels. From the seriousness with which the authors 
of these handbooks treat the psychological, political, sociological character- 
istics of the novels they discuss, you would think that the main object of a 
work of fiction is to impart knowledge. I imagine that these persons adopt 
this attitude because it adds dignity to studies which they fear may seem a 
trifle frivolous. They wish to offer a contribution to science no less impor- 
tant than that provided by the biologists who study rats, newts and guinea 
pigs. It is an attitude which has much gratified the vanity of authors. They 
have always had an uneasy feeling that there was something not quite 
serious in the writing of fiction, and it has been pleasant for them to look 
upon themselves as scientific workers; and of no small importance either, 
for the field they cultivated was after all nothing less than human nature. 
When they were told that the novel had taken the place of the pulpit, and 
that it offered the most convenient means at the present day for the propa- 
gation of ideas, they were quite ready to assume the position thus thrust 
upon them. They were very willing to look upon themselves as philosophers, 
teachers, reformers and politicians. Education during the last forty years has 
become general, and these authors found a; vast public that was conscious 
of its ignorance and anxious to assimilate, knowledge at no grea.t expense of 
mental effort. Readers were glad to read an interesting story, and if they 
could convince themselves that, far froth wasting their time — ^for such is the 
frowardness of human nature we have all at the back of our minds the sensa- 
tion that pleasure is a trifle reprehensiye--^ffiey:: wfe useful informa- 
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tll€y/^were:^¥ery,:^atura% And 'even when the : stories .were' 

not 'very; iiiteres.ting : they 'were'-prepared. to read , on because they were 
impro.ving„ their UTiinds. " 

Unfortunately knowledge is not come by so ■ easily. There is only one 
way to acquire it and that is by work. On all such matters as science deals 
with, the knowledge which the novelist gives you is valueless; even in 
psychology, which he is apt to look upon as something of which he can 
speak with authority, his statements must be received with caution. For 
the writer of fiction is concerned with the particular rather than with the 
general. He chooses his instances. He directs your interest to suit his pur- 
pose. By emphasis, by throwing a high light here or leaving in shadow there, 
he inevitably falsifies; and, however honest he would be, his very nature 
forces him to load the dice. If the novelist is an acute observer he can 
sometimes provide material that the scientist can make use of; but at best 
he is only the field naturalist, whose merit is accuracy and receptiveness, 
and who, if he is wise, leaves theoretical conclusions to the specialist. It 
would be all to the good if the novelist were a scientist and a philosopher, 
for the more he knows the richer his books will be, but even though he 
were, when he wrote he would cease to be either; he would be an artist. 
The artist’s truth is a different truth from the philosopher’s and the scien- 
tist’s; for truth, we all know now, is not one and indivisible, truth is relative 
to needs. Their aim is knowledge, but his is liberation. The artist has a 
natural facility for creation, and to exercise his gifts is a delight to him; he 
creates in order to disembarrass his soul of a burden that oppressed it and 
thus gain release. But this is no concern of the layman who reads his poems 
or looks at his pictures : to the layman art offers solace and relaxation and 
an escape from the reality of life; and sometimes it enlarges his soul, 
presents new ideas to his spirit and heartens him to cope with the difficult 
business of living. If it can do this its power is so great that the artist need 
not disparage himself because he cannot provide the knowledge that is 
found in textbooks. But only the greatest art has such power. It is when the 
artist thus moves you that you are justified in ascribing genius to him. 
Genius is rare. No artist need be ashamed if he can do no more than offer 
entertainment. That too has its value. 

There is a certain amount of fiction that it becomes every well-bred man 
to have read; it belongs to the culture of the world, and so far as culture 
is a part of knowledge it must be regarded as essential to everyone’s educa- 
tion, But there is not much of it I think a bookcase that held twenty books 
would be large enough to contain all the works of fiction that it would leave 
a man spiritually poorer not to have jead. This bookcase would contain 
Don Quixote f Wilhelm Meister^ Pride dnd Prejudice, Le Rogue et le Noir, 
Le Pere Goriot, Madame Bomry, War and Peace, David Copperfield, The 
Brothers Karamazov and A la Recherche du Temps Perdu; but I am not 
sure that it would contain any ihott; stories. For the short story is a minor 
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art^ and it must content it^ moving, exciting and amusing the 

reader. There are a hundred stories in this book, and I do not think 
there is a single one that will fail to do at least one of these things, but 
also I do not think that there is any that will give the reader that thrill, 
that rapture, that fruitful energy which great art can produce. The most 
important short-story writers of the nineteenth century were not men who 
had it in them to achieve such effects. They had talent and they were 
artists; but Maupassant had some commonness in his nature, and Henry 
James, who took his calling with such an admirable seriousness, was de- 
feated by a peculiar triviality of soul; Chekhov was neither trivial nor 
common, but, as is evident when on occasion he indulges in general reflec- 
tion, his mental capacity was mediocre. None of these writers impresses 
you by the po\\^er and fullness of his personality as you are impressed when 
you read Balzac or Tolstoy. 

It is wise then to read short stories for the extertainment they provide. 
'It is unreasonable to ask of them more than they can give you. But it would 
be foolish to despise them on that account. In those treatises on the art of 
fiction of which I spoke before, I have noticed with surprise that though 
the authors discourse at length on the technique, moral attitude and I know 
not what of the novels with which they are dealing, they make no mention 
of their value as entertainment. This seems to me wrongheaded. The first 
demand the reader should make of a novel is that it should entertain him; 
if it does not do this, whatever its other merits, it is a poor novel. I think 
that in a number of stories in this volume the reader will find something 
besides entertainment: he will find curiosities of construction, should this 
interest him, excellence of style, an insight into the multiplicity of human 
nature, and here and there food for reflection. But unless chief of all he finds 
entertainment, I have chosen badly. Let no one think that entertainment is 
a cheap and shoddy thing, let him leave such a belief to the most snobbish 
and vulgar of the highbrows; entertainment is a form of pleasure and 
pleasure is in itself good. There is no need for pleasure to be unintelligent. 
One of the signs of culture is that you are able to extract pleasure from 
objects or events to which the ignorant are indifferent. A culture is meagre 
that cannot get fun out of push pin as well as out of poetry. 


But entertainment is a personal thing. Just as there is no obligation to 
read fiction there is no obligation to like it. The critics often try to brow- 
beat us plain men by telling us that we ought: to like this, that and the 
other, and they call us hard names if we will not do as they bid. There is 
no ought in the matter. The critic can point out the excellences he sees, 
and since they may have escaped your attehtion, in this he does you a 
service; but when he condemns you because you.: dd.no t care for the. work 
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he admires he is foolish. The history of cxkicism shows tMtxxitics are 
often mistaken. The only thing that really matters to you is what a work 
of art says to you. Even if the consensus of educated opinion is against you^ 
you should be unperturbed. However great a work is commonly agreed to 
be^ if it bores you, to read it is futile; it must entertain you, or so far as you 
are concerned it is valueless. 

It is on this principle that I have chosen the stories in this volume. I have 
been influenced neither by the reputation nor by the common opinion that 
ascribed them merit. These stories are stories I like. I cannot hope that all 
readers will like them all. To do so they would have had to have my 
particular experience of life and to share my prejudices and my interests. 
I do not claim that they are the best stories that have been written during 
the last century; they are the stories amongst all those that I have read that 
have interested me most. 

When my reading forced me to broaden my definition of a short story so 
that it included almost anything approaching fiction that was not of exces- 
sive length, I was able to insert a number of pieces that, if I had adhered 
to Poe’s canon, I should have felt bound to omit. I was able to put in 
Flaubert’s A Simple Heart, which he himself called a short story, but which 
is really a short novel. Such unity of impression as it has depends only on 
the fact that the. interest is concentrated on a single person. But it is only 
as short as it is and no longer, because in comparatively few pages Flaubert 
was able to say all there was to say about the straightforward, limited 
character he set out to describe. It is a moving tale, and it is somewhat 
important in the history of fiction because it has given rise to numberless 
studies, sometimes in the form of the short story, sometimes in that of the 
novel, of women of the servant class. It is besides a story which, I think, no 
one can read without gaining a sympathetic understanding of the French 
nature, with its great virtues and pardonable failings; for all France is there. 
This looseness of definition has also made it possible for me to put in 
Joseph Conrad’s excellent Typhoon rather than one of his briefer pieces. 
Conrad rarely wrote anything but short stories, though, being a writer of 
an exuberant verbosity, he often made them as long as most novels. He 
needed sea-room. He had little sense of concision. A theme with him was 
like the stem of a cauliflower; it grew and grew under his active pen until, 
all its branches headed with succulent flowers, it became a very fine but 
somewhat monstrous plant. Typhoon shows all his power and none of his 
weakness. It is a tale of the sea, which he knew better than he knew the 
land, and it is concerned with men> whom he knew better than he knew 
women. These sailor chaps are a little simpler than most of us now think 
human beings really are, but they Jive. Typhoon narrates an incident, 
which was a thing Conrad could dq with mastery, and the subject gives 
him opportunity for his wonderful and vivid descriptions of the phenomena 
of nature. My final definition has eyeH allowed me to adorn my pages with 
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E, M* Forster’s Mr M which is a little bit of 

literary history written in the guise of fiction; it has a surprise ending that 
would have delighted the mind of O. Henry. It is a moving and exquisite 
piece, written in such admirable English that it might well find a place in 
manual for teaching the language. 

. xi ■■ 

W abandoned my ambitious project of showing the development of 
the short story from the beginning of the nineteenth century, I was able 
to do something that caused me a considerable measure of relief. I was 
able, to wit, to omit a number of stories that under my original scheme I 
should have had to insert. There are few works of art that preserve their 
vitality from age to age. Even they have their ups and downs. For long 
periods they lie comatose like hibernating animals, and then, as a new 
•generation finds something in them to satisfy its new wants, they take on a 
new lease of life. Thus, the archaic sculpture of Greece, the paintings of the 
school of Siena, after being neglected for a long period, in our own day, 
with its relish for the primitive, its taste for suggestion rather than for 
downright statement, have been found to possess a troubling beauty that 
corresponds to our high-strung needs as does neither the resolute achieve- 
ment of Phidias nor the opulent splendour of Titian. And in literature, 
when romanticism, fired by the discovery of the Middle Ages, rejected the 
measure and reason of the eighteenth century, when the sensitiveness of 
the human soul first recoiled from the mechanization of life, writers found 
inspiration and readers refreshment in books like Malory’s Morte d' Arthur 
and Froissart’s Chronicles, 

But there are many works of art that live their lives and die. They have 
had something to say to the generation that saw their birth, but with the 
passing of that generation lose their import. They may still have an interest 
for the student or the historian, but they are no longer works of art. They 
can no longer give its specific thrill. They have had a long and honourable 
career, and there is no cause for their authors to turn uneasily in their 
graves; they have fulfilled their purpose and may now rest in peace. But I 
have not wished any of the stories in this collection to be looked upon as 
museum pieces. I have inserted nothing that does not seem to me to have 
a living interest. That is why I have chosen mostly stories that are con- 
temporary, or almost so. I dare say that in fifty years many of them will 
seem as old-fashioned as the stories of fifty years, ago that I have discarded. 
That is not my affair. Now they have the merit of actualify.Tt is this merit 
that enables us to compete with the great authors of the past. Otherwise 
who would read us? The bad, the mediocre^, have long since been forgotten 
and only the best has remained. Who would bother to read a modern 
novel if Roxana, Tom Jones and MiSdlemarch 
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can give to oiir works because^^^^^ can dress our characters in the clothes o£ 
today and make them speak the language of our time? 

I hesitated a good deal when I considered the tales of Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne. He was a distinguished and important writer of short stories, and he 
had a eonsiderable influence both on his contemporaries and on his sue- 
cessors. I read him and reread him. It seemed to me that his stories had 
lost the life they once assuredly had. In order to find an interest in them 
now, one has to bethink oneself of the circumstances of his life, the period 
he lived in and the effect on him of the romantic revival which at the time 
swept Europe like a tidal wave. Historians of literature claim that Rappu- 
cints Daughter is a masterpiece. To me it seems stuff and nonsense. I am 
only too willing to suspend my disbelief, but that is a mouthful that I really 
cannot swallow. I think the story of Hawthorne’s that has most life in it 
today is The Artist of the Beautiful, for that is the story of every creator 
in relation to his creation and to the world without; it is universal, but alas, 
so diffuse and so repetitive that its power is sadly diminished. To my mind 
Hawthorne’s best story is the story of his own life, and that you may read 
in that enchanting book, The Flowering of New' England, by Van Wyck 
Brooks. It is on account of this that I could not bring myself to omit 
Hawthorne from this anthology, and so I have chosen The Gray Champion. 
It has thrill and is informed with a noble patriotism which you will have to 
hunt far and wide to find represented in the short story. Now that liberty 
in so many quarters of the world is immured and fettered, it is more than 
ever necessary to cherish an expression of its beauty. 

I had BO such hesitations when I came to read the stories that depended 
for their interest on local colour and dialect. Their vogue started in the 
seventies and lasted for many years. The manner reached its greatest excel- 
lence in the work of Mary Wilkins Freeman. She had grace, feeling and 
sincerity. I am sure her stories were very good in their day, but their day 
is past; the sun has faded their delicate tints and they are now somewhat 
namby-pamby. It is the namby-pamby which till quite recently has been 
the bane of the English short story. This failing has made it difficult for me 
to find any stories written in the last third of the century in England that 
seemed to me to have merit. The writers of that period were gentle, urbane 
and sentimental. They closed their eyes to such aspects of life as they did 
not wish to see. English writers on the whole have not taken kindly to the 
art of the short story. They have felt the novel more congenial to their 
idiosyncrasy, for the English, though in conversation often tongue-tied, 
when they take a pen in their hands are inclined to prolixity. They have no 
natural instinct for succinctness, which is indispensable to the short story, 
nor a sense of form, which is essential tOv its significance. So the diffiiseness 
of the national temper has found its most satisfactory literary expression 
in the long, unwieldy^ shapeless novels of the Victorian Era which still 
remain the country’s outstanding contributibh to the world’s fiction, English 
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writers find it difficult to be brief without being trivial, and for the most 
part they have looked upon the short story as a thing of no great matter 
to be thrown off in their spare time in order to earn a few useful guineas 
without much expenditure of effort. I know only two English writers v/ho 
have taken the short story as seriously as it must be taken if excellence is to 
be achieved, Rudyard Kipling, namely, and Katherine Mansfield. Miss Mans- 
field had a small, derivative, but exquisite talent; and her shorter pieces— 
for she had insufficient power to deal with a theme that demanded a 
solid gift of construction—are admirable. Rudyard Kipling stands in a dif- 
ferent category. He alone among English writers of the short story can bear 
comparison with the masters of France and Russia. 

Though Rudyard Kipling captured the attention of the public when first 
he began to write, and has retained a firm hold on it ever since, there was a 
time when educated opinion was somewhat disdainful of him. He was 
identified with an imperialism which events made obnoxious to many 
“sensible persons. Certain characteristics of his style, which at first had 
seemed fresh and amusing, became irksome to readers of fastidious taste. 
But that time is past. I think there would be few now to deny that he was a 
wonderful, varied and original teller of tales. He had a fertile invention, 
and to a supreme degree the gift of narrating incident in a surprising and 
dramatic fashion. His influence for a while was great on his fellow-writers, 
but perhaps greater on his fellow-men, who led in one way or another the 
sort of life he dealt with. When one travelled in the East it was astonishing 
how often one came across men who had modelled themselves on the 
creatures of his fancy. They always say that Balzac’s characters were more 
true of the generation that followed him than of that which he purported 
to describe; I know from my own experience that twenty years after Kip- 
ling wrote his first important stories there were men scattered about the 
outlying parts of the world who would never have been just what they were 
if he had not written them. He not only created characters, he created men. 
Rudyard Kipling is generally supposed to have rendered the British people 
conscious of their Empire, but that is a political achievement with which I 
have not here to deal; what is significant to my present standpoint is that 
in his discovery of the exotic story he opened a new and fruitful field to 
writers. This is the story, the scene of which is set in some country little 
known to the majority of readers, and which deals with the reactions upon 
the white man of his sojourn in an alien land. and the effect which contact 
with peoples of another race has upon him. Subsequent writers have treated 
this subject in their different ways, but Rudyard Kipling was the first to 
blaze the trail through this new-found country, and no one has invested it 
with a more romantic glamour, no . one has: made it more exciting and 
no one has presented it so vividly and with such a wealth of colour. He 
wrote many stories of other kinds, but none in my opinion which surpassed 
these. He had, like every writer that ever lived, his shortcomings, but 
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remains iiotwitlistandiiig the best short-story writer that England can 
boast of. 

xit 

Now I wish to speak of Henry James. Greatness is a quality which is 
loosely ascribed to writers, and it is well to be cautious in one’s use of the 
word, but I think no one will quarrel with me when I say that Flenry 
James is the most distinguished literary figure that America has produced. 
He was a voluminous writer of short stories. Though he lived so long in 
England, and indeed in the end was naturalized, he remained an American 
to the last. I cannot feel that he ever knew the English as an Englishman 
instinctively knows them, and for that reason I have chosen for this book an 
American, rather than an English, story. The characters ring more true to 
life; his English people are more Jamesian than English. 

It is impossible, I imagine, for anyone who knew Henry James in the flesh ' 
to read his stories dispassionately. He got the sound of his voice into every 
line he wrote, and you accept the convoluted style of his later work, his 
long-windedness and his mannerisms, because they are part and parcel of 
the charm, benignity and amusing pomposity of the man you remember. 
He was, if not a great, a remarkable man, so the reader will perhaps forgive 
me if in what follows I do not confine myself precisely to the consideration 
of his stories, which in this introduction is my only concern. The number 
of persons who knew him is growing smaller year by year, and such recol- 
lections of him as they have must be worth preservation. I do not foresee 
that I shall ever have a more suitable occasion than this to put my own on 
record, I knew Henry James for many years, but I was never more than' 
an acquaintance of his. I am not sure that he was fortunate in his friends. 
They were disposed to be possessive, and they regarded one another’s claim 
to be in the inner circle of his confidence with no conspicuous amiability. 
Like a dog with a bone, each was inclined to growl when another showed 
an inclination to dispute his exclusive right to the precious object of his 
admiration. The reverence with which they treated him was of no great 
service to him. They seemed to me, indeed, sometimes a trifle silly: they 
whispered to one another with delighted giggles that Henry James privately 
stated that the article in The Ambassador the nature of which he had left 
in polite obscurity and on whose manufacture the fortune of the widow 
Newsome was founded, was in fact a chamber pot. I did not find this so 
amusing as they did. But I must admit ! was often doubtful of the quality 
of Henry James’s humour., When someone transplants himself from his 
own country to another he is more likely to assimilate the defects of its 
inhabitants than their virtues, ;The England in which Henry James lived 
was excessively class-conscious, andT think it, is to this that must be ascribed 
the somewhat disconcerting,;attitude t^^ in his writings to 
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those who were so unfortunate as to be of humble origin. Unless he were 
an artist, by choice a writer, it seemed to him more than a little ridiculous 
that anyone should be under the necessity of earning his living. The death 
of a member of the lower classes could be trusted to give him a good 
chuclde; I think this attitude was emphasized by the fact that, himself of 
exalted lineage, he could not have dwelt long in England without becoming 
aware that to the English one American was very like another. He saw 
compatriots, on the strength of a fortune acquired in Michigan or Ohio, 
received with as great cordiality as though they belonged to the eminent 
families of Boston and New York; and in self-defence somewhat exagger- 
ated his native fastidiousness in social relations. I think it should be added 
that perhaps in England his more intimate associations were with persons 
who were not, to use the vulgar phrase, out of the top drawer; but out of a 
drawer just below. Their own position was not so secure that they could 
ignore it. 

Two of my meetings with Henry James stand out in my memory. One 
was in London at a performance of a Russian play by the Stage Society. I 
think it must have been The Cherry Orchard, but after so many years 
I cannot be certain. It was very badly acted. I found myself sitting with 
Henry James and Mrs Clifford, the widow of a celebrated mathemati- 
cian and herself a well-known novelist; and we could none of us make head 
or tail of it. The intervals were long, and there was ample opportunity for 
conversation. The play disconcerted Henry James, and he set out to explain 
to us how antagonistic to his French sympathies was this Russian incoher- 
ence, Lumbering through his tortuous phrases, he hesitated now and again 
in search of the exact word to express his dismay; but Mrs Clifford had a 
quick and agile mind, she knew the word he was looking for and every 
time he paused immediately supplied it. But this was the last thing he 
wanted. He was too well mannered to protest, but an almost imperceptible 
expression on his face betrayed his irritation, and obstinately refusing the 
word she offered, he laboriously sought another. The climax came when 
they began to discuss the actress who was playing the leading part. Henry 
James wanted to know to what class she belonged, and both Mrs Clifford 
and I knew exactly what in plain terms he wished to say. But that, he 
thought, would be tasteless, and so he wrapped up his meaning in an 
increasingly embarrassed flow of circumlocution till at last Mrs Clifford 
could bear it no longer and blurted out: "Do you mean, is she a lady?’ A 
look of real suffering crossed his face. Put so, the question had a vulgarity 
that outraged him. He pretended not to hear. He made a little gesture of 
desperation and said: Is she, enf.n, what you’d call, if you were asked point- 
blank, if you were put with your back, to the wall, is she a femme du 
monde?' ■ ' ’ " / ■- ^ \ ’• ' 

The second occasion I remember is when Henry James, his brother 
William ‘ having recently died, /.w^s- staying-’ iat::Canibridgej: Massachusetts 
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with his sister-in-law. I happened to be in Boston^ and Mrs Janies asked me 
to dinner. There were but the three o£ us; I can remember nothing of the 
conversation at table^ but it seemed to me that Henry James was troubled 
in spirit; after dinner the widow left us alone in the dining room, and he 
told me that he had promised his brother to stay at Cambridge for, I think, 
six months after his death, so that if he found himself able to make a 
communication from beyond the grave there would be two sympathetic 
witnesses on the spot ready to receive it. I could not but reflect that Henry 
James was in such a state of nervousness that it would be difficult to place 
implicit confidence in any report he might make. His sensibility was so 
exasperated that he was capable of imagining anything. But hitherto no 
message had come, and the six months were drawing to their end. 

When it was time for me to go, Henry James insisted on accompanying 
me to the corner where I could take the streetcar back to Boston. I pro- 
tested that I was perfectly capable of getting there by myself, but he would 
not hear of it; this not only on account of the kindness and the great 
courtesy that were natural to him, but also because America seemed to him 
a strange and terrifying labyrinth in which without his guidance I was 
bound to get hopelessly lost When we were on the way, by ourselves, he 
told me what his good manners had prevented him from saying before Mrs 
James, that he was counting the days that must elapse before, having ful- 
filled his promise, he could sail for the blessed shores of England. He 
yearned for it. There in Cambridge he felt himself forlorn. He was deter- 
mined never again to set foot on the bewildering and unknown country 
that America was to him. It was then that he uttered the phrase which 
seemed to me so fantastic that I have always remembered it. 1 wander 
about those great empty streets of Boston,’ he said, 'and I never see a living 
creature. I could not be more alone in the Sahara.’ The streetcar hove in 
sight and Henry James was seized with agitation. He began waving fran- 
tically when it was still a quarter of a mile away. He was afraid it wouldn’t 
stop, and he besought me to jump on with the greatest agility of which I 
was capable, for it would not pause for more than an instant, and if I were 
not very careful I might be dragged along, and if not killed, at least mangled 
and dismembered. I assured him that I was quite accustomed to getting on 
streetcars. Not American streetcars, he told me; they were of a savagery, an 
inhumanity, a ruthlessness beyond any conception. I was so infected by his 
anxiety that when the car pulled up and I leapt on, I had almost the 
sensation that I had had a miraculous escape from a fearful death. I saw 
him standing on his short legs in the middle of the road, looking after 
the car, and I felt that he was trembling still at my narrow shave. 

When for this book I read, yet once again, the short stories of Henry 
James, I was troubled by the contrast ofiered by the triviality of so many 
of his themes and the elaborMpn of his treatment. He seems to have had 
no inkling that his subject might:be; too slight to justify so intricate a 
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metliod. This is a fault that lessens one^s enjoyment of some of his most 
famous tales. A world that has gone through the great war, that has lived 
through the troubled years that have followed it^ can hardly fail to be 
impatient with events, persons and subtleties that seem so remote from 
life. Henry James had discernment, a generous heart and artistic integ- 
rity; but he applied his gifts to matters of no great import. He was like a 
man who should provide himself with all the impedimenta necessary to 
ascend Mount Everest in order to climb Primrose Hill. Let us not forget 
that here was a novelist who had to his hand one of the most stupendous 
subjects that any writer ever had the chance of dealing with, the rise of the 
United States from the small, provincial country that he knew in his youth 
to the vast and powerful commonwealth that it has become; and he turned 
his back on it to write about tea parties in Mayfair and country-house visits 
in the home shires. The great novelists, even in seclusion, have lived life 
passionately; Henry James was content to observe it from a vvindow. But 
you cannot describe life unless you have partaken of it; nor, should your 
object be different, can you fantasticate upon it (as Balzac and Dickens did) 
unless you know it first. Something escapes you unless you have been an 
actor in the tragicomedy. Henry James was shy of the elementals of human 
nature. His heart was an organ subject to no serious agitation, and his 
interests were confined to persons of his own class. He failed of being a 
very great writer because his experience was inadequate and his sympa- 
thies were imperfect. 

xiii 

Now I have little more to say. I have limited myself in this anthology to 
five countries, France, Germany, Russia, England and the United States. 
Scandinavia, Denmark especially, has produced stories of uncommon merit, 
and Italy, too, has several writers who should find a place in any anthol- 
ogy; but if I had inserted them, there seemed no reason why I should 
leave out Spain, Hungary and half a dozen more. It would have made this 
book unwieldy. None of these countries, moreover, has produced the im- 
mense body of work that has been produced in the five countries from 
which I have chosen; nor has any of them (with the exception of Denmark 
with Hans Andersen) produced anything that could not be paralleled in 
them. At one time I used to buy modern pictures, and Rosenberg, the 
dealer, said to me : don’t bother with any but the chefs d'ecole; their fol- 
lowers may have merits, but in the long run it is only the leaders that 
count. So far as short stories are concerned chefs d'ecole are to be found 
in the countries whose works are represented in this volume. r . , . . 

The reader who glances at the table of contents will notice that I have 
chosen more stories from England and AmericiaThan from France and Rus- 
sia and Germany. This is not because I thihfctiey'are better, but because the 
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book is designed for American and English readers, and to theni 
of their own writers will, I imagine, prove more interesting. Besides, how- 
ever well a story is translated, it loses something in the process ; it can never 
have the flavour it had and so is not quite so good as it was in its own 
language. I have arranged the stories roughly in chronological order, but not 
so strictly as to prevent me from putting them in the order in which I 
thought they could be most agreeably read. I have sought to balance matter 
and manner, the serious and the gay, the short and the long, so that the 
reader should be led from story to story without tedium. I have mixed 
up the various countries in such a manner as I have thought would help me 
in this. The exception I have made is in the case of Russia. Russian stories 
are so singular, they have on the whole so slender a connection with 
occidental culture, that I feel they must be taken by themselves. One has 
to get oneself into a peculiar frame of mind to read them to advantage, and 
one has to shift one’s outlook on life, one’s feelings on all manner of things, 
on to another plane, as it were, in order to get into a suitable relation with 
their authors. I am afraid that few of the contemporary ones, judged by 
even the most tolerant standard, can be described as good stories, but I do 
not think in this case it much matters. Their interest is documentary rather 
than artistic. I have chosen those printed in this volume because there was 
in them at least some glimmering of form; but more particularly because 
they give a picture of an experiment in civilization to which none of us who 
have to live for some little time yet on this earth can be indifferent. Their 
authors are Soviet authors, now living in Russia; the lack of skill shown by 
most of them gives their stories a convincing character which, if they had 
known their business, might not have been so apparent. To my mind they 
show very strikingly how men and women have been living together in 
Russia in the recent past and how the conditions of existence have affected 
their attitude towards the elemental things of life and love and death 
which are the essential materials not only of poetry but of fiction. I 
should like to point out that in the humorous story called The Krdves, the 
reader will find one that might have been written in any country in the 
world. It is foolish to generalize on a single instance, but this suggests to 
me that humour has a universal quality, so that it is at least possible that if 
it were more generally exercised among the nations there is a chance that 
the differences dividing us, and the . discords that afflict us, might be in some 
measure mitigated. 

Now I have but one more thing to say. I have left out stories by certain 
living writers who hold an honourable position in the world of letters. I 
have done so because I do nqt myself happen to like them. Their authors, 
should they chance to glance oyer this book, would be wrong to be 
offended with me. We can none p£ us expect to be liked by everybody, and 
when we realize that somebqdy.jhas no fancy for us, we may be curious to 
know why but we have no r%hf m are doubtless excellent 
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stories by writers of perhaps considerable talent that do not chance to please 
me. That does not in the least affect their merit. I would never claim that 
my taste is perfect; all I can claim is that in making such a selection as this 
the anthologist’s taste is the only standard. 








TWO DROVERS 

Sir Walter Scott 

(1771-1832) 

It was the day after Dounc Fair when my story commences. It had been 
a brisk market; several dealers had attended from the northern and mid- 
land counties in England, and English money had flown so merrily about 
as to gladden the hearts of the Highland farmers. Many large droves were 
about to set off for England, under the protection of their owners, or of 
the tops-men whom they employed in the tedious, laborious, and re- 
sponsible office of driving the cattle for many hundred miles, from the 
market where they had been purchased, to the fields or farm-yards where 
they were to be fattened for the shambles. 

The Highlanders, in particular, are masters of this difficult trade of driv- 
ing, which seems to suit them as well as the trade of war. It affords exer- 
cise for all their habits of patient endurance and active exertion. They are 
required to know perfectly the drove-roads, which lie over the wildest 
tracks of the country, and to avoid as much as possible the highways, 
which distress the feet of the bullocks, and the turnpikes, which annoy 
the spirit of the drover; whereas on the broad green or gray track, which 
leads across the pathless moor, the herd not only move at ease and with- 
out taxation, but, if they mind their business, may pick up a mouthful of 
food by the way. At night, the drovers usually sleep along with their 
cattle, let the weather be what it will; and many of these hardy men do 
not once rest under a roof during a journey on foot from Lochaber 
to Lincolnshire. They are paid very highly, for the trust reposed is of the 
last importance, as it depends on their prudence, vigilance, and honesty, 
whether the cattle reach the final market in good order, and afford a profit 
to the grazier. But as they maintain themselves at their own expense, they 
are especially economical in that particular. At the period we speak of, a 
Highland drover was victualled for his long and toilsome journey with a 
few handfuls of oatmeal, and two or three onions, renewed from time to 
time, and a ram’s horn filled with whiskey, which he used regularly but 
sparingly, every night and morning. His dirk, or sl^ne-dhu black- 
knife), so worn as to be concealed beneath the arm, or by the folds of the 
plaid, was his only weapon, excepting, the cudgel with which he directed 
the movements of the cattle, A HighlanderAVas; never so happy as on these 
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occasions. There was a variety in the whole journey^ which exercised the 
Celt’s natural curiosity and love of motion; there were the constant change 
of place and scene, the petty adventures incidental to the traffic, and the 
intercourse with the various farmers, graziers, and traders, intermingled 
with occasional merrymakings, not the less acceptable to Donald that they 
were void of expense; — and there was the consciousness of superior skill; 
for the Highlander, a child amongst flocks, is a prince amongst herds, and 
his natural habits induce him to disdain the shepherd’s slothful life, so 
that he feels himself nowhere more at home than when following a gal- 
lant drove of his country cattle in the character of their guardian. 

Of the number who left Doune in the morning, and with the purpose 
we described, not a of them all cocked his bonnet more briskly, 

or gartered his tartan hose under knee over a pair of more promising 
spiogs (legs), than did Robin Oig, that is, Young, or the Lesser, Robin. 
Though small of stature, as the epithet Oig implies, and not very strongly 
limbed, he was light and alert as one of the deer of the mountains. He had 
an elasticity of step, which, in the course of a long march, made many a 
stout fellow envy him; and the manner in which he busked his plaid and 
adjusted his bonnet, argued a consciousness that so smart a John High- 
landman as himself would not pass unnoticed among the Lowland lasses. 
The ruddy cheek, red lips, and white teeth, set off .a. countenance which 
had gained by exposure to the weather a healthful and hardy rather than 
a rugged hue. If Robin Oig did not laugh, or even smile frequently, as im 
deed is not the practice among his countrymen, his bright eyes usually 
gleamed from under his bonnet with an expression of cheerfulness ready 
to be turned into mirth. 

The departure of Robin Oig was an incident in the little town, in and 
near which he had many friends, male and female. 

He was a topping person in his way, transacted considerable business on 
his own behalf, and was intrusted by the best farmers in the Highlands, in 
preference to any other drover in that district. He might have increased 
his business to any extent had he condescended to manage it by deputy; 
but except a lad or two, sister’s sons of his own, Robin rejected the idea of 
assistance, conscious, perhaps, how much his reputation depended upon 
his attending in person to the practical discharge of his duty in every 
instance. He remained, therefore, contented with the highest premium, 
given to persons of his description, and comforted himself with the hopes 
that a few journeys to England might enable him to conduct business on 
his own account, in a manner becoming his birth. For Robin Oig’s father, 
Lachlan MCombich (or son of my friend, his actual clan-surname being 
M’Gregor), had been so called by the celebrated Rob Roy, becaus|f of 
the particular friendship which; had subsisted between the grandsire of 
Robin and that renowned cateran. Some people even say, that Robin; Oig 
derived his Christian name frbih' dne as renowned in the wilds of Loch- 
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lomond as ever was his namesake Robin Hood in the precincts of merry 
Sherwood. '‘Of such ancestry,” as James Boswell says, “who would not be 
proud?” Robin Oig was proud accordingly; but his frequent visits to 
England and to the Lowlands had given him tact enough to know that pre- 
tensions, which still gave him a little right to distinction in his own lonely 
glen, might be both obnoxious and ridiculous if preferred elsewhere. The 
pride of birth, therefore, was like the miser’s treasure, the secret subject of 
his contemplation, but never exhibited to strangers as a subject of boasting. 

Many were the words of gratulation and good luck which were bestowed 
on Robin Oig. The judges commended his drove, especially Robin’s own 
property, which were the best of them. Some thrust out their snuff-mulls for 
the parting pinch—other tendered the doch-an-dorrach, ox parting cup. All 
cried— “Good-luck travel out with you and come home with you.— Give you 
luck in the Saxon market— brave notes in the leabhardhu' (black pocket- 
book), “and plenty of English gold in the sporran'' (pouch of goat-skin). 

The fenny lasses' made their adieus more modestly, and more than one, 
it was said, would have given her best brooch to be certain that it was 
upon Her that his eye last rested as he turned towards the road. 

Robin Oig had just given the preliminary ''Hoo-hooT to urge forward 
the loiterers of the drove, when there was a cry behind him. 

“Stay, Robin— bide a blink. Here is Janet of Tomahourich— ’auld Janet, 
your father’s sister.” 

“Plague on her, for an auld Highland witch and spaewife,” said a farmer 
from the carse of Stirling; “she’ll cast some of her cantrips on the cattle.” 

“She canna do that,” said another sapient of the same profession — 
“Robin Oig is no the lad to leave any of them without tying Saint Mungo’s 
knot on their tails, and that will put to her speed the best witch that ever 
flew over Dimayet upon a broomstick.” 

It may not be indifferent to the reader to know, that the Highland 
cattle are peculiarly liable to be ta\en, or infected, by spells and witchcraft; 
which judicious people guard against, by knitting knots of peculiar com- 
plexity on the tuft of hair which terminates the animal’s tail. 

But the old woman who was the object of the farmer’s suspicion, seemed 
only busied about the drover, without paying any attention to the drove. 
Robin, on the contrary, appeared rather impatient of her presence. 

“What auld-world fancy,” he said, “has brought you so early from the 
ingle-side this morning, Muhme? I am sure I bid you good-even, and had 
your God-speed, last night.” 

“And left me more siller than the useless old woman will use till you 
come back again, bird of my bosom,” said the sibyl. “But it is little that I 
would care for the food that nourishes me, or the fire that warms me, or 
for God’s blessed sun itself, if aught blit weel should happen to the grand- 
son of my father. So let me walk the deasil round you^ that you may go 
safe out into the foreign land, and come safe home.” 


4 


tellers: OF/^TABES^. .,; 

Robin Oig stopped, half embarrassed, half laughing, and signing to those 
near that he only complied with the old woman to soothe her humour. 
In the mean time, she traced around him, with wavering steps, the 
propitiation, which some have thought has been derived from the Druidical 
mythology. It consists, as is well known, in the person w^ho makes the 
deasil walking three times round the person who is the object of the cere- 
mony, taking care to move according to the course of the sun. At once, 
however, she stopped short, and exclaimed, in a voice of alarm and horror, 
'‘Grandson of my father, there is blood on your hand.” 

“Hush, for God’s sake, aunt,” said Robin Oig; “you will bring more 
trouble on yourself with this Taishataragh” (second sight) “than you will 
be able to get out of for many a day.” 

The old woman only repeated with a ghastly look, “There is blood on 
your hand, and it is English blood. The blood of the Gael is richer and 
redder. Let us see — let us ” 

Ere Robin Oig could prevent her, which, indeed, could only have been 
done by positive violence, so hasty and peremptory were her proceed- 
ings, she had drawn from his side the dirk which lodged in the folds of his 
plaid, and held it up, exclaiming, although the weapon gleamed clear and 
bright in the sun, “Blood, blood — Saxon blood again. Robin Oig M’Com- 
bich, go not this day to England!” 

“Prutt trutt,” answered Robin Oig, “that will never do neither — ^it would 
be next thing to running the country. For shame, Muhme — ^give me the 
dirk. You cannot tell by the color the difference betwixt the blood o£ a 
black bullock and a white one, and you speak of knowing Saxon from 
Gaelic blood. All men have their blood from Adam, Muhme. Give me my 
skene-dhu, and let me go on my road. I should have been half-way to 
Stirling Brig by this tim.e. — Give me my dirk, and let me go.” 

“Never will I give it to you,” said the old woman — “Never will I quit 
my hold on your plaid, unless you promise me not to wear that unhappy 
weapon.” 

The women around him urged him also, saying few of his aunt’s words 
fell to the ground; and as the Lowland farmers continued to look moodily 
on the scene, Robin Oig determined to close it at any sacrifice. 

“Well, then,” said the young drover, giving the scabbard of the weapon 
to Hugh Morrison, “you Lowlanders care nothing for these freats. Keep 
my dirk for me. I cannot give it to you, . because it was my father’s; but 
your drove follows ours, and I am content it should be in your keeping, 
not in mine.— Will this do, Muhme .5^”, 

“It must,” said the old woman,— -“that is, if the Lowlander is mad 
enough to carry the knife.” , ; 

The strong westlandman laughed, aloud.. 

Good wife,” said he, “I anit Hugh- Morrison from Glenae, come of the 
Manly Morrisons of auld langayn,e,: tKat neyer took short weapon against 
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a man in their lives. And neither needed they. They had their broad- 
swords, and I have this bit supple,” showing a formidable cudgel — '‘for 
dirking ower the board, I leave that to John Highlandman—Ye needa 
snort, none of you Highlanders, and you in especial, Robin. Ill keep the 
bit knife, if you are feared for the auld spaewife’s tale, and give it back to 
you'whenever you want it.” , , 

Robin was not particularly pleased with some part of Hugh Morrison’s 
speech; but he had learned in his travels more patience than belonged to 
his Highland constitution originally and he accepted the service of the 
descendant of the Manly Morrisons without finding fault with the rather 
depreciating manner in which it was offered. 

“If he had not had his morning in his head, and been but a Dumfriesshire 
hog into the boot, he would have spoken more like a gentleman. But you 
cannot have more of a sow than a grumph. It’s shame my father’s knife 
should ever slash a haggis for the like of him.” 

Thus saying (but saying it in Gaelic), Robin drove on his cattle, and 
waved farewell to all behind him. He was in the greater haste, because he 
expected to join at Falkirk a comrade and brother in profession, with 
whom he proposed to travel in company. 

Robin Oig’s chosen friend was a young Englishman, Harry Wakefield by 
name, well known at every northern market, and in his way as much 
famed and honored as our Highland driver of bullocks. He was nearly six 
feet high, gallantly formed to keep the rounds at Smithfield, or maintain 
the ring at a wrestling match; and although he might have been over- 
matched perhaps, among the regular professors of the Fancy, yet, as a 
yokel, or rustic, or a chance customer, he was able to give a bellyful to any 
amateur of the pugilistic art. Doncaster races saw him in his glory, betting 
his guinea, and generally successfully; nor was there a main fought in 
Yorkshire, the feeders being persons of celebrity, at which he was not to be 
seen, if business permitted. But though a sprac\ lad, and fond of pleasure 
and its haunts, Harry Wakefield was steady, and not the cautious Robin 
Oig M’Combich himself was more attentive to the main chance. His 
holidays were holidays indeed; but his days of work were dedicated to 
steady and persevering labor. In countenance and temper, Wakefield was 
the model of old England’s merry yeom>en, whose clothyard shafts, in so 
many hundred battles, asserted her superiority over the nations, and v/hose 
good sabres, in our own time, are her cheapest and most assured defence. 
His mirth was readily excited; for, strong Jn limb and constitution, and 
fortunate in circumstances, he was disposed to be pleased with everything 
about him; and such difficulties as he , might, occasionally encounter, were, 
to a man of his energy, rather matter , of amusement than serious annoy- 
ance. With all the merits of a sanguine ternper, our young English drover 
was not without his defects.. He Was irascible, sometimes to the verge of 
being quarrelsome; and perhaps not the less iaclindd to bring his disputes 
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to a pugilistic decision, because he found few antagonists able to stand 
up to him in the boxing ring. 

It is difficult to say how Harry Wakefield and Robin Oig first became 
intimates; but it is certain a close acquaintance had taken place betwixt 
them, although they had apparently few common subjects of conversation 
or of interest, so soon as their talk ceased to be of bullocks. Robin Oig, 
indeed, spoke the English language rather imperfectly upon any other 
topics but stots and kyloes, and Harry Wakefield could never bring his 
broad Yorkshire tongue to utter a single word of Gaelic. It was in vain 
Robin spent a wffiole morning, during a walk over Minch Moor, in at- 
tempting to teach his companion to utter, with true precision, the shib- 
boleth Llhu, which is the Gaelic for a calf. From Traquair to Murder-cairn, 
the hill rang with the discordant attempts of the Saxon upon the unman- 
ageable monosyllable, and the heartfelt laugh which followed at every 
failure. They had, however, better modes of awakening the echoes; for 
Wakefield could sing many a ditty to the praise of Moll, Susan, and Cicely, 
and Robin Oig had a particular gift at whistling interminable pibrochs 
through all their involutions, and what was more agreeable to his com- 
panion’s southern ear, knew many of the northern airs, both lively and 
pathetic, to which Wakefield learned to pipe a bass. Thus, though Robin 
could hardly have comprehended his companion’s stories about horse- 
racing, and cock-fighting, or fox-hunting, and although his own legends of 
clan-fights and creaghs, varied with talk of Highland goblins and fairy 
folk, would have been caviare to his companion, they contrived neverthe- 
less to find a degree of pleasure in each other’s company, which had for 
three years back induced them to join company and travel together, when 
the direction of their journey permitted. Each, indeed, found his ad- 
vantage in this companionship; for where could the Englishman have 
found a guide through the Western Highlands like Robin Oig M’Combich? 
and when they were on what Harry called the right side of the border, his 
patronage, which was extensive, and his purse, which was heavy, were at 
all times at the service of his Highland friend, and on many occasions his 
liberality did him genuine yeoman’s service. 

II 

Were ever two such loving friends! — 

How could they disagree? 

Oh, thus it was, he loved him dear, 

, . And thought how to requite him, 

And having no friend left but he, 

He did resolve to fight him. 

The p Ain of friends had traversed with their usual cordiality the grassy 
wilds of Liddesdale, and crc>ssed the opposite part of Cumberland, 
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emphatically called The Waste. Ig these solitary regions, the cattle under 
the charge of our drovers derived their subsistence chiefly by picking their 
food as they went along the drove road, or sometimes by the tempting 
opportunity of a start and owerloup, or invasion of the neighboring pas- 
ture, where an occasion presented itself. But now the scene changed before 
them; they were descending towards a fertile and enclosed country, where 
no such liberties could be taken with impunity, or without a previous 
arrangement and bargain with the possessors of the ground. This was 
more especially the case, as a great northern fair was upon the eve of 
taking place, where both the Scotch and English drover expected to dis- 
pose of a part of their cattle, which it was desirable to produce in the 
market rested and in good order. Fields were therefore difficult to be 
obtained, and only upon high terms. This necessity occasioned a temporary 
separation betwixt the two friends, who went to bargain, each as he could, 
for the separate accommodation of his herd. Unhappily it chanced that 
both of them, unknown to each other, thought of bargaining for the 
ground they wanted on the property of a country gentleman of some 
fortune, whose estate lay in the neighborhood. The English drover applied 
to the bailiff on the property, who was known to him. It chanced that the 
Cumbrian Squire, who had entertained some suspicions of his manager’s 
honesty, was taking occasional measures to ascertain how far they were 
well founded, and had desired that any inquiries about his enclosures, with 
a view to occupy them for a temporary purpose, should be referred to 
himself. As, however, Mr. Ireby had gone the day before upon a journey 
of some miles’ distance to the northward, the bailiff chose to consider the 
check upon his full powers as for the time removed, and concluded that 
he should best consult his master’s interest, and perhaps his own, in mak- 
ing an agreement with Harry Wakefield* Meanwhile, ignorant of what his 
comrade was doing, Robin Oig, on his side, chanced to be overtaken by a 
good-looking smart little man upon a pony, most knowingly bogged and 
cropped, as was then the fashion, the rider wearing tight leather breeches, 
and long-necked bright spurs. This cavalier asked one or two pertinent 
questions about markets and the price of stock. So Robin, seeing him a 
well-judging civil gentleman, took the freedom to ask him whether he 
could let him know if there was any grass land to be let in that neigh- 
borhood, for the temporary accommodation of his drove. He could not have 
put the question to more willing ears. The gentleman of die buckskin was 
the proprietor, with whose bailiff Harry Wakefield had dealt, or was in 
the act of dealing. 

‘‘Thou art in good luck, my canny Scot,” said Mr. Ireby, "to have spoken 
to me, for I see thy cattle have dorie their day’s work, and I have at my 
disposal the only field within three miles that is to be let in these parts.” 

“The drove can pe gang two, three, four miles very pratty weel indeed,” 
said the cautious Highlander; "put what would diis honor be axing for 
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the peasts pe the head, if she was to tak the park for two or three days?” 

‘AVe don’t differ, Sawney, if you let me have six stots for winterers, in 
the way of reason.” 

"■And which peasts wad your honor pe for having?” 

‘‘Why— let me see— the two black— the dun one— yon doddy— him with 
the twisted horn — the brocket How much by the head?” 

“Ah,” said Robin, “your honor is a shudge— a real shudge— I couldna 
have set off the pest six peasts better mysell, me that ken them as if they 
were my pairns, puir things.” 

“Well, how much per head, Sawney?” continued Mr. Ireby. 

“It w^’as high markets at, Doune and Falkirk,” answered Robin. 

And thus the conversation proceeded, until they had agreed on the prix 
juste for the bullocks, the Squire throwing in the temporary accommoda- 
tion of the enclosure for the cattle into the boot, and Robin making, as 
he thought, a very good bargain, provided the grass was but tolerable. The 
Squire walked his pony alongside of the drove, partly to show him the 
way, and see him put into possession of the field, and partly to learn the 
latest news of the northern markets. 

They arrived at the field, and the pasture seemed excellent. But what was 
their surprise when they saw the bailiff quietly inducting ‘ the cattle of 
Harry Wakefield into the grassy Goshen which had just been assigned to 
those of Robin Oig M’Combich by the proprietor himself! Squire Ireby 
set spurs to his horse, dashed up to his servant, and learning what had 
passed between the parties, briefly informed the English drover that his 
bailiff had let the ground without his authority, and than he might seek 
grass for his cattle wherever he would, since he was to get none there. 
At the same time he rebuked his servant severely for having transgressed 
his commands, and ordered him instantly to assist in ejecting the hungry 
and weary cattle of Harry Wakefield, which were just beginning to enjoy 
a meal of uniisual plenty, and to introduce those of his comrade, whom the 
English drover now began to consider as a rival. 

The feelings which arose in Wakefield’s mind would have induced him 
to resist Mr. Ireby’s decision; but every Englishman has a tolerably accurate 
sense of law and justice, and John Fleecebumpkin, the bailiff, having 
acknowledged that he had exceeded his commission, Wakefield saw noth- 
ing else for it than to collect his hungry and disappointed charges, and 
drive them on to seek quarters elsewhere. Robin Oig saw what had hap- 
pened with regret, and hastened to offer to his English friend to share with 
him the disputed possession. But Wakefield’s pride was severely hurt, and 
he answered disdainfully, “Take it all,: man— take it all— never make two 
bites of a cherryr-thou canst talk over the gentry, and blear a plain man’s 
eye— Out upon you, man— I would not kiss any man’s dirty latchets for 
leave^ to bake in his oven ‘ 
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RGbitt surprised at his eomrade’s displeasure, hastened 

to entreat his friend to wait but an hour till he had gone to the Squire’s 
house to receive payment for the cattle he had sold, and he would come 
back and help him to drive the cattle into some convenient place of rest, 
and explain to him the whole mistake they had both of them fallen intp. 
But the Englishman continued indignant: ‘‘Thou hast been selling, hast 
thou? Ay, ay— thou is a cunning lad for kenning the hours of bargaining. 
Go to the devil w thyself, for I will ne’er see thy fause loon’s visage 
again— thou should be ashamed to look me in the face.” 

“I am ashamed to look no man in the face,” said Robin Oig, something 
moved; ‘‘and, moreover, I will look you in the face this blessed day, if you 
will bide at the clachan down yonder.” 

“Mayhap you had as well keep away,” said his comrade; and, turning his 
back on his former friend, he collected his unwilling associates, assisted by 
the bailiff, who took some real and affected interest in seeing Wakefield 
accommodated. 

After spending some time in negotiating with more than one of the 
neighboring farmers, who could not, or would not, afford the accommo- 
dation desired, Harry Wakefield at last, and in his necessity, accomplished 
his point by means of the landlord of the alehouse at which Robin Oig 
and he had agreed to pass the night, when they first separated from each 
other. Mine host was content to let him turn his cattle on a piece of barren 
moor, at a price little less than the bailiff had asked for the disputed en- 
closure; and the wretchedness of the pasture, as well as the price paid for. 
it, were set down as exaggerations of the breach of faith and friendship of 
his Scottish crony. This turn of Wakefield’s passions was encouraged by 
the bailiff (who had his own reasons for being offended against poor 
Robin, as having been the unwitting cause of his falling into disgrace with 
his master), as well as by the innkeeper, and two or three chance guests, 
who stimulated the drover in his resentment against his quondam asso- 
ciate — some from the ancient grudge against the Scots, which, when it 
exists anywhere, is to be found lurking in the Border counties, and some 
from the general love of mischief, which characterizes mankind in all ranks 
of life, to the honor of Adam’s children be it spoken. Good John Barley- 
corn also, who always heightens and exaggerates the prevailing passions, be 
they angry or kindly, was not wanting in his offices on this occasion; and 
confusion to false friends and hard masters was pledged in more than one 
tankard. , - , ■ ; 

In the meanwhile Mr, Ireby found some amusement in detaining the 
northern drover at his ancient hall. He caused a cold round of beef to be 
placed before the Scot in the butler’s" pantry, together with a foaming 
tankard of home-brewed, and took pleasure in seeing the hearty appetite 
with which these unwonted edibles were discussed by Robin. Oig 
M’Combich. The Squire himself,, lighting 'bis;pipe,. compounded between 
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his patrician dignity and his love of agricultural gossip, by up 

and down while he conversed with his guest. 

“I passed another drove/' said the Squire/ ‘‘with one of your country- 
men behind them— they were something less beasts than your drove, 
doddies most of them-^a big man was with them— none of your kilts 
thoughy but a decent pair of breeches— D’ye know who he may be?" 

‘‘Hout ay— that might, could, and would be Hughie Morrison— I didna 
think he could hae peen sae weel up. He has made a day on us; but his 
Argyleshires will have wearied shanks. How far was he pehind?" 

“I think about six or seven miles," answered the Squire, “for I passed 
them at the Christenbury Crag, and I overtook you at the Hollan Bush. If 
his beasts be leg-weary, he may be selling bargains." 

“Na, na, Hughie Morrison is no the man for pargaiiis — ^ye maun come to 
some Highland body like Robin Oig hersell for the like of these — put I 
maun pe wishing you goot-night, and twenty of them let alane ane, and I 
maun down to the clachan to see if the lad Harry Waakfelt is out of his 
humdudgeons yet." 

The party at the alehouse were still in full talk, and the treachery 
of Robin Oig still the theme of conversation, when the supposed culprit 
entered the apartment. His arrival, as usually happens in such a case, put 
an instant stop to the discussion of which he had furnished the subject, and 
he was received by the company assembled with that chilling silence, 
which, more than a thousand exclamations, tells an intruder that he is 
unwelcome. Surprised and offended, but not appalled by the reception 
which he experienced, Robin entered with an undaunted and even a 
haughty air, attempted no greeting, as he saw he was received with none, 
and placed himself by the side of the fire, a little apart from a table at 
which Harry Wakefield, the bailiff, and two or three other persons, were 
seated. The ample Cumbrian kitchen would have afforded plenty of 
room even for a larger separation. 

Robin, thus, seated, proceeded to light his pipe, and call for a pint of 
twopenny. 

“We have no twopence ale," answered Robert Heskett, the landlord; 
“but as thou find’st thy own tobacco, it's like thou may'st find thy own 
liquor too — it’s the wont of thy country, I wot.” 

“Shame, goodman,” said the landlady, a blithe bustling housewife, hasting 
herself to supply the guest with liquor — “Thou knowest well enow what 
the strange man wants, and it's thy trade to be civil, man. Thou shouldst 
know, that if the Scot likes a small pot, he pays a sure penny " 

Without taking any notice of this nuptial dialogue, the Highlander took 
the flagon in his hand, and addressing the company generally, drank the 
interesting toast of “Good Markets/' to the parry assembled. 

, “The better,, that the wind blew fewer dealers from the north," said one 
of the farmers, “and fewer Highland runts to eat up the English meadows " 
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“Saul of my pody^ put you are wrang there^ my friend,’’ answered Robin, 
with composure; “it is your fat Englishmen that eat up our Scots cattle, 
puir , things.”; ■ ' 

“I wish there was a summat to eat up their drovers,” said another; “a 
plain Englishman canna make bread within a kenning of them.” 

“Or an honest servant keep his master’s favor, but they will come sliding 
in between him and the sunshine,” said the bailiff. 

“If these pe jokes,” said Oig, with the same composure, “there is ower 
mony jokes upon one man.” 

“It is no joke, but downright earnest,” said the bailiff. “Harkye, Mr. 
Robin Ogg, or whatever is your name, it’s right we should tell you that we 
are all of one opinion, and that is, that you, Mr. Robin Ogg, have behaved 
to our friend, Mr. Harry Wakefield here, like a raff and a blackguard.” 

“Nae doubt, nae doubt,” answered Robin with great composure; “and 
you are a set of very pretty judges, for whose prains or pehavior I wad not 
give a pinch of sneeshing. If Mr. Harry Waakfelt kens where he is wranged,' 
he kens where he may be righted.” 

“He speaks truth,” said Wakefield, who had listened to what passed, 
divided between the offence which he had taken at Robin’s late behavior, 
and the revival of his habitual feelings of regard. 

He now arose, and went towards Robin, who got up from his seat as he 
approached, and held out his hand. 

“That’s right, Flarry — go it — serve him out,” resounded on all sides — 
“tip him the nailer-show him the mill.” 

“Hold your peace all of you, and be said Wakefield; and then 

addressing his comrade, he took him by the extended hand, with some- 
thing alike of respect and defiance. “Robin,” he said, “thou hast used me 
ill enough this day; but if you mean, like a frank fellow, to shake hands, 
and make a tussel for love on the sod, why I’ll forgie thee, man, and we 
shall be better friends than ever.” • 

“And would it not pe petter to pe cood friends without more of the 
matter?” said Robin; “we will be much petter friendships with our panes 
hale than proken.” 

Harry Wakefield dropped the hand of his friend, or rather threw it 
from him. 

“I did not think I had been keeping company for three years with a 
cov/ard.” 

“Coward pelongs to none of my name,” said Robin, whose eyes began 
to kindle, but keeping the command of his temper. “It was no coward’s 
legs or hands, Harry Waakfelt, that drew you out of the fords of Frew, 
when you was drifting ower the plack rock, and every eel in the river ex- 
pected his share of you.” 

“And that is true enough, too/’ said the Englishman, struck by the 

■appeah.^:.;;;, 
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“AdzooksP' exclaimed the bailiff — “sure Harry Wakefield, the nattiest 
lad at Whitson Tryste, Wooler Fair, Carlisle Sands, or Stagshaw Bank, is 
not going to show white feather? Ah, this comes of living so long with kilts 
and bonnets — men forget the use of their daddies.” 

may teach you, Master Fleecebumpkin, that I have xiot lost the use of 
mine,” said Wakefield, and then went on. “This will never do, Robin. We 
must have a turn-up, or we shall be the talk of the country-side. Ill be 

d d if I hurt thee — 111 put on the gloves gin thou like. Come, stand 

forward like a man.” 

“To pe peaten like a dog,” said Robin; “is there any reason in that? If 
you think I have done you wrong, 111 go before your shudge, though I 
neither know his law^ nor his language.” 

A general cry of “No, no — no law, no lawyer! a bellyful and be friends,” 
was echoed by the bystanders. 

“But,” continued Robin, “if I am to fight, Fve no skill to fight like a 
jackanapes, with hands and nails.” 

“How would you fight then?” said his antagonist; “though I am thinking 
it would be hard to bring you to the scratch any how.” 

“I would fight with proadswords, and sink points on the first plood 
drawn — like a gentlemans.” 

A loud shout of laughter followed the proposal, which indeed had 
rather escaped from poor Robin’s swelling heart, than been the dictate of 
his sober judgment. 

“Gentleman, quotha!” was echoed on all sides, with a shout of un- 
extinguishable laughter; “a very pretty gentleman, God wot — Canst get two 
swords for the gentlemen to fight with, Ralph Heskett?” 

“No, but I can send to the armory at Carlisle, and lend them two forks, 
to be making shift with in the mean time.” 

“Tush, man,” said another, “the bonny Scots come into the world with 
the blue bonnet on their heads, and dirk and pistol at their belt.” 

“Best send post,” said Mr. Fleecebumpkin, “to the Squire of Corby 
Castle, to come and stand second to the gentleman!' 

In the midst of this torrent of general ridicule, the Highlander instinc- 
tively gripped beneath the folds of his plaid. 

, “But it’s better not,” he said in his own language. “A hundred curses on 
the swine-eaters, who know neither decency nor civility!” 
j “Make room, the pack of you,” he said, advancing to the door. 

. But his former friend interposed his sturdy bulk, and opposed his leav- 
ing the house; and when Robin Gig attempted to make his way by force, 
he hit him down on the floor, with, as much ease as a boy bowls down a 

“A ring, a ring!”, was now shouted until the dark rafters, and the hams 
that hung on thern, trembled again, and the , very platters on the bin\ 
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Mattered against each other/ “Well donev Harry/’-— '‘Give it him home, 
Harry/’— “take care of him now, — ^he sees his own blood!” 

Such were the exclamations/ while the Highlander, starting from the 
ground, all his coldness and caution lost in frantic rage, sprung at his 
antagonist with the fury, the activity, and the vindictive purpose, of an 
incensed tiger-cat. But when could rage encounter science and temper? 
Robin Oig again went down in the unequal contest; and as the blow was a 
severe one, he lay motionless on the floor of the kitchen. The landlady 
ran to offer some aid, but Mr. Fleecebumpkin would not permit her to 
approach.' 

“Let him alone,” he said, “be will come to within time, and come up to 
the scratch again. He has not got half his broth yet.” 

“He has got all I mean to give him, though/’ said his antagonist, whose 
heart began to relent towards his old associate; “and I would rather by 
half give the rest to yourself, Mr. Fleecebumpkin, for you pretend to know 
a thing or two, and Robin had not art enough even to peel before setting 
to, but fought with his plaid dangling about him — Stand up, Robin, my 
man! all friends now; and let me hear the man that will speak a word 
against you or your country for your sake.” 

Robin Oig was still under the dominion of his passion, and eager to 
renew the onset; but being withheld on the one side by the peacemaking 
Dame Heskett, and on the other, aware that Wakefield no longer meant to 
renew the combat, his fury sunk into gloomy sullenness. 

“Come, come, never grudge so much at it, man,” said the brave-spirited 
Englishman, with the placability of his country; “shake hands, and we will 
be better friends than ever.” 

“Friends!” exclaimed Robin Oig, with strong emphasis — “friends! — 
Never. Look to yourself, Harry Waakfelt.” 

“Then the curse of Cromwell on your proud Scots stomach, as the man 

says in the play, and you may do your worst, and be d d! for one man 

can say nothing more to another after a tussle, than that he is sorry for it.” 

On these terms the friends parted; Robin Oig drew out, in silence, 
a piece of money, threw it on the table, and then left the alehouse. But 
turning at the door, he shook his hand at Wakefield, pointing with his 
forefinger upwards, in a manner which might imply either a threat or a 
caution. He then disappeared in the moonlight. 

Some words passed after his departure, between the bailiff, who piqued 
himself on being a little of a bully,, and Harry Wakefield, who, with gen- 
erous inconsistency, was now not indisposed to begin a new combat in 
defence of Robin Oig’s reputation,, “although he could not use his daddies 
like an Englishman, as it did not come natural to him/’ But Dame Heskett 
prevented his second quarrel from coming' to a head by her peremptory 
interference: “There should^be ito more.figM in her. house,”, she said; 
“there had been too much akeady.— AridiyoUj ,Mf/:Wakefiyd^ to live to 
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learn, , she: is ' to make a deadly enemy out" of a good 

friend.’'" '' 

“Pshaw, dame! Robin Oig is an honest fellow, and will never keep 
malice,’': ' ■ 

“Do not trust to that—you do not know the dour temper of the Scots, 
though you have dealt with them so often. I have a right to know them, my 
mother being a Scot." 

“And so is well seen on her daughter," said Ralph Heskett. 

This nuptial sarcasm gave the discourse another turn; fresh customers 
entered the tap-room or kitchen, and others left it. The conversation turned 
on the expected markets, and the report of prices from different parts both 
of Scotland and England— treaties were commenced, and Harry Wake- 
field was lucky enough to find a chap for a part of his drove, and at a very 
considerable profit; an event of consequence more than sufficient to blot 
out all remembrances of the unpleasant scuffle in the earlier part of the 
day. But there remained one party from whose mind that recollection 
could not have been wiped away by the possession of every head of 
cattle betwixt Esk and Eden. 

This was Robin Oig M’Combich— “That I should have had no weapon," 
he said, “and for the first time in my life! — Blighted be the tongue that 
bids the Highlander part with the dirk — the dirk — hal the English blood! 
— My Muhme’s word — when did her word fall to the ground?" 

The recollection of the fatal prophecy confirmed the deadly intention 
which instantly sprung up in his mind. 

“Ha! Morrison cannot be many miles behind; and if it were a hundred, 
what then?" 

His impetuous spirit had now a fixed purpose and motive of action, 
and he turned the light foot of his country towards the wilds, through 
which he knew, by Mr. Ireby's report, that Morrison was advancing. His 
mind was wholly engrossed by the sense of injury — ^injury sustained from a 
friend; and by the desire of vengeance on one whom he now accounted 
his most bitter enemy. The treasured ideas of self-importance and self- 
opinion— of ideal birth and quality, had become more precious to him, like 
the hoard to the miser, because he could only enjoy them in secret. But 
that hoard was pillaged, the idols which he had secretly worshipped had 
been desecrated and profaned. Insulted, abused, and beaten, he was no 
longer worthy, in his own opinion, of the name he bore, or the lineage 
which he belonged to— nothing was left to him— nothing but revenge; and, 
as the reflection added a galling spur to every step, he determined it should 
be as sudden and signal as the offence. 

When Robin Oig left the door, of the alehouse, seven or eight English 
miles at least lay betwixt Morrisdn ,and him. The advance of the former 
was slow, limited by , the sluggish pace of his cattle; the last left behind 
him. stubble-field and hedgerow, crag and dark heath, all glittering with 
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frost-rime in the broad November mQonlight 3 at the rate of six miles an 
hour. And now the distant lowing of Morrison's cattle is heard; and now 
they are seen creeping like moles in size and slowness of motion on the 
broad face of the moor; and now he meets them—passes them> and stops 
their conductor., 

^‘May good betide us,’' said the Southlander — “Is this you, Robin M’Com- 
bich, or your, wraith?”' 

“It is Robin Oig M’Combich,” answered the Highlander, “and it is not. 
—But never mind that, put pe giving me the skene-dhu.” 

“What! you are for back to the Highlands — The devil! — Have you selt 
all off before the fair? This beats all for quick markets!” 

“I have not sold— *1 am not going north — ^May pe I will never go north 
again. — Give me pack my dirk, Hugh Morrison, or there will pe words pe- 
tween us.” 

“Indeed, Robin, 111 be better advised before I gie it back to you— it is a 
wanchancy weapon in a Highlandman's hand, and l am thinking you will 
be about some barnVbreaking.” 

“Prutt, trutt! let me have my weapon,” said Robin Oig, impatiently. 

“Hooly and fairly,” said his well-meaning friend. “Ill tell you what will 
do better than these dirking doings— Yc ken Highlander, and Lowlander, 
and Border-men, are a’ ae man's bairns when you are over the Scots dyke. 
See, the Eskdale callants, and fighting Charlie of Liddesdale, and the 
Lockerby lads, and the four Dandies of Lustruther, and a wheen mair gray 
plaids, are coming up behind, and if you are wranged, there is the hand 
of a Manly Morrison, well see you righted, if Carlisle and Stanwix baith 
took up the feud.” 

“To tell you the truth,” said Robin Oig, desirous of eluding the sus- 
picions of his friend, “I have enlisted with a party of the Black Watch, 
and must march off to-morrow morning.” 

“Enlisted! Were you mad or drunk? — ^You must buy yourself off— 
I can lend you twenty notes, and twenty to that, if the drove sell.” 

“I thank you — thank ye, Hughie; but I go with good will the gate that I 
am going, — so the dirk — the dirk!” 

“There it is for you then, since less wunna serve. But think on what I 
was saying. — W aes me, it will be sair news in the Braes of Balquidder, that 
Robin Oig M’Combich should have run an ill gate, and ta’en on.” 

“Ill news in Balquidder, indeed!” echoed poor Robin. “But Cot speed 
you, Hughie, and send you good marcats. Ye winna meet with Robin Oig 
again, either at tryste or fair.” 

So saying, he shook hastily the hand of his acquaintance, and set out in 
the direction from which he had advanced, with the spirit of his former 

“There is something wrang with the ladj” muttered the Morrison to him- 
self; “but well maybe see better into k the morn's morning.” . 
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But loug ere the morm^ dawned, the catastrophe of our tale had taken 
place. It was two or three hours after the affray had happened, and it was 
totally forgotten by almost every one, when Robin Oig returned to 
Hesketds inn. The place was filled at once by various sorts of men, and 
with noises corresponding to their character. There were the grave low 
sounds of men engaged in busy traffic, with the laugh, the song, and the 
riotous jest of those who had nothing to do but to enjoy themselves. Among 
the last was Harry Wakefield, who, amidst a grinning group of smock- 
frocks, hobnailed shoes, and jolly English physiognomies, was trolling forth 
the old ditty. 

‘‘What though my name be Roger, 

Who drives the plough and cart'’ — 

when he was interrupted by a well-known voice saying in a high and stern 
tone, marked by the sharp Highland accent, '‘Harry Waakfelt — if you be 
a man, stand up!” 

"What is the matter? — what is it?” the guests demanded of each other. 

"It is only a d d Scotsman,” said Fleecebumpkin, who was by this 

time very drunk, "whom Harry Wakefield helped to his broth the day, who 
is now come to have his cauld \ail het again.” 

"Harry Waakfelt,” repeated the same ominous summons, "stand up, if 
you be a man!” 

There is something in the tone of deep and concentrated passion, which 
attracts attention and imposes awe, even by the very sound. The guests 
shrunk back on every side, and gazed at the Highlander as he stood in 
the middle of them, his brows bent and his features rigid with resolution. 

"I will stand up with all my heart, Robin, my boy, but it shall be to 
shake hands with you, and drink down all unkindness. It is not the fault 
of your heart, man, that you don’t know how to clench your hands.” 

By this time he stood opposite to his antagonist; his open and unsus- 
pecting look strangely contrasted with the stern purpose, which gleamed 
wild, dark, and vindictive in the eyes of the Highlander. 

" ’T is not thy fault, man, that, not having the luck to be an English- 
man, thou canst not fight more than a school-girl.” 

"I can fight,” answered Robin Oig. sternly, but calmly, "and you shall 
know it. You, Harry Waakfelt, showed me to-day how the Saxon churls 
fight— 'I show you now how the Highland Dunnie-wassei fights.” 

He seconded the word with the action, and plunged the dagger, which 
he suddenly displayed, into the broad breast of the English yeoman, with 
such fatal certainty and force, that, the hilt made a hollow sound against 
the breast-bone, and the double-edged point split the very heart of his 
victim. Harry Wakefield fe:ll and expired with a single groan. His assassin 
next seized the bailiff by , the collar, and offered the bloody poniard to his 
throat, whilst dread, and surprise rendered the man incapable of defence. 
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'It were very just to lay you beside him/’ he said, "but the blood of a 
base pick-thank shall never mix on my father’s dirk with that of a brave 
man.” 

As he spoke, he cast the man from him with so much force that he fell 
on the floor, while Robin, with his other hand, threw the fatal weapon into 
the blazing turf-fire. , ' 

"There,” he said, "take me who likes — and let fire cleanse blood if it 
can.”'/ 

The pause of astonishment still continuing, Robin Gig asked for a peace- 
officer, and a constable having stepped put, he surrendered himself to his 
■custody:; ' 

"A bloody night’s work you have made of it,” said the constable. 

"Your own fault,” said the Highlander. "Had you kept his hands off me 
twa hours since he would have been now as well and merry as he was twa 
minutes since.” 

"It must be sorely answered,” said the peace-officer. 

"Never you mind that — death pays all debts; it will pay that too.” 

The horror of the bystanders began now to give way to indignation; 
and the sight of a favorite companion murdered in the midst of them, 
the provocation being, in their opinion, so utterly inadequate to the excess 
of vengeance, might have induced them to kill the perpetrator of the deed 
even upon the very spot. The constable, however, did his duty on this 
occasion, and, with the assistance of some of the more reasonable persons 
present, procured horses to guard the prisoner to Carlisle, to abide his 
doom at the next assizes. While the escort was preparing, the prisoner 
neither expressed the least interest nor attempted the slightest reply. Only 
before he was carried from the fatal apartment, he desired to look at the 
dead body, which, raised from the floor, had been deposited upon the large 
table (at the head of which Harry Wakefield had presided but a few 
minutes before, full of life, vigor, and animation) until the surgeons should 
examine the mortal wound. The face of the corpse was decently covered 
with a napkin. To the surprise and horror of the bystanders, which dis- 
played itself in a general Ah! drawn through clenched teeth and half-shut 
lips, Robin Oig removed the cloth, and gazed with a mournful but steady 
eye on the lifeless visage, which had been so lately animated, that the 
smile of good-humored confidence in his own strength, of conciliation at 
once, and contempt towards his enemy, still curled his lip. While those 
present expected that the wound, which had so lately flooded the apart- 
ment with gore, would send forth fresh streams at the touch of the 
homicide, Robin Oig replaced the covering, with the brief exclamation, 
"He was a pretty man!” , ' . ; . ‘ 

My story is nearly ended. The unfortlinate Highlander stood his trial at 
Carlisle. I was myself present, and as a young Scottish lawyer, or barrister 
at least, and reputed a man of some quality^ the pbliten^^ of the Sheriff 
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of Cumberland offered me a place on the bench. The facts of the case were 
proved in the manner I have related them; and whatever might be at first 
the prejudice of the audience against a crime so un-English as that of assas- 
sination from revenge, yet when the rooted national prejudices of the 
prisoner had been explained, which made him consider himself as stained 
with indelible dishonor, when subjected to personal violence; when his 
previous patience, moderation, and endurance, were considered, the gen- 
erosity of the English audience was inclined to regard his crime as the 
wayward aberration of a false idea of honor rather than as flowing from a 
heart naturally savage, or perverted by habitual vice. I shall never forget the 
charge of the venerable Judge to the jury, although not at that time liable 
to be much affected either by that which was eloquent or pathetic. 

“We have had,” he said, “in the previous part of our duty” (alluding to 
some former trials), “to discuss crimes which infer disgust and abhorrence, 
while they call down the well-merited vengeance of the law. It is our 
still more melancholy task to apply its salutary though severe enactments 
to a case of a very singular character, in which the crime (for a crime it 
is, and a deep one) arose less out of the malevolence of the heart, than the 
error of the understanding— less from any idea of committing wrong, than 
from an unhappily perverted notion of that which is right. Here we have 
two men, highly esteemed, it has been stated, in their rank of life, and 
attached, it seems, to each other as friends, one of whose lives has been 
already sacrificed to a punctilio, and the other is about to prove the ven- 
geance of the offended laws; and yet both may claim our commiseration 
at least, as men acting in ignorance of each other’s national prejudices, and 
unhappily misguided rather than voluntarily erring from the path of right 
conduct. 

“In the original cause of the misunderstanding, we must in justice give 
the right to the prisoner at the bar. He had acquired possession of the 
enclosure, which was the object of competition, by a legal contract with the 
proprietor, Mr. Ireby; and yet, when accosted with reproaches undeserved 
in themselves, and galling doubtless to a temper at least sufficiently sus- 
ceptible of passion, he offered notwithstanding to yield up half his ac- 
quisition, for the sake of peace and good neighborhood, and his amicable 
proposal was rejected with scorn. Then follows the scene at Mr. Heskett 
the, publican’s, and you will observe how the stranger was treated by the 
deceased, and, I am sorry to observe, by those around, who seem to have 
urged him in a manner which was aggravating in the highest degree. While 
he asked for peace and for composition, and offered submission to a mag- 
istrate, or to a mutual arbiter, the prisoner was insulted by a whole com- 
pany, who seem on this occasion to have forgotten the national maxim of 
'fair play’; and while attempting to escape from the place in peace, he was 
intercepted, struck down, and beaten to the effusion of his blood. 

“Gentlemen of the Jury, it was /with , some impatience that I heard my 
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learned brother/ who opened the case for the crown, give an unfayorable 
turn to the prisoner’s conduct on this occasion/He said the prisoner was 
afraid to encounter his antagonist in fair fight, or to submit to the laws of 
the ring; and that, therefore/ like a cowardly Italian, he had recourse to his 
fatal stiletto, to murder the man whom he dared not meet in manly 
encounter. I observed the prisoner shrink from this part of the accusation 
with the abhorrence natural to a brave man; and as I would wish to make 
my words impressive, when I point his real crime, I must secure his opinion 
of my impartiality, by rebutting everything that seems to me a false accusa- 
tion. There can be no doubt that the prisoner is a man of resolution—too 
much resolution—I wish to Heaven that he had less, or rather that he had 
had a better education to regulate it. 

‘'Gentlemen, as to the laws my brother talks of, they may be known in 
the Bull-ring, or the Bear-garden, or the Cockpit, but they are not known 
here. Or, if they should be so far admitted as furnishing a species of 
proof that no malice was intended in this sort of combat, from which fatal 
accidents do sometimes arise, it can only be so admitted when both parties 
arc in pari casu, equally acquainted with, and equally willing to refer them- 
selves to, that species of arbitrament. But will it be contended that a man 
of superior rank and education is to be subjected, or is obliged to subject 
himself, to this coarse and brutal strife, perhaps in opposition to a younger, 
stronger, or more skilful opponent. Certainly even the pugilistic code, if 
founded upon the fair play of Merry Old England, as my brother alleges 
it to be, can contain nothing so preposterous. And, gentlemen of the jury, 
if the laws would support an English gentleman, wearing, we will suppose, 
his sword, in defending himself by force against a violent personal aggres- 
sion of the nature offered to this prisoner, they will not less protect a 
foreigner and a stranger, involved in the same unpleasing circumstances. 
If, therefore, gentlemen of the jury, when thus pressed by a vis major, 
the object of obloquy to a whole company, and of direct violence from 
one at least, and, as he might reasonably apprehend, from more, the panel 
had produced the weapon which his countrymen, as we are informed gen- 
erally carry about their persons, and the same unhappy circumstances had 
ensued which you have heard detailed in evidence, I could not in my 
conscience have asked from you a verdict of murder. The prisoner’s per- 
sonal defence might, indeed, even in that case, have gone more or less 
beyond the Moderamen inculpatce tutelce, spoken of by lawyers, but the 
punishment incurred would have been that of manslaughter, not of mur- 
der. I beg leave to add, that I should have thought this milder species of 
charge was demanded in the case supposed, notwithstanding the statute of 
James 1. cap. 8, which takes the case of slaughter by stabbing with a short 
weapon, even without malice prepense, out of the benefit of clergy. For 
this statute of stabbing, as it is termed, arose oiit of a temporary cause; and 
as the real guilt is the same, whether :the' slaughter be committed by the 
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dagger^ or by sword or pistol, the benignity of the modern law places them 
all on the same, or nearly the same footing. ^ 

“But, gentlemen of the jury, the pinch of the case lies in the interval 
of two hours interposed betwixt the reception of the injury and the fatal 
retaliation. In the heat oi d.& 2 iy znd chaude milSe, law, compassionating 
the infirmities of humanity, makes allowance for the passions which rule 
such a stormy moment, . . . for the sense of present pain, for the appre- 
hension of farther injury, for the difficulty of ascertaining with due ac- 
curacy the precise degree of violence which is necessary to protect the 
person of the individual, without annoying or injuring the assailant more 
than is absolutely requisite. But the time necessary to walk twelve miles, 
however speedily performed, was sufficient for the prisoner to have recol- 
lected himself; and the violence with which he carried his purpose into 
effect, with so many circumstances of deliberate determination, could 
neither be induced by the passion of anger, nor that of fear. It was the 
purpose and the act of predetermined revenge, for which law neither can, 
will, nor ought, to have sympathy or allowance. 

“It is true, we may repeat to ourselves, in alleviation of this poor man’s 
unhappy action, that his case is a very peculiar one. The country which he 
inhabits was, in the days of many now alive, inaccessible to the laws, not 
only of England, which have not even yet penetrated thither, but to those 
to which our neighbors of Scotland are subjected, and which must be sup- 
posed to be, and no doubt actually are, founded upon the general prin- 
ciples of justice and equity which pervade every civilized country. Amongst 
their mountains, as among the North American Indians, the various tribes 
were wont to make war upon each other, so that each man was obliged to 
go armed for his own protection. These men, from the ideas which they 
entertained of their own descent and of their own consequence, regarded 
themselves as so many cavaliers or men-at-arms, rather than as the peas- 
antry of a peaceful country. Those laws of the ring, as my brother terms 
them, were unknown to the race of warlike mountaineers; that decision of 
quarrels by no other weapons than those which nature has given every 
man, must to them have seemed as vulgar and as preposterous as to the 
Noblesse of France. Revenge, on the other hand, must have been as familiar 
to their habits of society as to those of the Cherokees or Mohawks. It is 
indeed, as described by Bacon, at bottom, a kind of wild untutored justice; 
for the "fear of retaliation must withhold the hands of the oppressor where 
there is no, regular to . check daring violence. But though all this may 

be granted, and though we may allow that, such having been the case of 
the Highlands in the days , of the prisoner’s fathers, many of the opinions 
and sentiments must still continue to influence the present generation, it 
cannot, and ought not, eyen in'thia most painful case, to alter the adminis- 
tration of the law,., either in your hands, gentlemen of the jury, or in mine. 
The first object of civilization, is. to general protection of the law, 
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equally administered, in the room of that wild justiee, which every man cut 
and carved for himself, according to the length of his sword and the 
strength of his arm. The law says to the subjects, with a voice only inferior 
to that of the Deity, ‘Vengeance is mine/ The instant that there is time for 
passion to cool, and reason to interpose, an injured party must become 
aware, that the law assumes the exclusive cognizance of the right and 
wrong betwixt the parties, and opposes her inviolable buckler to every 
attempt of the private party to right himself. I repeat, that this unhappy man 
ought personally to be the object rather of our pity than our abhorrence, 
for he failed in his ignorance,: and from mistaken notions of honor. But his 
crime is not the less that of murder, gentlemen, and in your high and im- 
portant office, it is your duty so to find. Englishmen have their angry pas- 
sions as well as Scots; and should this man’s action remain unpunished 
you may unsheath, under various pretences, a thousand daggers betwixt 
the LandVend and the Orkneys /V 

The venerable Judge thus ended what, to judge by his apparent emotion, 
and by the tears which filled his eyes, was really a painful task. The jury, 
according to his instructions, brought in a verdict of Guilty; and Robin 
Oig M’Gombich, ^3fZ/^5fjr M’Gregor, was sentenced to death, and left for 
execution, which took place accordingly. He met his fate with great firm- 
ness, and acknowledged the justice of his sentence. But he repelled in- 
dignantly the observations of those who accused him of attacking an 
unarmed man. “I give a life for the life I took,” he said, “and what can I 
do more.'^” 


RIP VAN WINKLE 

Washington Irving 

(1783-1859) 


FOLLOWING TALE was found among the papers of the late Diedrich 
Knickerbocker, an old gentleman . of New York, who was very curious in 
the Dutch history of the province,, and the manners of the descendants 
from its primitive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not lie 
so much among books as among men; ’for the former are lamentably 
scanty on his favorite topics, whereas he found the old burghers, and still 
more their wives, rich in that legendary lore so. invaluable to true, history. 
Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a Igenpite Dutch family, snugly 
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shut up ia its low-roofed farm-house, under a spreading sycamore, he 
looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black letter, and studied it with 
the zeal of a book-worm. 

The result of all these researches was a history of the province during 
the reign of the Dutch governors, which he published some years since. 
There have been various opinions as to the literary character of his work, 
and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit better than it should be. Its chief 
merit is its scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on 
its first appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is 
now admitted into all historical collections as a book of unquestionable 
authority. 

The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work, and 
now that he is dead and gone, it cannot do much harm to his memory to 
say, that his time might have been much better employed in weightier 
labors. He, however, was apt to ride his hobby his own way; and though 
it did now and then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, 
and grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the truest deference 
and affection; yet his errors and follies are remembered “more in sorrow 
than in anger,” and it begins to be suspected that he never intended to 
injure or offend. But however his memory may be appreciated by critics, 
it is still held dear by many folk whose good opinion is well worth hav- 
ing, particularly by certain biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to im- 
print his likeness on their new-year cakes, and have thus given him a 
chance for immortality, almost equal to the being stamped on a Waterloo 
medal or a Queen Anne’s farthing. ^ ^ ^ 

By Woden, God of Saxons, 

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday. 

Truth is a thing that ever I will keep 

Unto thylke day in which I creep into 

My sepulchre — 

CARTWRIGHT 

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill 
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian 
family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble 
height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of 
season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces 
some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they 
are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. 
When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, 
and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when 
the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray 
vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will 
glow and light up like a crown of glory. , 
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At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried 
the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among 
the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh 
green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village, of great antiquity, hav- 
ing been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of 
the province, the beginning of the government of the good 

Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the 
houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small 
yellGw bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable 
fronts, surmounted with weathercocks. 

In that same village and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the 
precise truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived many 
years since, while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple 
good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant 
of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of 
Peter Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He 
inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I 
have observed that he was a simple good-natured man; he was, moreover, 
a kind neighbor, and an obedient hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the lat- 
ter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him 
such universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious 
and conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. 
Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery 
furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain lecture is worth all the ser- 
mons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. 
A termagant wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tol- 
erable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed. 

Certain it is that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of 
the village, who, as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all family 
squabbles; and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in 
their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The 
children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. 
He assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites 
and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and 
Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village, he was surrounded 
by a troop of them hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back, and play- 
ing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark 
at him throughout the neighborhood. ; , ■ 

The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all 
kinds of profitable labor. It could not be from the want of assiduity or 
pefseverance; for he would sit on a wet focfc,, with a rod as long and heavy 
as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day. without a murmur, even though he 
should not be encouraged by a single, nibble.; He would carry a fowling- 
piece on his shoulder for hours ..together, woods and 



:24 


TELLERS OF mLES 


swampsj and up hill and down dale^ to shoot a few squirr^^^^ or wild 
pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neighbor even in the roughest 
toils and was a foremost mail at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, 
or building Stone fences; the women of the village, too, used to employ him 
to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging 
husbands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to attend to 
anybody’s business but his own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping 
his farm in order, he found it impossible. 

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most 
pestilent little piece of ground in the whole country; everything about it 
went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of him. His fences were con- 
tinually failing to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the 
cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; 
the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some outdoor 
work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under 
his management, acre by acre, until there was little more left than a mere 
patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst conditioned farm in 
the neighborhood. 

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. 
His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit 
the habits, with the old clothes, of his father. He was generally seen troop- 
ing like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off 
galligaskins which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine 
lady does her train in bad weather. 

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, 
well-oiled dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, 
whichever can be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starve 
on a penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would have 
whistled life away in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually 
dinning in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was 
bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her tongue was inces- 
santly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of 
household eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the 
kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his 
shoulders, shook his head,, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, 
always provoked a fresh volley from his wife; so that he was fain to draw 
off his forces, and take to the outside of the house — the only side which, in 
truth, belongs to a hen-pecked husband. 

Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much hen- 
pecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions 
in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his 
master’s going so often astray. True it is, in all points of spirit, befitting an 
honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods 
—but what courage can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors 
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o£ a woman’s tongue ^ The mom Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, 
his tail drooped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about 
with a gallows air, casting many a side-long glance at Dame Van Winkle, 
and at the least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the door 
with yelping precipitation. 

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony 
rolled on; a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the 
only edged tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long while he 
used to console himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of 
perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the 
village; which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by 
a rubicund portrait of His Majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit 
in the shade through a long lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly over village 
gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it would have 
been worth any statesman’s money to have heard the profound discussions 
that sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their 
hands from some passing traveller. How solemnly they would listen to the 
contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a 
dapper learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the most gigantic 
word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon public 
events some months after they had taken place. 

The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Ved- 
der, a patriarch of the village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of which 
he took his seat from morning till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid 
the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; so that the neighbors could 
tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sundial. It is true he 
was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, 
however (for every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, 
and knew how to gather his opinions. When anything that was read or 
related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and 
to send forth short, frequent, and angry puffs, but when pleased he would 
inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid 
clouds; and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the 
fragrant vapor curl about his nose, would, gravely nod his head in token of 
perfect approbation. 

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his 
termagant wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the 
assemblage and call the members all to naught; nor was that august person- 
age, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible 
virago, who charged him outright with encouraging her husband in habits 
of idleness. 

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, 
to escape from the labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take 
gun in hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat 
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himself at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of his walk with Wolf, 
with whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” 
he would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; but never mind, my 
lad, whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf 
would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master’s face, and if dogs can feel 
pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart. 

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had uncon- 
sciously scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill mountains. 
He was after his favorite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still solitudes 
had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, 
he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with 
mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a. precipice. From an opening 
between the trees he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile 
of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below 
him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple 
cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy 
bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands. 

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, 
lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled with fragments from the impending 
cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For some 
time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually advancing; the 
mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw 
that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved 
a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van 
Winkle. 

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing, 
“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could see noth- 
ing but a crow winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought 
his fancy must have deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he 
heard the same cry ring through the still evening air: “Rip Van Winkle! 
Rip Van Winkle!” — at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and, giving 
a loud growl, skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully down into the 
glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked 
anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling 
up the rocks, and bending under the weight of something he carried on his 
back. He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfre- 
quented place; but supposing it to be some one of the neighborhood in 
need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it. 

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the 
stranger’s appearance. He was a shorty square-built old fellow, with thick 
bushy hair and a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion 
—a cloth jerkin, strapped round the waist— several pair of breeches, the 
outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, 
and bunches at the knees, He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that seemed 
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full of liquor^ and made signs for Rip to appr^ and assist him with the 
load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquamtance. Rip com- 
plied with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving each other, they clam- 
bered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As 
they ascended. Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like distant 
thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, between 
lofty rocks, towards which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an 
instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient 
thunder-showers which often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. 
Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphi- 
theatre, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks of which 
impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of 
the azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and 
his companion had labored on in silence, for though the former marvelled 
greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild 
mountain; yet there was something strange and incomprehensible about the 
unknown, that inspired awe and checked familiarity. 

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented them- 
selves. On a level spot in the center was a company of odd-looking person- 
ages playing at nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion; 
some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and 
most of them had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the 
guide’s. Their visages, too, were peculiar; one had a large head, broad face, 
and small piggish eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of 
nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red 
cock’s tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one 
who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a 
weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and 
hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes, 
with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old 
Flemish painting, in the parlor of Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, 
and which had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settle- 
ment. 

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were 
evidently amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the 
most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy party of 
pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of the 
scene but the noise of the balls,, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed 
along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder. 

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from 
their play, and stared at him with such fixed, statue-like gaze, and such 
strange, uncouth, lack-luster countenances,. that his heart turned within him, 
and his knees smote together. His companion now emptied the contents of 
the keg into large flagons, and made, signs to him tp.^ait upon the company. 
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He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound 
silence, and then returned to their game. 

By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when 
no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much 
of the flavor of excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was 
soon tempted to repeat the draught. One taste provoked another; and he 
reiterated his viste the flagon so often, that at length his senses were 
overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and 
he fell into a deep sleep. 

On waking,he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen 
the old man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes— it was a bright sunny morn- 
ing. The birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the 
eagle w^as wheeling aloft, and breasting the pure mountain breeze. “Surely,” 
thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He recalled the occurrences 
before he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor— the mountain 
ravine— the wild retreat among the rocks — the woebegone party at nine-pins 
—the flagon— “Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!” thought Rip; “what 
excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle,?” 

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean well-oiled fowling- 
piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, 
the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the 
grave roysters of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed 
him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, 
but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled 
after him, and shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his 
whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen. 

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and, if 
he met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to 
walk he found himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. 
“These mountain beds do not agree with me,” thought Rip; “and if this 
frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed 
time with Dame Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the 
glen: he found the gully up which he and his companion had ascended the 
preceding evening; but, to his astonishment, a mountain stream was now 
foaming down it— leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with 
babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, work- 
ing his toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel, 
and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild grape-vines that twisted 
their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his 

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs 
to the amphitheatre; but no traces of such opening remained. The rocks 
presented a high impenetrable wall, over which the torrent came tumbling 
in a sheet of feathery foamv an^ broad, deep basin, black from 
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the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought 
to a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered 
by the cavv^ing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree 
that overhung a sunny precipice; and who, secure in their elevation, seemed 
to look down and scoff at the poor man’s perplexities. What was to be 
done?— the morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of 
his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and his gun; he dreaded to 
meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He 
shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of 
trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward. 

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom 
he knew, which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself ac- 
quainted with everyone in the country round. Their dress, too, was of a 
different fashion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at 
him with equal marks of surprise, and, whenever they cast their eyes upon 
him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture 
induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same— when, to his astonishment, he 
found his beard had grown a foot long! 

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children 
ran at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The 
dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked 
at him as he passed. The very village was altered; it was larger and more 
populous. There were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and 
those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names 
were over the doors— strange faces at the windows— everything was strange. 
His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the 
world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, 
which he had left but the day before. There stood the Kaat skill mountains 
— there ran the silver Hudson at a distance — there was every hill and dale 
precisely as it had always been. Rip was sorely perplexed. “That flagon last 
night,” thought he, “has addled my poor head sadly!” 

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which 
he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill 
voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay — the roof 
fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half- 
starved dog that looked like Wolf, was skulking about it. Rip called , him 
by name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an 
unkind cut indeed — “My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!” 

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had 
always kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. . 
The desolateness overcame all his corifiuhial fears — ^he called loudly for his 
wife and children — the lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, 
and then all again was silence. ; , 

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his bid resort, the village inn— but 



30 


TELLERS OF 

it too was gone. A large, rickety, wooden building stood in its place, with 
great gaping windows, some of them broken and mended with old hats and 
petticoats, and over the door was painted, ‘‘The Union HGtel, by Jonathan 
Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch 
inn of yore, there was now reared a tall naked pole, with something on the 
top that loked like a red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on 
which was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes—all this was strange 
and incomprehensible. Fie recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face 
of King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but 
even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for one 
of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a scepter, the head 
was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large 
characters, General Washington. 

There was, as usual, a crowd of folks about the door, but none that Rip 
recollected. The very character of the people seemed changed. There was 
a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed 
phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas 
Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds 
of tobacco-smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the school- 
master, doling forth the contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, 
a lean, bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was harangu- 
ing vehemently about rights of citizens — elections — members of Congress — 
liberty — Bunker’s Hill — heroes of seventy-six — and other words, which were 
a perfect Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle. 

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling- 
piece, his uncouth dress, and an army of women and children at his heels, 
soon attracted the attention of the tavern politicians. They crowded round 
him, eyeing him from head to foot with great curiosity. The orator bustled 
up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, inquired “on which side he 
voted.?” Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow 
pulled him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “Whether 
he was Federal or Democrat?” Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the 
question; when a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked 
hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right and left 
with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle, 
with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp 
hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded in an austere tone, 
“What brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob 
at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?”— “Alas! 
gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am, a poor quiet man, a 
native of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him!” 

. Here a general shout burst fropa, the; bystanders— “A tory! a tory! a spy! 
a refugee! hustle him! away with him!” It was with great difSculty that the 
self-important man in the cocked hat restored order; and, having assumed 
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a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit, what 
he came there for, and whom he was seeking? The poor man humbly 
assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of 
some of his neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern. 

“Well — who are they?— name them.” 

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, “Where’s Nicholas Ved- 
der?” 

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied in a thin 
piping voice, “Nicholas Vedder why, he is dead and gone these eighteen 
years! There was a wooden tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell 
all about him, but that’s rotten and gone too ” 

“Where’s Brom Butcher?” 

“Oh, he went ojff to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he 
was killed at the storming of Stony Point— others say he was drowned in a 
squall at the foot of Antony’s Nose, I don’t know— he never came back 
again.”' ■ ■ ■ . .. ■ . . 

“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?” 

“He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is now in 
Congress.” 

Rip’s heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home and 
friends, and finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled 
him too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and of matters which 
he could not understand; war — Congress — Stony Point — he had no courage 
to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair, “Does nobody here 
know Rip Van Winkle?” 

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three. “Oh, to be sure! that’s 
Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.” 

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up 
the mountain: apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow 
was now completely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether 
he was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man 
in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name? 

“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s end ; “Fni not myself — I’m some- 
body else — that’s me yonder~-no — that’s somebody else got into my shoes — 
I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they’ve 
changed my gun, and everything’s changed, and I’m changed, and I can’t 
tell what’s my name, or who I am!” 

The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, 
and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, 
about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, at 
the very suggestion of which the self-important man in the cocked hat re- 
tired with some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh comely woman 
pressed through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She had 
a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his Jooks, began to cry. 
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“Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt you.” 
The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all 
awakened a train of recollections in his mind. 

“What is your name, my good woman.?” asked he. 

; '‘Judith 'Gardejiier.” 

“And your father’s name?” 

“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since 
he went away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since— 
his dog came home without him; but whether he shot himself, or was car- 
ried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.” 

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering 
voice, — . , 

“Where’s your mother?” 

“Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in 
a nt of passion at a New-England pedlar.” 

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man 
could contain himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in 
his arms. “I am your father!” cried he — “Young Rip Van Winkle once — old 
Rip Van Winkle now! — Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?” 

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the 
crowd, put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a 
moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip Van Whnkle — it is himself! 
Welcome home again, old neighbor — Why, where have you been these 
twenty long years?” 

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him 
but as one night. The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen 
to wdnk at each other, and put their tongues in their cheeks: and the self- 
important man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had 
returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shook his 
head — upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the 
assemblage. 

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, 
who was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the 
historian of that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the prov- 
ince. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed 
in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He recol- 
lected Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory 
manner. He assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his 
ancestor the historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted 
by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrik Hudson, the 
first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every 
twenty years, with his crevyof the Half moon; being permitted in this way 
to revisit the scenes; of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the 
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river, and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen 
them in their old Dutch dresses playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the 
mountain; and that he himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound 
of their balls, like distant peals of thunder. 

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the 
more important concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to 
live with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery 
farmer for her husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that 
used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto of 
himself, seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the 
farm; but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend to anything else but 
his business. 

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his 
former cronies, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; 
and preferred making friends among the rising generation, with whom he 
soon grew into great favor. 

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when 
a man can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the b( nch 
at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, 
and a chronicle of the old times ‘‘before the war,” It was some time before 
he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to compre- 
hend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that 
there had been a revolutionary war — that the country had thrown oflf the 
yoke of Old England — and that, instead of being a subject of His Majesty 
George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in 
fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little 
impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under which he 
had long groaned, and that was — petticoat government. Happily that was 
at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and could go 
in and out whenever he pleased without dreading the tyranny of Dame 
Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his 
head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either 
for an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance. 

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s 
hotel. He was observed at first to vary on some points every time he told it, 
which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently awaked. It at last set- 
tled down precisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or 
child in the neighborhood but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to 
doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and 
that this was one point on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch 
inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day 
they never hear a thunder-storm of a summer. afternoon about the Kaatskill, 
but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at; their game of nine-pins; 
and it is a com.mon wish of all hen-pecked husbands in the neighborhood, 
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when life hangs heavy on their hands^ that they might have a ^ 
draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s fla;gon. 

note: The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been suggested to Mr. Knicker- 
bocker by a little German superstition about the Emperor Frederick der Rot k- 
bart, and the Kypphauser mountain; the subjoined note, however, which he 
had appended to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his 
usual fidelity: — 

The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many, But nevertheless 
I give it my full belief, for I know the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements to 
have been very subject to marvellous events and appearances. Indeed, I have 
heard many stranger stories than this in the villages along the Hudson, all of 
which were too well authenticated to admit of a doubt. I have even talked with 
Rip Van Winkle myself, who, when I last saw him, was a very venerable old 
man, and so perfectly rational and consistent on every other point, that I think 
no conscientious person could refuse to take this into the bargain; nay, I have 
seen a certificate on the subject, taken before a country justice, and signed with 
a cross, in the justice’s own handwriting. The story, therefore, is beyond the 
possibility of doubt. 

D.K. 


POSTSCRIPT 


THE FOLLOWING ARE TRAVELING NOTES FROM A 
MEMORANDUM-BOOK OF MR. KNICKERBOCKER 

The kaatsberg, or Catskill Mountains, have always been a region full of 
fable. The Indians considered them the abode of spirits, who influenced the 
weather, spreading sunshine or clouds over the landscape, and sending good 
or bad hunting seasons. They were ruled by an old squaw spirit, said to be 
their mother. She dwelt on the highest peak of the Catskills, and had charge 
of the doors of day and night, to open and shut them at the proper hour. 
She hung up the new moons in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars. 
In times of drought, if properly propitiated, she would spin light summer 
clouds out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off from the crest 
of the mountain, flake after flake, like flakes of carded cotton, to float in the 
air, until, dissolved by the heat of the sun, they would fall in gentle showers, 
causing the grass to spring, the fruits to ripen, and the corn to grow an inch 
an hour, if displeased, however, she would brew up clouds black as ink, 
sitting in the midst of them like a bottle-bellied spider in the midst of its 
web; and when these. clouds broke, woe betide the valleys! 

^ In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of Manitou or 
Spirit, vvho kept about the wildest recesses of the Catskill Mountains, and 
took a mischievous pleasure ip wreaking all kinds of evils and vexations 
upon the red men. Sometimes he would assume the form of a bear, a panther, 
or a deer, lead, the bewildered .Hunter a weary chase through tangled forests 
and among ragged rocksy and then spring off with a loud ho! ho! leaving 
him aghast on the Hriuk of a-beeffi^ precipice or raging torrent. 
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The favorite abode pf thi^ is still shown. It is a great rock or cliff 

on the loneliest part of the mountains, and, from the flowering vines which 
clamber about it, and the wild flowers which abound in its neighborhood, is 
known by the name of the Garden Rock. Near the foot of it is a small lake, 
the haunt of the solitary bittern, with water-snakes basking in the sun on 
the leaves of the pond-lilies which lie on the surface. This place was held in 
great awe by the Indians, insomuch that the boldest hunter would not 
pursue his game within its precincts. Once upon a time, however, a hunter 
who had lost bis way penetrated to the Garden Rock, wfiere he beheld a 
number of gourds placed in the crotches of trees. One of these he seized and 
made off with, but in the hurry of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks, 
when a great stream gushed forth, which v^ashed him away and swept him 
down precipiGes, where he was dashed to pieces, and the stream made its 
way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to the present-day, being the 
identical stream known by the name of the Kaaters-kilL 


THE STOUT GENTLEMAN 

A STAGE-COACH ROMANCE 

Washington Irving 

(1783-1859) 


ril cross it though it blast me I 

HAMLET 

It was a rainy Sunday in the gloomy month of November. I had been 
detained, in the course of a journey, by a slight indisposition, from which 
I was recovering; but was still feverish, and obliged to keep within doors 
all day, in an inn of the small town of Derby. A wet Sunday in a country 
inn!-~whoever has had the luck to experience one can alone judge of my 
situation. The rain pattered against the casements; the bells tolled for 
church with a melancholy sound. I went to the windows in quest of some- 
thing to amuse the eye; but it seenied as if I had been placed completely 
out of the reach of all amusement. The windows of my bedroom looked out 
among tiled roofs and stacks of chimneys, while those of my sitting-room 
commanded a full view of the stable-yard. I know of nothing more calcu- 
lated to make a man sick of this world thari: a stable-yard on a rainy day. 
The place was littered with wet, straw th^t/ha4:hee^^ about by 
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travellers and stable-boys. Ijfi one corner was a stagnant poor of water, sur- 
rounding an island of muck; there were several half-drowned fowls crowded 
together under a cart, among which was a miserable, crest-fallen cock, 
drenched out of all life and spirit, his drooping tail matted, as it were, into 
a single feather, along which the water trickled from his back; near the cart 
was a half-dozing cow, chewing the cud, and standing patiently to be rained 
on, with wreaths of vapor rising from her reeking hide; a wall-eyed horse, 
tired of the loneliness of the stable, was poking his spectral head out of a 
window, wdth the rain dripping on it from the eaves; an unhappy cur, 
chained to a doghouse hard by, uttered something, eve now and then, 
between a bark and a yelp; a drab of a kitchen-wench tramped backward 
and forward through the yard in pattens, looking as sulky as. the weather 
itself; everything, in shorty was comfortless and forlorn, excepting a crew of 
hardened ducks, assembled like boon companions round a puddle, and 
making a riotous noise over theiiTiquor. 

I was lonely and listless, and wanted amusement. My room soon become 
insupportable, I abandoned it, and sought what is technically called the 
travellers’ room. This is a public room set apart at most inns for the accom- 
modation of a class of wayfarers called travellers, or riders; a kind of 
commercial knights-errant, who are incessantly scouring the kingdom in 
gigs, on horseback, or by coach. They are the only successors that I know 
of at the present day to the knights-errant of yore. They lead the same kind 
of roving, adventurous life, only changing the lance for a driving-whip, the 
buckler for a pattern-card, and the coat of mail for an upper Benjamin. 
Instead of vindicating the charms of peerless beauty, they rove about, 
spreading the fame and standing of some substantial tradesman, or manu- 
facturer, and are ready at any time to bargain in his name; it being the 
fashion nowadays to trade, instead of fight, with one another. As die room 
of the hostel, in the good old fighting-times, would be hung round at night 
with the armor of wayworn warriors, such as coats of mail, falchions, and 
yawning helmets, so the travellers’ room is garnished with the harnessing of 
their successors, with box-coats, whips of all kinds, spurs, gaiters, and oil- 
cloth covered hats. 

I was in hopes of finding some of these worthies to talk with, but %vas 
disappointed. There were-, indeed, two or three in the room; but I could 
make nothing of them. One was j list 'finishing his breakfast, quarrelling with 
his bread and butter, and huffing the waiter; another buttoned on a pair 
of gaiters, with many execrations at Boots for not having cleaned his shoes 
well; a third sat drumming on the table with his fingers and looking at the 
rain as it streamed, do Wfli- the window-glass; they all appeared infected by 
the weather, and disappeared, one after the other, without exchanging a 

T sauntered to the window, and stood gazing at the people, picking their 
way to church, with petticoats hoisted midleg high, and dripping umbrellas# 
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The bell ceased to toll, and the streets became silent. I then ainiised myself 
with watching the daughters of a tradesman opposite; who, being confined 
to the house for fear of wetting their Sunday finery, played off their charms 
at the front windows, to fascinate the chance tenants of the inn. They at 
length were summoned away by a vigilant, vinegar-faced mother, and I had 
nothing further from without to amuse me. 

What^ w^ I to do to pass away the long-lived day I was sadly nervous 
and lonely; and everything about an inn seems calculated to make a dull 
day ten times duller. Old newspapers, smelling of beer and tobacco-smoke, 
and which I had already read half a dozen times. Good-for-nothing books, 
that were worse than rainy weather. I bored myself to death with an old 
volume of the Ladys Magazine, I read all the commonplace names of am- 
bitious travellers scrawled on the panes of glass; the eternal families of the 
Smiths, and the Browns, and the Jacksons, and the Johnsons, and all the 
other sons; and I deciphered several scraps of fatiguing inn-window poetry 
which I have met with in all parts of the world. 

The day continued lowering and gloomy; the slovenly, ragged, spongy 
cloud drifted heavily along; there was no variety even in the rain: it was 
one dull, continued, monotonous patter — patter — patter, excepting that 
now and then I was enlivened by the idea of a brisk shower, from the 
rattling of the drops upon a passing umbrella. 

It was quite refreshing (if I may be allowed a hackneyed phrase of the 
day) when, in the course of the morning, a horn blew, and a stage-coach 
whirled through the street, with outside passengers stuck all over it, cower- 
ing under cotton umbrellas, and seethed together, and reeking with the 
steams of wet box-coats and upper Benjamins. 

The sound brought out from their lurking-places a crew of vagabond 
boys, and vagabond dogs, and the carroty-headed hostler, and that nonde- 
script animal ycleped Boots, and all the other vagabond race that infest 
the purlieus of an inn; but the bustle was transient; the coach again whirled 
on its way; and boy and dog, and hostler and Boots, all slunk back again 
to their holes; the street again became silent, and the rain continued to 
rain on. In fact, there was no hope of its clearing up; the barometer pointed 
to rainy weather; mine hostess’s tortoise-shell cat sat by the fire washing 
her face, and rubbing her paws over her ears; and, on referring to the 
Almanac, I found a direful prediction stretching from the top of the page 
to the bottom through the whole month, “expect — much — rain — about-— 
this — timel” 

I was dreadfully hipped. The hours seemed as if they would never creep 
by. The very ticking of the clock became irksome. At length the stillness of 
the house was interrupted by the ringing, of a. bell. Shortly after I heard the 
voice of a waiter at the bar: “The stout gentleman in No. 13 wants his 
breakfast. Tea and bread and butter, with ham and eggs; the eggs not to 
be too much done.” ' , 
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In such a situation as mine, every incident is of importance. Here was a 
subject of speculation presented to my mind, and ample exercise for my 
imagination. I am prone to paint pictures to myself, and on this occasion 
I had some materials to work upon. Had the guest upstairs been mentioned 
as Mr. Smith, or Mr. Brown, or Mr. Jackson, or Mr. Johnson, or merely as 
'‘the gentleman in No. 13,” it would have been a perfect blank to me. I 
should have thought nothing of it; but “The stout gentleman!”— the very 
name had something in it of the picturesque. It at once gave the size; it 
embodied the personage to my mind's eye, and my fancy did the rest. 

He was stout, or, as some term it, lusty; in all probability, therefore, he 
was advanced in life, some people expanding as they grow old. By his 
breakfasting rather late, and in his own room, he must be a man accustomed 
to live at his ease, and above the necessity of early rising; no doubt, a round, 
rosy, lusty old gentleman. 

There was another violent ringing. The stout gentleman was impatient 
for his breakfast. He was evidently a man of importance; “well to do in the 
world”; accustomed to be promptly waited upon; of a keen appetite, and 
a little cross when hungry; “perhaps,” thought I, “he may be some London 
Alderman; or who knows but he may be a Member of Parliament.?” 

The breakfast was sent up, and there was a short interval of silence; he 
was, doubtless, making the tea. Presently there was a violent ringing; and 
before it could be answered, another ringing still more violent. “Bless me! 
what a choleric old gentleman!” The waiter came down in a huff. The 
butter was rancid, the eggs were overdone, the ham was too salt; the stout 
gentleman was evidently nice in his eating; one of those who eat and growl, 
and keep the waiter on the trot, and live in a state militant with the 
household. 

The hostess got into a fume. I should observe that she was a brisk, 
coquettish woman; a little of a shrew, and something of a slammerkin, but 
very pretty withal; with a nincompoop for a husband, as shrews are apt to 
have. She rated the servants roundly for their negligence in sending up so 
bad a breakfast, but said not a word against the stout gentleman; by which 
I clearly perceived that he must be a man of consequence, entitled to make 
a noise and to give trouble at a country inn. Other eggs, and ham, and 
bread and butter were sent up. They appeared to be more graciously re- 
ceived; at least there was no further complaint, 

I had not made many turns about the travellers' room, when there was 
another ringing. Shortly afterward there was a stir and an inquest about 
the house. The stout gentleman wanted the Times or the Chronicle news- 
paper. I set him down, therefore, for a Whig; or, rather, from his being so 
absolute and lordly where he had a chance, I suspected him of being a 
Radical. Hunt, I had heard, was a large man; “who knows,” thought I, “but 
it is Hunt himself!” , . . , ! , 

My curiosity began to be awakened. I inquired of the waiter who was this 
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stout gentleman that was making all this stir; but rcoiiM get no informa- 
tion: nobody seemed to know his name. The landlords of bustling inns 
seldom trouble their heads about the names or occupations of their transient 
guests. The color of a coat, the shape or size of the person, is enough to 
suggest a travelling name. It is either the tall gentleman, or the short gentle- 
man, or the gentleman in black, or the gentleman in snuff-color; or, as in 
the present instance, the stout gentleman. A designation of the kind once 
hit on, answers every purpose, and saves all further inquiry. 

Rain — rain — ^rain! pitiless, ceaseless rain! No such thing as putting a foot 
out of doors, and no occupation nor amusement within. By and by I heard 
someone walking overhead. It was in the stout gentlemans room. He 
evidently was a large man by the heaviness of his tread; and an old man 
from his wearing such creaking soles. ‘‘He is doubtless,” thought I, “some 
rich old square-toes of regular habits, and is now taking exercise after 
breakfast.” 


I now read all the advertisements of coaches and hotels that were stuck 
about the mantelpiece. The Lady's Magazine had become an abomination 
to me; it was as tedious as the day itself. I wandered out, not knowing 
what to do, and ascended again to my room. I had not been there long, 
when there was a squall from a neighboring bedroom. A door opened and 
slammed violently; a chambermaid, that I had remarked for having a ruddy, 
good-humored face, went downstairs in a violent flurry. The stout gentle- 
man had been rude to her ! 

This sent a whole host of my deductions to the deuce in a moment. This 
unknown personage could not be an old gentleman; for old gentlemen are 
not apt to be so obstreperous to chambermaids. He could not be a young 
gentleman; for young gentlemen are not apt to inspire such indignation. 


He must be a middle-aged man, and confounded ugly into the bargain, or 
the girl would not have taken the matter in such terrible dudgeon. I confess 
I was sorely puzzled. 

In a few minutes I heard the voice of my landlady. I caught a glance of 
her as she came tramping upstairs — her face glowing, her cap flaring, her 
tongue wagging the whole way. “She’d have no such doings in her house, 
she’d warrant. If gentlemen did spend money freely, it was no rule. She’d 
have no servant-maids of hers treated in that way, when they were about 
their work, that’s what she wouldn’t.” 

As I hate squabbles, particularly with women, and above all with pretty 
women, I slunk back into my room, and partly closed the door; but my 
curiosity was too much excited not to listen. The landlady marched 
intrepidly to the enemy’s citadel, and entered it with a storm: the door 
closed after her. I heard her voice in high windy clamor for a moment or 
two. Then it gradually subsided, like a gust of wind in a garret; then there 
was a laugh; then I heard nothing more. 

After a little while my landlady came put with an odd smile on her face. 
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adjusting her cap, which was a little on one side. As she went downstairs, 
I heard the landlord ask her what was the inatter; she said, “Nothing at 
all, only the girl s a fool.” I was more than ever perplexed what to make of 
this Linaccountable personage, who could put a good-natured Ghambermaid 
ill a passion, and send away a termagant landlady in smiles. He could not be 
so old, nor cross, nor ugly either. 

i had to go to work at his picture again, and to paint him entirely diL 
ferent. I now set him down for one of those stout gentlemen that are 
frequently met with swaggering about the doors of country inns. Moist, 
merry fellows, in Belcher handkerchiefs, whose bulk is a little assisted by 
malt-liquors. Men who have seen the world, and been sworn at Highgate; 
who are used to tavern-life; up to all the tricks of tapsters, and knowing in 
the ways of sinful publicans. Free-livers on a small scale; who are prodigal 
within the compass of a guinea; who call all the waiters by name, tousle the 
maids, gossip with the landlady at the bar, and prose over a pint of port, or 
a glass of negus, after dinner. 

The morning wore away in forming these and similar surmises. As fast as 
I wove one system of belief, some movement of the unknown would com- 
pletely overturn it, and throw all my thoughts again into confusion. Such are 
the solitary operations of a feverish mind. I was, as I have said, extremely 
nervous; and the continual meditation in the concerns of this invisible 
personage began to have its effect — I was getting a fit of the fidgets. 

Dinner-time came. I hoped the stout gentleman might dine in the 
travellers’ room, and that I might at length get a view of his person; but 
no — ^he had dinner served in his own room. What could be the meaning of 
this solitude and mystery? He could not be a radical; there was something 
too aristocratical in thus keeping himself apart from the rest of the world, 
and condemning himself to his own dull company throughout a. rainy day. 
And then, too, he lived too well for a discontented politician. He seemed 
to expatiate on a variety of dishes, and to sit over his wine like a jolly friend 
of good living. Indeed, my doubts on this head were soon at an end; for he 
could not have finished his first bottle before I could faintly hear him 
humming a tune; and on listening I found it to be “God Save the King ” 
’Twas plain, then, he was no radical, but a faithful subject; one who grew 
loyal over his bottle, and was ready to stand by king and constitution, when 
he could stand by nothing else. But who could he be? My conjectures began 
to run wild. Was he not some personage of distinction travelling incog.? 
‘'God knows!” said I, at my wit’s end; “it may be one of the royal family 
for aught I know, for they are all stout gentlemen!” 

The weather continued rainy. The mysterious unknown kept his room, 
and, as far as I could judge, his chair, for I did not hear him move. In the 
meantime, as the day advanced, the travellers’ room began to be frequented. 
Some, who had just arrived, came; in buttoned up in box-coats; others came 
home who had been dispersed about the town; some took their dinners, 
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and some their tea. Had I been in a different mood, I should have found 
entertainment in studying this peculiar class of men. There were two 
especially who were regular wags of the road, and up to all the standing- 
jokes of travellers. They had a thousand sly things to say to the waiting- 
maid, whom they called Louisa, and Ethelinda, and a dozen other fine 
names, changing the name every time, and chuckling amazingly at their 
own waggery. My mind, however, had been completely engrossed by the 
stout gentleman. He had kept my fancy in chase during a long day, and 
it was not now to be diverted from the scent. 

The evening gradually wore away. The travellers read the papers two or 
three times over. Some drew round the fire and told long stories about 
their horses, about their adventures, their overturns, and breaking-down. 
They discussed the credit of different merchants and different inns ; and the 
two wags told several choice anecdotes of pretty chambermaids and kind 
landladies. All this passed as they were quietly taking what they called their 
night-caps, that is to say, strong glasses of brandy and water and sugar, or 
some other mixture of the kind; after which they one after another rang 
for “Boots” and the chambermaid, and w^alked off to bed in old shoes cut 
down into marvellously uncomfortable slippers. 

There was now only one man left: a short-legged, long-bodied, plethoric 
fellow, with a very large, sandy head. He sat by himself, with a glass of 
port-wine negus, and a spoon; sipping and stirring, and meditating and 
sipping, until nothing was left but the spoon. He gradually fell asleep bolt 
upright in his chair, with the empty glass standing before him; and the 
candle seemed to fall asleep, too, for the wick grew long, and black, and 
cabbaged at the end, and dimmed the little light that remained in the 
chamber. The gloom that now prevailed was contagious. Around hung the 
shapeless, and almost spectral, box-coats of departed travellers, long since 
buried in deep sleep. I only heard the ticking of the clock, with the deep- 
drawn breathings of the sleeping topers, and the drippings of the rain, drop 
— drop — drop, from the eaves of the house. The church-bells chimed mid- 
night. All at once the stout gentleman began to walk overhead, pacing 
slowly backward and forward. There was something extremely awful in all 
this, especially to one in my state of nerves. These ghastly great-coats, these 
guttural breathings, and the creaking footsteps of this mysterious being. His 
steps grew" fainter and fainter, and at length died away. I could bear it no 
longer. I was wound up to the desperation of a hero of romance. “Be he 
who or what he may,” said I to myself, “Fll have a sight of him!” I seized a 
chamber-candle, and hurried up to No. 13. The door stood ajar, I hesitated 
— I entered: the room was deserted. There stood a large, broad-bottomed 
elbow-chair at a table, on which was an empty tumbler, and a Times news- 
paper, and the room smelt powerfully of Stilton cheese. 

The mysterious stranger had evidently but just retired. I turned off, sorely 
disappointed, to my room, which had been changed to the front of the 
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liOLise. As I went along the corridor, I saw a large pair of boots, with dirty, 
waxed tops, standing at the door of a bedchamber. They doubtless belonged 
to the unknown: but it would not do to disturb so redoubtable a personage 
in his den: he might discharge a pistol, or something worse, at my head. I 
went to bed, therefore, and lay awake half the night in a terribly nervous 
state; and even when I fell asleep, I was still haunted in my dreams by the 
idea of the stout gentleman and his wax-topped boots. 

I slept rather late the next morning, and was awakened by some stir and 
bustle in the house, which I could not at first comprehend; until getting 
more awake, I found there was a mail-coach starting from the door. Sud- 
denly there was a cry from below, 'The gentleman has forgotten his 
umbrella! Look for the gentleman’s umbrella in No. 13!” I heard an im- 
mediate scampering of a chambermaid along the passage, and a shrill reply 
as she ran, "Here it is! here’s the gentleman’s umbrella!” 

The mysterious stranger then was on the point of setting off. This was 
the only chance I should ever have of knowing him. I sprang out of bed, 
scrambled to the window, snatched aside the curtains, and just caught a 
glimpse of the rear of a person getting in at the coach-door. The skirts 
of a brown coat parted behind, and gave me a full view of the broad disk 
of a pair of drab breeches. The door closed — "all right!” was the word — the 
coach whirled off; and that was all I ever saw of the stout gentleman! 

LA GRANDE BRETEGHE 

Honore de Balzac 

(1799-1850) 

TRANSLATED BY CLARA BELL 


A.h! MADAME,” replied the doctor, “I have some appalling stories in my 
collection. But each one has its: proper hour in a conversation — you know 
the pretty jest recorded by Chamfort, and said to the Due de Fronsac: 
"Between your sally and the present moment lie ten bottles of champagne.’ ” 
But it is two in the morning, arid the story of Rosina has prepared us,” 
said the mistress of the house. 

Tell us, Monsieur BianchonP-was the cry on every side. 

The obliging doctor bowed, and silenGc reigned. 

“At about a hundred paces ftom Vendome, on the banks of the Loire,” 
said he, stands an old brown hopise, crowned with very high roofs, and so 
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completely isolated tba^ is nothing near it, not even a fetid tannery or 
a squalid tavern, such as are commonly seen outside small towns. In front 
of this house is a garden down to the river, where the box shrubs, formerly 
clipped close to edge the walks, now straggle at their own will. A few 
willows, rooted in the stream, have grown up quickly like an enclosing 
ience, and half hide the house. The wild plants we call weeds have clothed 
the bank with their beautiful luxuriance. The fruit-trees, neglected for these 
ten years past, no longer bear a crop, and their suckers have formed a 
thicket. The espaliers are like a copse. The paths, once gravelled, are over- 
grown with purslane; but, to be accurate, there is no trace of a path. 

“Looking down from the hill-top, to which cling the ruins of the old 
castle of the Dukes of Vendome, the only spot whence the eye can see into 
this enclosure, we think that at a time, difficult now to determine, this spot 
of earth must have been the joy of some country gentleman devoted to roses 
and tulips, in a word, to horticulture, but above all a lover of choice fruit. 
An arbour is visible, or rather the wreck of an arbour, and under it a table 
still stands not entirely destroyed by time. At the aspect of this garden that 
is no more, the negative joys of the peaceful life of the provinces may be 
divined as we divine the history of a worthy tradesman when we read the 
epitaph on his tomb. To complete the mournful and tender impressions 
which seize the soul, on one of the walls there is a sundial graced with this 
homely Christian motto, 'Ultimain cogita! 

“The roof of this house is dreadfully dilapidated; the outside shutters are 
always closed; the balconies are huiig with swallows’ nests; the doors are 
for ever shut. Straggling grasses have outlined the flagstones of the steps 
with green; the ironwork is rusty. Moon and sun, winter, summer, and 
snow have eaten into the wood, warped the boards, peeled off the paint. 
The dreary silence is broken only by birds and cats, pole-cats, rats, and mice, 
free to scamper round, and fight, and eat each other. An invisible hand has 
written over it all: 'Mystery.’ 

“If, prompted by curiosity, you go to look at this house from the street, 
you will see a large gate, with a round-arched top ; the children have made 
many holes in it. I learned later diat this door had been blocked for ten 
years. Through these irregular breaches you will see that the side towards 
the courtyard is in perfect harmony with the side towards the garden. The 
same ruin prevails. Tufts of weeds outline the paving stones; the walls are 
scored by enormous cracks, and the^ blackened coping is laced with a thou- 
sand festoons of pellitory. The stone steps are disjointed; the bell-cord is 
rotten; the gutter-spouts broken. What fire from heaven can have fallen 
there? By what decree has salt, been sown on this dwelling? Has God been 
mocked here? Or was France betrayed?: These are the questions we ask 
ourselves. Reptiles crawl over it, but give no reply. This empty and deserted 
house is a vast enigma of which the answer is known to none. 

“It was formerly a little domain, held;in;fic| ,apd is known as La Graude 
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Bret&he. During my stay at Vendome, where Despleins had left me in 
charge of a rich patient, the sight of this strange dwelling became one of my 
keenest pleasures. Was it not far better than a ruin? Certain memories of 
indisputable authenticity attach themselves to a ruin; but this house, still 
standing, though being slowly destroyed by an avenging hand, contained a 
secret, an unrevealed thought. At the very least it testified to a caprice. 
More than once in the evening I attacked the hedge, run wild, which sur- 
rounded the enclosure. I braved scratches, I got into this ownerless garden, 
this plot which was no longer public or private; I lingered there for hours 
gazing at the disorder. I would not, as the price of the story to which this 
strange scene no doubt was due, have asked a single question of any gossip- 
ing native. On that spot I wove delightful romances, and abandoned myself 
to little debauches of melancholy which enchanted me. If I had known the 
reason— -perhaps quite commonplace— of this neglect, I should have lost the 
un-written poetry which intoxicated me. To me this refuge represented the 
most various phases of human life, shadowed by misfortune; sometimes the 
calm of a cloister without the monks; sometimes the peace of the graveyard 
without the dead, who speak in the language of epitaphs; one day I saw in 
it the home of lepers; another, the house of the Atridae; but above all, I 
found there provincial life, with its contemplative ideas, its hour-glass 
existence. I often wept there, I never laughed. 

“More than once I felt involuntary terrors as I heard overhead the dull 
hum of the wings of some hurrying wood-pigeon. The earth is dank; you 
must be on the watch for lizards, vipers, and frogs, wandering about with 
the wild freedom of nature; above all, you must have no fear of cold, for 
in a few minutes you feel an icy cloak settle on your shoulders, like 
the Commendatore’s hand on Don Giovanni’s neck. 

“One evening I felt a shudder; the wind had turned an old rusty weather- 
cock, and the creaking sounded like a cry from the house, at the very 
moment when I was finishing a gloomy drama to account for this monu- 
mental embodiment of woe. I returned to my inn, lost in gloomy thoughts. 
When I had supped, the hostess came in to my room with an air of mystery, 
and said, ‘Monsieur, here is Monsieur Regnault.’ 

“ ‘Who is Monsieur Regnault?’ 

“‘What, sir, do not you know Monsieur Regnault?— Well, that’s odd,’ 
said she, leaving the room. ■ 

“On a sudden I saw a man appear, tall, slim, dressed in black, hat in hand, 
who came in like a ram ready to butt his opponent, showing a receding 
forehead, a small pointed head, and a colourless face of the hue of a glass 
of dirty water. You would have taken him for an usher. The stranger wore 
an old coat, much worn at the seams; but he had a diamond in his shirt 
frill, and gold rings in his ears. ' 

“ ‘Monsieur,’ said I, ‘whom have I the honour of addressing?’— He took 
a chair, placed himself in front: of my fire, put his hat on my table, and 
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answered while he rubbed his hands: ‘Dear me, it is very goM. —M onsieur, 
l ani' Monsieur'RegnauIt/' 

‘1 was encouraging myself by saying to myself, 7/ bondo canil Seek!’ 

“ 7 am/ he went on, ‘notary at Vendome/ 

“‘I am delighted to hear it. Monsieur/ T exclaimed. ‘But I am not in a 
position to make a will for reasons best known to myself.’ 

“ ‘One moment!’ said he, holding up his hand as though to gain silence. 
‘Allow me, Monsieur, allow me! I am informed that you sometimes go to 
walk in the garden of la Grande Breteche.’ 

, “ ‘Yes, Monsieur.’ 

“ ‘One moment!’ said he, repeating his gesture. ‘That constitutes a mis- 
demeanour. Monsieur, as executor under the will of the late Comtesse de 
Merret, I come in her name to beg you to discontinue the practice. One 
moment! I am not a Turk, and do not wish to make a crime of it. And 
besides, you are free to be ignorant of the circumstances which compel me 
to leave the finest mansion in Vendome to fall into ruin. Nevertheless, 
Monsieur, you must be a man of education, and you should know that the 
laws forbid, under heavy penalties, any trespass on enclosed property. A 
hedge is the same as a wall. But, the state in which the place is left may be 
an excuse for your curiosity. For my part, I should be quite content to make 
you free to come and go in the house; but being bound to respect the will 
of the testatrix, I have the honour, Monsieur, to beg that you will go into 
the garden no more, I myself, Monsieur, since the will was read, have never 
set foot in the house, which, as I had the honour of informing you, is part 
of the estate of the late Madame de Merret. We have done nothing there 
but verify the number of doors and windows to assess the taxes I have to 
pay annually out of the funds left for that purpose by the late Madame de 
Merret. Ah! my dear sir, her will made a great commotion in the town.’ 

“The good man paused to blow his nose. I respected his volubility, 
perfectly understanding that the administration of Madame de Merret’s 
estate had been the most important event of his life, his reputation, his 
glory, his Restoration. As I was forced to bid farewell to my beautiful 
reveries and romances, I was to reject learning the truth on official authority. 

“ ‘Monsieur,’ said I, ‘would it be indiscreet if I were to ask you the reasons 
for such eccentricity?’ 

“At these words an expression, which revealed all the pleasure which men 
feel who are accustomed to ride a hobby, overspread the lawyer’s counte- 
nance. He pulled up the collar of his shirt with an air, took out his snuff- 
box, opened it, and offered me a pinch; on my: refusing, he took a large one. 
He was happy! A man who has no hobby does not know all the good to be 
got out of life. A hobby is the happy medium between a passion and a 
monomania. At this moment I understood the whole bearing of Sterne’s 
charming passion, and had a perfect idea of the. delight with which my 
uncle Tobvj encouraged by Trim,, bestrode his hobby-horse. 
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“%Ionsieur; said Monsieur Regnault, 1 was^ h^^ in Monsieur 

Roguin’s office, in Paris. A first-rate house, which you may have heard men- 
tioned? No! An unfortunate bankruptcy made it famous.---Not having 
money enough to purchase a practice in Paris at the price to which they 
were run up in 1816, I came here and bought my predecessor’s business. I 
had relations in Venclome; among others, a wealthy aunt, who allowed me 
to marry her daughter. — Monsieur,’ he went on after a little pause, three 
months after being licensed by the Keeper of the Seals, one evening, as I 
was going to bed— it was before my marriage— I was sent for by Madame la 
Comtesse de Merret, to her Chateau of Merret. Her maid, a good girl, who 
is now a servant in this inn, was waiting at my door with the Countess’s 
own carriage. Ah! one moment! I ought to tell you that Monsieur le Comte 
de Merret had gone to Paris to die two months before I came here. He 
come to a miserable end, flinging himself into every kind of dissipation. 
You understand? 

“ ‘On the day when he left, Madame la Comtesse had quitted la Grande 
Bret&he, having dismantled it. Some people even say that she had burnt all 
the furniture, the hangings— in short, all the chattels and furniture whatever 
used in furnishing the premises now let by the said M. — (Dear! what am 
I saying? I beg your pardon, I thought I was dictating a lease.) — In short, 
that she burnt everything in the meadow at Merret. Have you been to 
Merret, Monsieur?— No,’ said he, answering himself. ‘Ah, it is a very fine 
place.’ 

“ Tor about three months previously,’ he went on, with a jerk of his head, 
‘the Count and Countess had lived in a very eccentric way; they admitted 
no visitors; Madame lived on th 6 ground floor, and Monsieur on the first 
floor. When the Countess was left alone, she was never seen excepting at 
church. Subsequently, at home, at the chateau, she refused to see the friends, 
whether gentlemen or ladies, who went to call on her. She was already very 
much altered when she left la Grande Breteche to go to Merret. That dear 
lady — I say dear lady, for it was she who gave me this diamond, but indeed 
I saw her but once — that kind lady was very ill; she had, no doubt, given up 
all hope, for she died without choosing to send for a doctor; indeed, many 
of our ladies fancied she was not quite right in her head. Well, sir, my 
curiosity was strangely excited by hearing that Madame de Merret had need 
of my services. Nor was I the only person who took an interest in the affair. 
That very night, though it was already late, all the town knew that I was 
going to Merret. 

“ The waiting-woman replied but vaguely to the questions I asked her 
on the way; nevertheless, she told me that her mistress had received the 
Sacrament in the course of the day at the hands of the Cure of Merret, and 
seemed unlikely to live through the night. It was about eleven when I 
reached the chateau. I went up the great ^staircase. After crossing some large, 
lofty, dark rooms, diabolically jcold and ^d reached the state bedroom 
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where the Countess lay. From the rumours that were current concerning 
this lady (Monsieur, I should never end if I were to repeat all the tales that 
were told about her), I had imagined her a coquette. Imagine, then, that I 
had great difficulty in seeing her in the great bed where she was lying. To 
be sure, to light this enormous room, with old-fashioned heavy cornices, and 
so thick with dust that merely to see it was enough to make you sneeze, she 
had only an old Argand lamp. Ah! but you have not been to Merret, Well, 
the bed is one of those old-world beds, with a high tester hung with 
flowered chintz. A small table stood by the bed, on which I saw an “Imita- 
tion of Christ,’’ which, by the way, I bought for my wife, as well as the 
lamp. There were also a deep armchair for her confidential maid, and two 
small chairs. There was no fire. That was all the furniture; not enough to 
fill ten lines in an inventory. 

“ ‘My dear sir, if you had seen, as I then saw, that vast room, papered 
and hung with brown, you would have felt yourself transported into a 
scene of romance. It was icy, nay more, funereal,’ and he lifted his hand 
with a theatrical gesture and paused. 

“ ‘By dint of seeking, as I approached the bed, at last I saw Madame de 
Merret, under the glimmer of the lamp, which fell on the pillows. Her face 
was as yellow as wax, and as narrow as two folded hands. The Countess 
had a lace cap showing abundant hair, but as white as linen thread. She was 
sitting up in bed, and seemed to keep upright with great difficulty. Her 
large black eyes, dimmed by fever, no; doubt, and half-dead already, hardly 
moved under the bony arch of her eyebrows ^‘—There,’ he "added, pointing 
to his own brow. ‘Her forehead was clammy; her fleshless hands were like 
bones covered with soft skin; the veins and muscles were perfectly visible. 
She must have been very handsome; but at this moment I was startled into 
an indescribable emotion at the sight. Never, said those who wrapped her 
in her shroud, had any living creature been so emaciated and lived. In 
short, it was awful to behold! Sickness had so consumed that woman, that 
she was no more than a phantom. Her lips, which were pale violet, seemed 
to me not to move when she spoke to me. 

“ ‘Though my profession has familiarized me with such spectacles, by 
calling me not unfrequently to the bedside of the dying to record their last 
wishes, I confess that families in tears and the agonies I have seen were as 
nothing in comparison with , this lonely and silent woman in her vast 
chateau. I heard not the least sound, I did not perceive the movement which 
the sufferer’s breathing ought to have given to the sheets that covered her, 
and I stood motionless, absorbed in looking at her in a sort of stupor. In 
fancy I am there still— At last her large eyes moved; she tried to raise her 
right hand, but’ it fell back on the bed,/an:d she uttered these words, which 
came like a breath, for her voice was no longer a voice : “I have waited for 
you with the greatest impatience.T;A bright flush rose to her cheeks. It was 
a great effort to her to speak. . 
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T ‘Madame/ I began. Sh me to be silent. At that moment the 

old Iiousekeeper rose and said in my ear, “Do not speak; Madame la 
Comtesse is not in a state to bear the slightest noise, and what you would 
'say might ngitate her.” 

“ 1 sat down. A few instants after, Madame de Merret collected all her 
remaining strength to move her right hand, and slipped it, not without 
infinite difficulty, under the bolster ; she then paused a moment. With a last 
effort she withdrew her hand; and when she brought out a sealed paper, 
drops of perspiration rolled from her brow. “I place my will in your hands 
~Oh! God! Oh!” and that was all. She clutched a crucifix that lay on the 
bed, lifted it hastily to her lips, and died. 

“ The expression of her eyes still makes me shudder as I think of it. She 
must have suffered much! There was joy in her last glance, and it remained 
stamped on her dead eyes. 

“ ‘I brought away the will, and when it was opened I found that Madame 
de Merret had appointed me her executor. She left the whole of her 
property to the hospital of Vendome excepting a few legacies. But these 
were her instructions as relating to la Grande Breteche: She ordered me to 
leave the place, for fifty years counting from the day of her death, in the 
state in which it might be at the time of her decease, forbidding anyone, 
whoever he might be, to enter the apartments, prohibiting any repairs what- 
ever, and even settling a salary to pay watchmen if it were needful to secure 
the absolute fulfilment of her intentions. At the expiration of that term, if 
the will of the testatrix has been duly carried out, the house is to become 
the property of my heirs, for, as you know, a notary cannot take a bequest. 
Otherwise la Grande Bret&he reverts to the heirs-at-law, but on condition 
of fulfilling certain conditions set forth in a codicil to the will, which is not 
to be opened till the expiration of the said term of fifty years. The will has 

not been disputed, so ’ And without finishing his sentence, the lanky 

notary looked at me with an air of triumph; I made him quite happy by 
offering him my congratulations. 

“ ‘Monsieur,’ I said in conclusion, ‘you have so vividly impressed me that 
I fancy I see the dying woman whiter than her sheets; her glittering eyes 
frighten me; I shall dream of her to-night. — But you must have formed 
some idea as to the instructions contained in that extraordinary will.’ 

“‘Monsieur,’ said he, with comical reticence, ‘I never allow myself to 
criticize the conduct of a person who honours me with the gift of a dia- 
mond.’ ‘ ' 

“However, I soon loosened the tongue of the discreet notary of Vendome, 
who communicated to me, not without long digressions, the opinions of the 
deep politicians of both sexes whose judgments are law in Vendome. But 
these opinions were so contradiptory, so diffuse, that I was near falling 
asleep in spite of the interest, I, felt. iii this authentic history. The notary’s 
ponderous voice and monotonous apcent^ accustomed no doubt to listen to 
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himself and to make himself listened to by his clients or fellow-townsmen, 
were too much for my curiosity. Happily/ he soon went away. 

“ ‘Ah ha, Monsieuiv said he on the stairs, ‘a good many persons would 
be glad to live five-and-forty years longer; but — one moment!’ and he laid 
the first finger of his right hand to his nostril with a cunning look, as much 
as to say, ‘Mark my words!-— To last as long as that — as long as that/ said 
he, you must not be past sixty now.’ 

“I closed my door, having been roused from my apathy by this last speech, 
which the notary thought very funny; then I sat down in my armchair, with 
my feet on the fire-dogs. I had lost myself in a romance a la Radcliffe, con- 
structed on the juridical base given me by Monsieur Regnault, when the 
door, opened by a woman’s cautious hand, turned on the hinges. I saw my 
landlady come in, a buxom, florid dame, always good-humoured, who had 
missed her calling in life. She was a Fleming, who ought to have seen the 
light in a picture by Teniers. 

‘“Well, Monsieur,’ said she, ‘Monsieur Regnault has no doubt been giving 
you his history of la Grande Breteche.?’ 

“ ‘Yes, Madame Lepas.’ 

“ ‘And what did he tell you?’ 

“I repeated in a few words the creepy and sinister story of Madame de 
Merret. At each sentence my hostess put her head forward, looking at me 
with an innkeeper’s keen scrutiny, a happy compromise between the instinct 
of a police constable, the astuteness of a spy, and the cunning of a dealer. 

“ ‘My good Madame Lepas,’ said I as I ended, ‘you seem to know more 
about it;. Heh? If not, why have you come up to me?’ 

“ ‘On my word, as an honest woman ’ 

“ ‘Do not swear; your eyes are big with a secret. You knew Monsieur de 
Merret; what sort of man was he?’ 

“ ‘Monsieur de Merret — well, you see he was a man you never could see 
the top of, he was so tall! A very good gentleman, from Picardy, and who 
had, as we say, his head close to his cap. He paid for everything down, so 
as never to have difSculties with anyone. He was hot-tempered, you see! All 
our ladies liked him very much.’ 

“ ‘Because he was hot-tempered?’ I asked her, 

“ ‘Weil, may be,’ said she; ‘and you may suppose, sir, that a man had to 
have something to show for a figure-head before he could marry Madame 
de Merret, who, without any reflection on others, was the handsomest and 
richest heiress in our parts. She had about twenty thousand francs a year. 
All the town was at the wedding; the bride was pretty and sweet-looking, 
quite a gem of a woman. Oh, they were a handsome couple in their day!’ 

“ ‘And were they happy together?’ ' , „ 

“ ‘Hm, hm! so-so — so far as cati be guessed, for, as you may suppose, we 
of the common sort were not hail-fellow-wdl-met with them.— Madame de 
Merret was a kind woman and very pleasantj, \yho had no doubt sometimes 
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to put up with her husband’s tantrums. But though he was rather haughty, 
w'e tvere fond of him. After all, it was his . place to behave so. When a man 
is a born nobleman, you see— ’ 

“ ‘Still, there must have been some catastrophe for Monsieur and Madame 
de Merret to part so violently.?’ 

“‘I did not say there was any catastrophe, sir. I know nothing about it.’ 

“ ‘Indeed. Well, now, I am sure you know everything.’ 

“‘Well, sir, I will tell you the whole story.— When I saw Monsieur 
Regnault go up to see you, it struck me that he would speak to you about 
Madame de Merret as having to do with la Grande Bret&he. That put it 
into my head to ask your advice, sir, seeming to me that you are a man of 
good judgment and incapable of playing a poor woman hke me false— for I 
never did anyone a wrong, and yet I am tormented by my conscience. Up 
to now I have never dared to say a word to the people of these parts; they 
are all chatter-mags, with tongues like knives. And never till now, sir, have 
I had any traveller here who stayed so long in the inn as you have, and to 
whom I could tell the history of the fifteen thousand francs ’ 

‘“My dear Madame Lepas, if there is anything in your story of a nature 
to compromise me,’ I said, interrupting the flow of her words, ‘I would not 
hear it for all the world.’ 


“ ‘You need have no fears,’ said shes; ‘you will see.’ 

“Her eagerness made me suspect that I was not the only person to whom 
my worthy landlady had communicated the secret of which I was to be sole 
possessor, but I listened. 

“‘Monsieur,’ said she, ‘when the Emperor sent the Spaniards here, 
prisoners of war and others, I was required to lodge at the charge of the 
Government a young Spaniard sent to Vendome on parole. Notwithstand- 
ing his parole, he had to show himself every day to the sub-prefect. He was 
a Spanish grandee— neither more nor less. He had a name in os and dia, 
something like Bagos de Feredia. I wrote his name down in my books, and 
you may see it if you like. Ah! he was a handsome young fellow for a 
Spaniard, who are all ugly they say. He was not more than five feet two or 
three in height, but so well made; and he had little hands that he kept so 
beautifullyl Ah! you should have seen them. He had as many brushes for 
his hands as a woman has for her toilet. He had thick, black hair, a flame in 
his eye, a somewhat coppery complexion, but which I admired all the 
same. He wore the finest linen I have ever seen, though I have had princesses 
to lodge here, and, among others. General Bertrand, the Due and Duchesse 
d’Abrantes, Monsieur Descazes, and the King of Spain. He did not eat 
much, but he had such polite arid amiable ways that it was impossible to 
owe him a grudge for that. Oh! I was very fond of him, though he did not 
say four words to.me in a days and it was impossible to have the least bit 
, of talk with him; if he tvasi spoken to, he did not answer; it is a way, a 
; mania they all Mye, it seem,/;,., L. ‘ 
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'' 'He read his breviary like a priest, and and all the services 

quite regularly. And where did he post himself?— we found this out later. 
—Within two yards of Madame de Merret’s chapel. As he took that place 
the very first time he entered the church, no one imagined that there was 
any purpose in it. Besides, he never raised his nose above his book, poor 
young man! And then, Monsieur, of an evening he went for a walk on the 
hill among the ruins of the old castle. It was his only amusement, poor man; 
it reminded him of his native land. They say that Spain is all hills! 

“'One evening, a few days after he was sent here, he was out very late. I 
was rather uneasy when he did not come in till just on the stroke of mid- 
night; but we all got used to his whims; he took the key of the door, and 
we never sat up for him. He lived in a house belonging to us in the Rue des 
Casernes. Well, then, one of our stable-boys told us one evening that, going 
down to wash the horses in the river, he fancied he had seen the Spanish 
grandee swimming some little way off, just like a fish. When he came in, I 
told him, to be careful of the weeds, and he seemed put out at having been 
seen in the water. 

“.'At last, Monsieur, one day, or rather one morning, we did not find him 
in his room; he had not come back. By hunting through his things, I found 
a written paper in the drawer of his table, with fifty pieces of Spanish gold 
of the kind they call doubloons, worth about five thousand francs; and in a 
little sealed box ten thousand francs’ worth of diamonds. The paper said 
that in case he should not return, he left us this money and these diamonds 
in trust to found Masses to thank God for his escape and for his salvation. 

'' ‘At that time I still had my husband, who ran off in search of him. And 
this is the queer part of the story: he brought back the Spaniard’s clothes, 
which he had found under a big stone on a sort of breakwater along the 
river bank, nearly opposite la Grande Breteche. My husband went so early 
that no one saw him. After reading the letter, he burnt the clothes, and, in 
obedience to Count Fa-edia’s wish, we announced that he had escaped, 

" 'The sub-prefect set all the constabulary at his heels; but, pshaw! he was 
never caught. Lepas believed that the Spaniard had drowned himself. I, sir, 
have never thought so; I believe, on the contrary, that he had something to 
do with the business about Madame de Merret, seeing that Rosalie told me 
that the crucifix her mistress was so fond’ of that she had it buried with her, 
was made of ebony and silver; now in the early days of his stay here, 
Monsieur FerMia had one of ebony and silver which I never saw later. — 
And now, Monsieur, do not you say that I need have no remorse about the 
Spaniard’s fifteen thousand francs ? Are they not really and truly mine?’ 

“ 'Certainly. — But have you never tried to question Rosalie?’ said 1. 

'"Oh, to be sure I have, sir. But what is to be done? That girl is like a 
wall. She knows something, but it is impossible to make her talk.’ 

“After chatting with me for a few minutes^ my hostess left me a prey to 
vague and sinister thoughts, to romanffc curiosity,; a religious dread, 
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not unlike the dec^ emotion which comes upon us when we go into a dark 
church at night and discern a feeble light glimmering under a lofty vault— 
a dim figure glides across—the sweep of a gown or of a priest’s cassock is 
audible— and we shiver! La Grande Breteche, with its rank grasses, its 
shuttered windows, its rusty ironwork, its locked doors, its deserted rooms, 
suddenly rose before me in fantastic vividness. I tried to get into the mys- 
terious dwelling to search out the heart of this solemn story, this drama 
which had killed three persons. 

“Rosalie became in my eyes the most interesting being in Venddme. As I 
studied her, I detected signs of an inmost thought, in spite of the blooming 
health that glowed in her dimpled face. There was in her soul some element 
of ruth or of hope; her manner suggested a secret, like the expression of 
devout souls who pray in excess, or of a girl who has killed her child and 
for ever hears its last cry. Nevertheless, she was simple and clumsy in her 
ways; her vacant smile had nothing criminal in it, and you would have pro- 
nounced her innocent only from seeing the large red and blue checked 
kerchief that covered her stalwart bust, tucked into the tight-laced square 
bodice of a lilac- and white-striped gown. ‘No,’ said I to myself, 1 will not 
quit Venddme without knowing the whole history of la Grande Breteche. 
To achieve this end, I will make love to Rosalie if it proves necessary.’ 

“ ‘Rosalie!’ said I one evening. 

“ ‘Your servant, sir.?’ 

“ ‘You are not married.?’ She started a little. 

“‘Oh! there is no lack of men if ever I take a fancy to be miserable!’ she 
replied, laughing. She got over her agitation at once; for every woman, 
from the highest lady to the inn-servant inclusive, has a native presence of 
mind. 

“‘Yes; you are fresh and good-looking enough never to lack lovers! But 
tell me, Rosalie, why did you become an inn-servant on leaving Madame de 
Merret? Did she not leave you some little annuity?’ 

“ ‘Oh yes, sir. But my place here is the best in all the town of Venddme,’ 

“This reply was such a one as judges and attorneys call evasive. Rosalie, 
as it seemed to me, held in this romantic affair the place of a middle square 
of the chess-board; she was at the very centre of the interest and of the 
truth; she appeared to me to be tied into the knot of it. It was not a case 
for ordinary love-making; this girl contained the last chapter of a romance, 
and from that moment all my, attentions were devoted to Rosalie. By dint 
of studying the girl, I observed in her, as in every woman whom we make 
our ruling thought, a variety of good qualities; she was clean and neat; she 
was handsome, I need not say; she soon was possessed of every charm that 
desire can lend to a woman in whatever rank of life. A fortnight after the 
notary’s visit, one evening, or rather one morning, in the small hours. I 
said to Rosalie: . . ; , . ; ' r 

. . ‘Come, tell me all you know about Madame de Merret.’ 
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'' ‘OhP she eried in terror^ -do not ask me that. Monsieur Horace^^K 

“Her handsome features clouded over, her bright eolouring grew pale, 
and her eyes lost their artless, liquid brightness. 

/\Well,’ she said, 1 will tell you; but keep the secret carefully.’ 

“'All right, my child; I will keep all your secrets with a thief’s honour, 
which is the most loyal known.’ 

“ If it is all the same to you,’ said she, ‘I would rather it should be with 
yourvGwn.’"' 

“Thereupon she set her head-kerchief straight, and settled herself to tell 
the tale; for there is no doubt a particular attitude of confidence and 
security is necessary to the telling of a narrative. The best tales are told at a 
certain hour— just as we are all here at table. No one ever told a story 
well standing up, or fasting. 

“If I were to reproduce exactly Rosalie’s diffuse eloquence, a whole 
volume would scarcely contain it. Now, as the event of which she gave me a 
confused account stands exactly midway between the notary’s gossip and 
that of Madame Lepas, as precisely as the middle term of a rule-of-three 
sum stands between the first and third, I have only to relate it in as few 
words as may be. I shall therefore be brief. 

“The room at la Grande Breteche in which Madame de Merret slept 
was on the ground floor; a little cupboard in the wall, about four feet 
deep, served her to hang her dresses in. Three months before the evening 
of which I have to relate the events, Madame de Merret had been seriously 
ailing, so much so that her husband had left her to herself, and had his own 
bed-room on the first floor. By one of those accidents which k is impos- 
sible to foresee, he came in that evening two hours later than usual from 
the club, where he went to read the papers and talk politics with the resi- 
dents in the neighbourhood. His wife supposed him to have come in, to 
be in bed and asleep. But the invasion of France had been the subject of a 
very animated discussion; the game of billiards had waxed vehement; he 
had lost forty francs, an enormous sum at Vendome, where everybody is 
thrifty, and where social habits are restrained within the bounds of a sim- 
plicity worthy of all praise, and the foundation perhaps of a form of true 
happiness which no Parisian would care for, 

“For some time past Monsieur de Merret had been satisfied to ask 
Rosalie whether his wife was in bed; on the girl’s replying always in the 
affirmative, he at once went to his own room, with the good faith that comes 
of habit and confidence. But this evening, on coming in, he took it into 
his head to go to see Madame de Merret, to tell her of his ill-luck, and 
perhaps to find consolation.. During dinner he had observed that his wife 
was very becomingly dressed; he reflected as he came home from the 
club that his wife was certainly much better; that convalescence had im- 
proved her beauty, discovering it, as husbands' discover everything, a little 
too late. Instead of calling Rosalie, who was in the kitchen at the moment 
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watching the cook and the coachman playing a puzzling hand at cards, 
Monsieur de Merret made his way to his wife’s room by the light of 
lantern, which he set down on the lowest step of the stairs. His step, easy 
to recognize, rang under the vaulted passage. 

"At the instant when the gentleman turned the key to enter his wdfe’s 
room, he fancied he heard the door shut of the closet of w^hich I have 
spoken; but wdien he went in, Madame de Merret was alone, standing in 
front of the fireplace. The unsuspecting husband fancied that Rosalie was 
in the cupboard; nevertheless, a doubt, ringing in his ears like a peal of 
bells, put him on his guard; he looked at his wife, and read in her eyes an 
indescribably anxious and haunted expression. 

“Tou are very late,’ said she.— Her voice, usually so clear and sweet, 
struck him as being slightly husky. 

“Monsieur de Merret made no reply, for at this moment Rosalie came 
in. This was like a thunderclap. He walked up and down the room, going 
from one window to another at a regular pace, his arms folded. 

“Have you had bad news, or are you ill.?’ his wife asked him timidly, 
while Rosalie helped her to undress. He made no reply. 

“ ‘You can go, Rosalie,’ said Madame de Merret to her maid; ‘I can put in 
my curl-papers myself.’ — She scented disaster at the mere aspect of her hus- 
band’s face, and wished to be alone with him. As soon as Rosalie w^as gone, 
or supposed to be gone, for she lingered a few minutes in the passage, 
Monsieur de Merret came and stood facing his wife, and said coldly, 
‘Madame, there is someone in your cupboard!’ She looked at her husband 
calmly, and replied quite simply, ‘No, Monsieur.’ 

“This ‘No’ wrung Monsieur de Merret’s heart; he did not believe it; and 
yet his wife had never appeared purer or more saintly than she seemed to 
be at this moment. He rose to go and open the closet door. Madame de 
Merret took his hand, stopped him, looked at him sadly, and said in a voice 
of strange emotion, ‘Remember, if you should find no one there, every- 
thing must be at an end between you and me.’ 

“The extraordinary dignity of his wife’s attitude filled him with deep 
esteem for her, and inspired him with one of those resolves which need 
only a grander stage to become immortal. 

“ ‘No, Josephine,’ he said, ‘I will not open it. In either event we should 
be parted for ever. Listen; I know all the purity of your soul, I know you 
lead a saintly life, and would not commit a deadly sin to save your life.’ — ^At 
these words Madame de Merret looked at her husband with a haggard stare 
— ‘See, her is your crucifix,’ he went on.^^ wear to me before God that there 
is no one in there; I will believe you— I will never open that door.’ 

“Madame de Merret took up tfie' crucifix and said, ‘I swear it.’ 

‘Louder,’ said her husband;- -and repeat: “I swear before God that 
there is nobody in that closet.”,’ She repeated the words without flinch- 
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“‘That will do/ said Monsieur de Merret coldly. After a moment’s 
silence: ‘You have there a fine piece of work which I never saw before/ 
said hcs examining the crucifix of ebony and silver, very artistically wrought. 

“ 1 found it at Duvivier’s; last year when that troop of Spanish prisoners 
came through Vendonie, he bought it of a Spanish monk.’ 

“ ‘Indeed/ said Monsieur de Merret, hanging the crucifix on its nail; and 
he rang the bell. 

“He had not to wait for Rosalie. Monsieur de Merret went forward 
quickly to meet her, led her into the bay of the window that looked on to the 
garden, and said to her in an undertone: 

“‘I know that Gorenflot wants to marry you, that poverty alone pre- 
vents your setting up house, and that you told him you would not be his 
wife till he found means to become a master mason. — Well, go and fetch 
him; tell him to come here with his trowel and tools. Contrive to wake no 
one in his house but himself. His reward will be beyond your wishes. Above 
all, go out without saying a word — or else!’ and he frowned. 

“Rosalie was going, and he called her back. ‘Here, take my latch-key/ 
said he. 

“‘Jean!’ Monsieur de Merret called in a voice of thunder down the pas- 
sage. Jean, who was both coachman and confidential servant, left his cards 
and came. 

“‘Go to bed, all of you,’ said his master, beckoning him to come close; 
and the gentleman added in a whisper, ‘When they are all asleep — mind, 
asleep — you understand.?’ — come down and tell me.’ 

“Monsieur de Merret, who had never lost sight of his wife while giving 
his orders, quietly came back to her at the fireside, and began to tell her 
the details of the game of billiards and the discussion at the club. When 
Rosalie returned she found Monsieur and Madame de Merret conversing 
amiably. 

“Not long before this Monsieur de Merret had had new’' ceilings made 
to all the reception-rooms on the ground floor. Plaster is very scarce at 
Vendome; the price is enhanced by the cost of carriage; the gentleman 
had therefore had a considerable quantity delivered to him, knowdng that 
he could always find purchasers for what might be left. It was this circum- 
stance which suggested the plan he carried out. 

“ ‘Gorenflot is here, sir,’ said Rosalie in a whisper. 

“ ‘Tell him to come in,’ said her master aloud. 

“Madame de Merret turned paler when she saw the mason. 

“ ‘Gorenflot/ said her husband, ‘go and fetch some bricks from the coach- 
house; bring enough to wall up the door of this cupboard; you can use the 
plaster that is left for cement.’ Then, dragging Rosalie and the workman 
close to him — ‘Listen, Gorenflot/ said He, in a low voice, ‘you are to sleep 
here to-night; but to-morrow morning you. shall have a passport to take 
you abroad to a place I will tell you of. I will give you six thousand francs 
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for your jom'ney. You must live in that town for years; if you find you 
do not like itf you may settle in another, but it must be in the same coun- 
try. Go through Paris and wait there till I Join you. I will there give you 
an agreement for six thousand francs more, to be paid to you on your re- 
turn, provided you have carried out the conditions of the bargain. For that 
price you are to keep perfect silence as to what you have to do this night. 
To you, Rosalie, I will secure ten thousand francs, which will not be paid 
to you till your wedding day, and on condition of your marrying Goren- 
flot; but, to get married, you must hold your tongue. If not, no wedding 
gift!’ 

“ ‘Rosalie,’ said Madame de Merret, Yome and brush , my hair.’ 

“Her husband quietly walked up and down the room, keeping an eye 
on the door, on the mason, and on his wife, but without any insulting dis- 
play of suspicion. Gorenflot could not help making some noise. Madame 
dc Merret seized a moment when he was unloading some bricks, and when 
her husband was at the other end of the room, to say to Rosalie: ‘My dear 
child, I will give you a thousand francs a year if only you will tell Goren- 
flot to leave a crack at the bottom.’ Then she added aloud quite coolly: 
‘You had better help him.’ 

“Monsieur and Madame de Merret were silent all the time while Goren- 
flot was walling up the door. This silence was intentional on the husband’s 


part; he did not wish to give his wife the opportunity of saying anything 
with a double meaning. On Madame de Merret’s side it was pride or pru- 
dence. When the wall was half built up the cunning mason took advantage 
of his master’s back being turned to break one of the two panes in the top of 
the door with a blow of his pick. By this Madame de Merret understood 
that Rosalie had spoken to Gorenflot. They all three then saw the face of 
a dark, gloomy-looking man, with black hair and flaming eyes. 

“Before her husband turned round again the poor woman had nodded to 
the stranger, to whom the signal was meant to convey, ‘Hope.’ 

“At four o’clock, as day was dawning, for it was the month of Sep- 
tember, the work was done. The mason was placed in charge of Jean, and 
Monsieur de Merret slept in his wife’s room. 

“Next morning when he got up he said with apparent carelessness, ‘Oh, 
by the way, I must go to the Mairie for the passport,’ He put on his hat, 
took two or three steps towards the door, paused, and took the crucifix. 
His wife was trembling with ^ 

“ ‘He will go to Duvivier’s,’ thought she. 

“As soon as he had left, Madame de Merret rang for Rosalie, and then in 
a terrible voice she cried: ‘The pick! Bring the pick! and set to work, I saw 
how Gorenflot did it yesterday; we shall have time to make a gap and 
build it up again.’ , J ' • 

“In an instant Rosalie had brought her mistress a sort of cleaver; she, with 
^'Vehemence of\y^hich.no,.^or^^ anidea, set to work to demolish 


a vehemence of whichmo, words, can give ai 




THE GRAY CHAMPION 


57 


tKe wall. She liad already got out a few bricks, when, turning to deal a 
stronger blow than before, she saw behind her Monsieur de Merret. S!he 
fainted away.' 

“ ‘Lay Madame on her bed/ said he coldly. 

“Foreseeing what would certainly happen in his absence, he had laid 
this trap for his wife; he had merely written to the Maire and sent for 
Duvivier. The jeweller arrived just as the disorder in the room had been 
repaire'd. 

“ ‘Duvivier/ asked Monsieur de Merret, ‘did not you buy some crucifixes 
of the Spaniards who passed through the town. 

“ ‘No,, Monsieur.’' ' 

“ ‘Very good; thank you,’ said he, flashing a tiger’s glare at his wife. 
‘Jean/ he added, turning to his confidential valet, ‘you can serve my meals 
here in Madame de Merret’s room. She is ill, and I shall not leave her till 
she recovers.’ 

“The cruel man remained in his wife’s room for twenty days. During the 
earlier time, when there was some little noise in the closet, and Josephine 
wanted to intercede for the dying man, he said, without allowing her to 
utter a word, ‘You swore on the Cross that there was no one there.’ ” 

After this story all the ladies rose from table, and thus the spell under 
which Bianchon had held them was broken. But there were some among 
them who had almost shivered at the last words. 


THE GRAY CHAMPION 

Mathaniel Hawthorne 

(1804-1864) 


There was once a time when New England groaned under the actual 
pressure of heavier wrongs than those threatened ones which brought on 
the Revolution. James II, the bigoted successor of Charles the Voluptuous, 
had annulled the charters of all the colonies, and sent a harsh and unprin- 
cipled soldier to take away our liberties and endanger our religion. The 
administration of Sir Edmund Andros lacked scarcely a single characteristic 
of tyranny: a Governor and Council, holding ojffice from the King, and 
wholly independent of the country; laws- rnade and taxes levied without 
concurrence of the people immediate dr by their representatives; the rights 
of private citizens violated, and the titles of all landed propeity/declared 


58 .' : TELLERS OF TALES ^ 

¥oid; the voice of complaint stifled by restrictions on the press; and, finally, 
disaifection overawed by the first band of mercenary troops that ever 
marched on our free soil. For two years our ancestors were kept in sullen 
submission by that filial love which had invariably secured their allegiance 
to the mother country, whether its head chanced to be a Parliament, Pro- 
tector, or Popish Monarch. Till these evil times, however, such allegiance 
had been merely nominal, and the colonists had ruled themselves, enjoying 
far more freedom than is even yet the privilege of the native subjects of 
■„ .Great Britain. 

At length a rumor reached our shores that the Prince of Orange had 
ventured on an enterprise, the success of which would be the triumph of 
civil and religious rights and the salvation of New England. It was but a 
doubtful whisper; it might be false, or the attempt might fail; and, in either 
case, the man that stirred against King James would lose his head. Still the 
intelligence produced a marked effect. The people smiled mysteriously in 
the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors; while far and wide 
there was a subdued and silent agitation, as if the slightest signal would 
rouse the whole land from its sluggish despondency. Aware of their danger, 
the rulers resolved to avert it by an imposing display of strength, and per- 
haps to confirm their despotism by yet harsher measures. One afternoon in 
April, 1689, Sir Edmund Andros and his favorite councillors, being warm 
with wine, assembled the red-coats of the Governor's Guard, and made their 
appearance in the streets of Boston. The sun was near setting when the 
march commenced. 

The roll of the drum at that unquiet crisis seemed to go through the 
streets, less as the martial music of the soldiers, than as a muster-call to the 
inhabitants themselves. A multitude, by various avenues, assembled in King 
Street, which was destined to be the scene, nearly a century afterwards, of 
another encounter between the. troops of Britain, and- a people struggling 
against her tyranny. Though more than sixty years had elapsed since the 
pilgrims came, this crowd of their descendants still showed the strong and 
sombre features of their character perhaps more strikingly in such a stern 
emergency than on happier occasions. There were the sober garb, the general 
severity of mien, the gloomy but undismayed expression, the scriptural 
forms of speech, and the confidence in Heaven’s blessing on a righteous 
cause, which would have marked a band of the original Puritans, when 
threatened by some peril of the wilderness. Indeed, it was not yet time for 
the old spirit to be extinct; since there were men in the street that day who 
had worshipped there beneath the trees, before a house was reared to the 
God for whom they had become exiles. Old soldiers of the Parliament were 
here, too, smiling grimly at the thought that their aged arms might strike 
another blow against the house of Stuart., Here, also, were the veterans of 
King Philip’s war, who had burned villages and slaughtered young and old, 
with pious fi<^rCeness, while the godly souls throughout the land were help- 
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ieg them with prayer. Several ministers were scattered among the crowd, 
which, unlike all other mobs, regarded them with such reverence, as if 
there were sanctity in their very garments. These holy men exerted their 
influence to quiet the people, but not to disperse them. Meantime, the pur- 
pose. of the Governor, in disturbing the peace of the town at a period when 
the slightest commotion might throw the country into a ferment, was almost 
the universal subject of inquiry, and variously explained. 

''Satan will strike his master-stroke presently,” cried some, "because he 
knoweth that his time is short. All our godly pastors are to be dragged to 
prison! We shall see them at a Smithfield fire in King Street!” 

Hereupon the people of each parish gathered closer round their minister, 
who looked calmly upwards and assumed a more apostolic dignity, as well 
befitted a candidate for the highest honor of his profession, the crown of 
martyrdom. It was actually fancied, at that period, that New England might 
have a John Rogers of her own to take the place of that worthy in the 
Primer. 

"The Pope of Rome has given orders for a new St. Bartholomew!” cried 
others. "We are to be massacred, man and male child!” 

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although the wiser class be- 
lieved the Governor’s object somewhat less atrocious. His predecessor under 
the old charter, Bradstreet, a venerable companion of the first settlers, was 
known to be in town. There were grounds for conjecturing, that Sir Ed- 
mund Andros intended at once to strike terror by a parade of military 
force, and to confound the opposite faction by possessing himself of their 
chief. 

"Stand firm for the old charter. Governor!” shouted the crowd, seizing 
upon the idea. "The good old Governor Bradstreet!” 

While this cry was at the loudest, the people were surprised by the well- 
known figure of Governor Bradstreet himself, a patriarch of nearly ninety, 
who appeared on the elevated steps of a door, and, with characteristic mild- 
ness, besought them to submit to the constituted authorities. 

“My children,” concluded this venerable person, "do nothing rashly. Cry 
not aloud, but pray for the welfare of New England, and expect patiently 
what the Lord will do in this matter!” 

The event was soon to be decided. All this time, the roll of the drum had 
been approaching through Cornhill, louder and deeper, till vnth reverbera- 
tions from house to house, and the regular tramp of martial footsteps, it 
burst into the street. A double rank of soldiers made their appearance, 
occupying the whole breadth of the passage, with shouldered matchlocks, 
and matches burning, so as to present a row of fires in the dusk. Their 
steady march was like the progress of a machine, that would roll irresistibly 
over everything in its way. Next, moving slowly, with a confused clatter of 
hoofs on the pavement, rode a party of. mounted gentlemen, the central 
figure being Sir Edmund Andros,, elderly, but erect and sqldier-Iike. Those 
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around him were his favorite councillorsy and the bitterest foes of New 
England. At his right hand rode Edward Randolph, our arch-enemy, that 
‘blasted wretch, Cotton Mather calls him, who achieved the downfall 
of our ancient government, and was followed with a sensible curse, through 
life and to his grave. On the other side was Bullivant, scattering jests and 
mockery as he rode along. Dudley came behind, with a downcast look, 
dreading, as well he might, to meet the indignant gaze of the people, wbo 
beheld him, their only countryman by birth, among the oppressors of his 
native land. The captain of a frigate in the harbor, and two or three civil 
officers under the Crown, Were also there. But the figure which most 
attracted the public eye, and stirred up the deepest feeling, was the 
Episcopal clergyman of King’s Chapel, riding haughtily among the magis- 
trates in his priestly vestments, the fitting representative of prelacy and 
persecution, the union of church and state, and all those abominations 
which had driven the Puritans to the wilderness. Another guard of soldiers, 
in double rank, brought up the rear. 

The whole scene was a picture of the condition of New England, and its 
moral, the deformity of any government that does not grow out of the 
nature of things and the character of the people. On one side the religious 
multitude, with their sad visages and dark attire, and on the other, the 
group of despotic rulers, with the high churchman in the midst, and here 
and there a crucifix at their bosoms, all magnificently clad, flushed with 
wine, proud of unjust authority, and scoffing at the universal groan. And 
the mercenary soldiers, waiting but the word to deluge the street with 
blood, showed the only means by which obedience could be secured. 

Lord of Hosts,” cried a voice among the crowd, “provide a Champion 
for thy people!” 

This ejaculation was loudly uttered, and served as a herald’s cry, to intro- 
duce a remarkable personage. The crowd had rolled back, and were now 
huddled together nearly at the extremity of the street, while the soldiers 
had advanced no more than a third of its length. The intervening space 
was empty—a paved solitude, between lofty edifices, which threw almost a 
twilight shadow over it. Suddenly, there was seen the figure of an ancient 
man, who seemed to have emerged from among the people, and was walk- 
ing by himself along the centre of the street, to confront the armed band. 
He wore the old Puritan dress, a dark cloak and a steeple-crowned hat, in 
the fashion of at least fifty years before, with a heavy sword upon his thigh, 
but a staff in his hand to assist the tremulous gait of age. 

When at some distance from the multitude, the old man turned slowly 
round, displaying a face of antique majesty, rendered doubly venerable by 
the hoary beard that descended on his breast. He made a gesture at once 
of encouragement and warnings then turne'd again, and resumed his way. 

' ' . ' \ .;;','^^_'*Whois this gray patriarchl’kaskedthe 'young men of their sires. 

. ,, : . , i , 'Who is this veperabie-bf other the old men among themselves. 
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But none could make reply. The fathers of the people, those of fourscore 
years and upwards, were disturbed, deeming it strange that they should 
forget one of such evident authority, whom they must have known in their 
early days, the associate of Winthrop, and all the old councillors, giving 
laws, and making prayers, and leading them against the savage. The elderly 
men ought to have remembered him, too, with locks as gray in their youth, 
as their own were now. And the young! How could he have passed so 
utterly from their memories— that hoary sire, the relic of long-departed 
times, whose awful benediction had surely been bestowed on their un- 
Govered heads, in childhood ? 

‘‘Whence did he come? What is his purpose? Who can this old man be?” 
whispered the wondering crowd. 

Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff in hand, was pursuing his solitary 
walk along the centre of the street. As he drew near the advancing soldiers, 
and as the roll of their drum came full upon his ear, the old man raised 
himself to a loftier mien, while the decrepitude of age seemed to fall from 
his shoulders, leaving him in gray but unbroken dignity. Now, he marched 
onward with a warrior’s step, keeping time to the military music. Thus the 
aged form advanced on one side, and the whole parade of soldiers and 
magistrates on the other, till, when scarcely twenty yards remained between, 
the old man grasped his staff by the middle, and held it before him like a 
leader’s truncheon. 

“Stand!” cried he. 

The eye, the face, and attitude of command; the solemn, yet warlike peal 
of that voice, fit either to rule a host in the battle-field or be raised to God 
in prayer, were irresistible. At the old man’s word and outstretched arm, 
the roll of the drum was hushed at once, and the advancing line stood still. 
A tremulous enthusiasm seized upon the multitude. That stately form, 
combining the leader and the saint, so gray, so dimly seen, in such an ancient 
garb, could only belong to some old champion of the righteous cause, whom 
the oppressor’s drum had summoned from his grave. They raised a shout of 
aw^e and exultation, and looked for the deliverance of New England. 

The Governor, and the gentlemen of his party, perceiving themselves 
brought to an unexpected stand, rode hastily forward, as if they would have 
pressed their snorting and affrighted horses right against the hoary appari- 
tion. He, however, blenched not a step, but glancing his severe eye round 
the group, which half encompassed, him, at last bent it sternly on Sir 
Edmund Andros. One would have thought that the dark old man was 
chief ruler there, and that the Governor and Council, with soldiers at their 
back, representing the whole power 'and authority of the Crown, had no 
alternative but obedience. . ■ ’ , . , . - ' , - 

“What does this old fellow here?’’ cried Edward Randolph, fiercely. “On, 
Sir Edmund! Bid the. soldiers forward, and give tfie dotard^ the same choice 
that you give all his countrymen-T^to stand aside, or fee trampled on!” :r"v 
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'‘Nay, nayj let us show respect to the good grand-sire/’ said Bullivant, 
laughing. “See you not, he is some old romid'-headed dignitary, who hath 
lain asleep these thirty years, and knows nothing of the change of times? 
Doubtless, he thinks to put us down with a proclamation in Old Noll’s 
name!” ■ 

“Are you mad, old man?” demanded Sir Edmund Andros, in loud and 
harsh tones. “How dare you stay the march of King James’s Governor?” 

“X have stayed the march of a King himself, ere now,” replied the gray 
figure, with stern composure. “l am here, Sir Governor, because the cry of 
an oppressed people hath disturbed me in my secret place; and beseeching 
this favor earnestly of the Lord, it was vouchsafed me to appear once 
again on earth, in the good old cause of his saints. And what speak ye of 
James? There is no longer a Popish tyrant on the throne of England, and 
by to-morrow noon, his name shall be a byword in this very street, where 
ye would make it a word of terror. Back, thou that wast a Governor, back! 
With this night thy power is ended— to-morrow, the prison! — back, lest I 
foretell the scaffold ! ” 

The people had been drawing nearer and nearer and drinking in the 
words of their champion, who spoke in accents long disused, like one un- 
accustomed to converse, except with the dead of many years ago. But his 
voice stirred their souls. They confronted the soldiers, not wholly without 
arms, and ready to convert the very stones of the street into deadly weapons. 
Sir Edmund Andros looked at the old man; then he cast his hard and cruel 
eye over the multitude, and beheld them burning with that lurid wrath, so 
difficult to kindle or to quench; and again he fixed his gaze on the aged 
form, which stood obscurely in an open space, where neither friend nor 
foe had thrust himself. What were his thoughts, he uttered no word which 
might discover. But whether the oppressor were overawed by the Gray 
Champion’s look, or perceived his peril in the threatening attitude of the 
people, it is certain that he gave back, and ordered his soldiers to com- 
mence a slow and guarded retreat. Before another sunset, the Governor, 
and all that rode so proudly with him, were prisoners, and long ere it was 
known that James had abdicated, King William was proclaimed throughout 
New England. 

But where was the Gray Champion? Some reported that, when the troops 
had gone from King Street, and the people were thronging tumultuously 
in their rear, Bradstreet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace a form 
more aged than his own. Others soberly affirmed, that while they marvelled 
at the venerable grandeur of his aspect, the old man had faded from their 
eyes, melting slowly into' the'Rues of twilight, till, where he stood, there 
was an empty space. But all agreed that the hoary shape was gone. The 
men of that generation watched for his reappearance, in sunshine and in 
twilight, but never saw him more, nor knew when his funeral passed, nor 
where his gravestone was.-’ 
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And who was the Gray Champion? Perhaps his name might be found in 
the records of that stern Court of Justice^ wEich passed a sentence^ too 
mighty for the age, but glorious in all after-times, for its humbling lesson 
to the monarch and its high example to the subject. I have heard, that when- 
ever the descendants of the Puritans are to show the spirit of their sires, 
the old man appears again. When eighty years had passed, he walked once 
more in King Street. Five years later, in the twilight of an April morning, 
he stood on the green, beside the meeting-house, at Lexington, where now 
the obelisk of granite, with a slab of slate inlaid, commemorates the first 
fallen of the Revolution. And when our fathers were toiling at the breast- 
work on Bunker’s Hill, all through that night the old warrior walked his 
rounds. Long, long may it be, ere he comes again! His hour is one of dark- 
ness, and adversity, "and peril. But should domestic tyranny oppress us, or 
the invader’s step pollute our soil, still may the Gray Champion come, for 
he is the type of New England’s hereditary spirit; and his shadowy march, 
on the eve of danger, must ever be the pledge, that New England’s sons 
will vindicate their ancestry. 


THE CRIMSON CURTAIN 
Jules Barbey d’Aurevilly 

(1808-1889) 

TRANSLATED BY ERNEST BOYD 


A. CONSIDERABLE NUMBER of years ago I went to shoot waterfowl in the 
western marshes, and, as there was no railway then, I took the diligence, 
which passed the cross-roads near the Chateau de Rueil, and which at that 
precise moment contained only one passenger inside. This person, a very 
remarkable man in every respect, and whom I knew by having often met 
him in society, I will ask your permission to introduce as the Vicomte de 
Brassard. The precaution is probably useless! The few hundred people who 
constitute Parisian society are, no doubts able to supply the real name. It was 
about five o’clock in the evening. The sun, shed its slanting rays on a dusty 
road, edged with poplar-trees and fields, through which we rattled, drawn 
by four stout horses, whose strong flanks rolled heavily at each crack of the 
postilion’s whip— -a postilion always reminds, me of life, there is a great deal 
^':::;|bi);;;muph':;wh|p7C|ihi$inp:aff^ 



64 


TELLERS OF TALES 


Vicomte de Brassard time of life when he was no longer 

dis}3Gsed to crack his whip. But he was one of those men worthy of being 
an Englishman (he was educated in England), who, if he had been mortally 
wounded, would have died declaring he was alive. In the world, and even in 
books, we are used to laugh at the pretensions to youth of those who have 
passed the happy age of inexperience and foolishness — and the custom is 
not a bad one when the pretensions take a ridiculous form; but when they 
do not, but on the contrary assume a pride that will not confess defeat, I 
do not say they are not senseless, for they are useless, but they deserve 
respect, like many other senseless things. If it was heroic of the Guards at 
Waterloo to die and not surrender, it is the same when we are face to face 
with old age, which is not so romantic as bayonets. Some heads are built in 
a military manner, never to surrender, and that is the whole question, as it 
was at Waterloo. 

Vicomte de Brassard, who has not surrendered — ^he is still alive, and I 
will tell you about him later, for it is worth knowing— Vicomte de Brassard 
was then, at the time when I travelled with him in the diligence, what the 
world, which is as spiteful as an old woman, rudely calls ‘'an old beau.” For 
those who care little for words or figures, and who deem that in the matter 
of age a man is only as old as he appears to be, Vicomte de Brassard might 
have passed for a “beau” without any qualification. At least, at that very 
time the Marquise de V . . . —who was an expert judge of young men, and 
who had shaved a dozen men as clean as Delilah shaved Samson — wore, 
with much pride in an enamelled gold bracelet, one of the ends of the 
Vicomte’s moustache, of which time, or the devil, had not changed the 
colour. Only, whether old or not, do not attach to the expression “beau,” as 
the world has done, an idea of someone frivolous, lean, and cadaverous, for 
you would not have a proper idea of Vicomte de Brassard, in whom every- 
thing— intellect, manners, physiognomy — was large, opulent, redolent of 
patrician calmness, as befitted the most magnificent dandy I have ever 
known — I, who have seen Brummell go mad, and d’Orsay die. 

For he was really a true dandy. If he had been less so, he would certainly 
have become Marshal of France. He had been in his youth one of the most 
brilliant officers of the latter days 6f the First Empire. I have heard it said 
many times by his regimental comrades that he was distinguished by the ^ 
bravery of Murat added to that of Marmont, and that as he was cool and 
level-headed when the drums were not beating, he might in a short time 
. have attained to the highest rank of the military hierarchy if it had not been 
for dandyism. If you combine dandyism with the qualities which go to 
make up an officer— discipline, regularity, etc. — ^you will see how much of 
the officer will remain in the combination, and whether he does not blow up 
/ like a powder-magazine/If the Vicomte de Brassard had never exploded, it 
; was because, like ail daiidies; he was happy,; M have employed 

and so would Mazarihts^^ hutfor anbther reason. He was superb. 
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He had had that beauty which is necessary to a soldier more than 
one else, for there is no youth without beauty, and the army is the youth of 
France! It was that beauty, moreover, which not only seduces women; but 
circumstances themselves — the rascals— had not been the only protection 
spread over the head of Captain de Brassard. He was, I believe, of Norman 
family, of the race of William the Conqueror, and he had, it is said, con- 
quered a good deal himself. After the abdication of the Emperor, he had 
naturally gone over to the Bourbons, and, during the Hundred Days, had 
remained supernaturally faithful to them. So, when the Bourbons came back 
for the second time, the Vicomte was made a Chevalier of Saint-Louis and 
decorated by Charles X (then Monsieur) with his own royal hand. During 
the whole time of the Restoration, the handsome de Brassard never once 
mounted Guard at the Tuileries without the Duchesse of Angouleme 
addressing a few gracious words to him as she passed. She in whom mis- 
fortune had slain graciousness, managed to find some for him. The Minister, 
seeing this favour, would have done all he could to advance the man whom 
Madame thus singled out; but, with the best will in the world, what could 
be done for this terrible dandy who, at a review, had drawn his sword on 
the inspecting general for having made some remarks about his military 
duties.?^ It was quite enough to save him from a court martial. This careless 
disdain of discipline always distinguished Vicomte de Brassard. 

Except when on a campaign, when he was a thorough officer, he was 
never amenable to discipline. Many times he had been known — at the risk 
of being imprisoned for an indefinite period — to have secretly left a garrison, 
to go and amuse himself in some neighbouring town, and only to return 
when there was a review or a parade — warned by one of the soldiers, who 
loved him, for if his superiors scarcely cared to have under their orders a 
man to whom were repugnant all routine and discipline, the soldiers, on 
the other hand, adored him. To them he was an excellent officer. He only 
required that they should be brave, punctilious, and careful in their persons 
and dress, and thus realize the old type of the French soldier, as he is 
depicted in La Permission de dix henres, and in two or three old songs 
which are masterpieces in their way. He was, perhaps, too fond of making 
them fight duels, but he asserted that it was the best means he knew to 
develop the military spirit. '1 am not the government,” he said, “and I have 
no medals to give them when they fight bravely amongst themselves, but 
the Orders of which I am the grandmaster (he had a considerable private 
fortune) are gloves, spare cross-belts, and whatever may spruce them up — 
so far as the regulations will allow.■^ 

So the company which he commanded eclipsed, in the matter of equip- 
ment, all the other companies of the Grenadiers of the Guard, brilliant as 
they were. Thus he flattered to excess the soldiers, who in France are always 
prone to fatuity and coquetry,, two permanent.provo.cations, the one because 
of its tone, the other because of the: .envy it will easily be under- 
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stood, after this, that all the other companies were jealous of his. The men 
would fight to get into it, and then had to fight not to get out of it. 

Such had been, during the Restoration, the exceptional position of Cap- 
tain Vicomte de Brassard. And as he had not then every day, as he had 
during the Empire, the resource of doing brave deeds which would have 
caused all to be forgiven, no one could have foreseen or guessed how long 
this insubordination which astonished his comrades, would have lasted, but 
the Revolution of 1830 happened just in time to prevent him from being 
cashiered. He was badly wounded during the Three Days, and disdained to 
take service under the new dynasty of the Orleans, for whom he had con- 
tempt, When the Revolution of July made them masters of a country they 
did not know how to keep, it found the Captain in bed, laid up with an 
injury to his foot which he had received in dancing — as he would have 
charged — at the last ball of the Duchesse de Berry, 

But at the first roll of the drum he, nevertheless, rose and joined his com- 
pany, and as he would not put on his boots on account of his wound, he 
went to the rioting as he would have gone to a ball, in varnished shoes and 
silk socks, and it was thus he led his grenadiers to the Place de la Bastille, 
with instructions to clear the whole length of the Boulevards. 

Paris, in which no barricades had yet been erected, had a gloomy and 
terrible appearance. It was deserted. The sun glared down, and seemed a 
fiery rain, soon to be followed by another, when from behind the closed 
shutters of every window there should pour a deadly storm. 

Captain de Brassard drew up his men in two lines, as close as possible to 
each row of houses so that each file of soldiers was exposed only to the fire 
from the houses opposite, whilst he, more dandified than ever, walked down 
the middle of the road. Aimed at from both sides by thousands of guns, 
pistols, and carbines, all the way from the Bastille to the Rue de Richelieu, 
he was not hit, in spite of the breadth of his chest, of which he was perhaps 
a little too proud— -for Captain de Brassard swelled out his chest in a fight, 
as a pretty woman who wants to show off her charms does at a ball— when, 
just as he arrived in front of Frascati’s, at the corner of the Rue de Richelieu, 
and at the moment when he commanded the troops to mass together in 
order to carry the first barricade which he had found on his road, he re- 
ceived a ball in his magnificent chest, which was doubly tempting, both on 
account of its size and the long silver braid which went from one shoulder 
to the other, and he had also his arm broken by a stone — which did not 
prevent him fmm carrying the barricade, and proceeding as far as the 
Madeleine at the head of his excited soldiers. 

There, two ladies in a carriage, who were fleeing from the insurrection in 
Paris, seeing an officer of the Guards wounded, covered with blood, and 
lying on the blocks of stone which at that time surrounded the Madeleine, 
which was still in, course of construction, placed their carriage at his dis- 
posal, and he was taken by them, to Gros Caillou, where the Marshal de 
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Raguse was, to whom he said, in military fashion: “Marshal, I have not, 
perhaps, more than two hours to live, but during those two hours put me 
wherever you like.’’ 

Only he was wrong. He was good for more than two hours. The ball 
which passed through his body did not kill him. It was more than fifteen 
years later when I knew him, and he declared then that in defiance of all 
the doctors, who had expressly forbidden him to drink as long as the 
fever caused by his wound continued, he had been saved from a certain 
death only by Bordeaux wine. 

And how he did drink! — for, dandy as he was, he drank as he did every- 
thing else— he drank like a trooper. He had made for him a splendid goblet 
of Bohemian glass, which held a whole bottle of Bordeaux, by God, and he 
would drain it off at a draught. He would say, after he had drunk it, that 
he always drank like that — and it was true. But in these days, when strength 
of every kind is continually diminishing and is no longer thought much of, 
it may seem that this feat is nothing to boast about. He was like Bassom- 
pierre, and could take his wine as he did. I have seen him toss off his 
Bohemian glass a dozen times without seeming any the worse for it. I have 
often seen him also on those occasions which respectable people call 
“orgies,” and never, after, even the most inordinate bouts, did he appear to 
be more than what he called a “little tight.” I — who wish to make you 
understand what sort of man he was, in order that you may follow my story 
— may as well tell you that I have known him to keep seven mistresses at 
the same time. He entitled them, poetically, “the seven strings of his lyre” — 
and I must say that I disapprove of his speaking in this jesting and musical 
way of his immorality. But what would you have? If Captain Vicomte de 
Brassard had not been all that I have had the honour to tell you, my story 
would have been less sensational, and probably I should not have thought 
it worth while to relate it to you. 

It is quite certain that I did not expect to find him there when I got into 
the diligence at the Chateau de Rueil cross-roads. It was a long time since I 
had seen him, and I took much pleasure in the prospect of spending several 
hours in the company of a man who belonged to our time, and yet differed 
so much from the men of our day. 

The Vicomte de Brassard, who could have worn the armour of Francis I 
as easily as he did the officer’s tunic of the Royal Guards, resembled neither 
in his proportions nor his appearance the young men of the present time. 
This setting sun, so grand and radiant, made the rising crescent moons look 
very pale and poor. He had the, beauty of the Emperor Nicholas, whom he 
resembled in body, but his face was less ideal and Greek, and he wore a 
short beard, which, like his hair, had remained black in some mysterious 
way, and this beard grew high on his cheeks which had a manly ruddy 
tinge. His forehead was high^ projecting, unwrinkled, and as white as a 
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woman’s arm, and beneath it were two dark-blue eyes, sparkling like eut 
emeralds. Those eyes never glanced; they penetrated 

We shook hands, and talked. Captain de Brassard spoke slowly, with a 
resonant voice that was capable of filling the Champ de Mars when he gave 
the word of command. Having been brought up from infancy in England, 
as I have already said, perhaps he thought in English, but this slowness, 
which was devoid of embarrassment by the way, gave a distinction to what 
he said, even when he joked, for the Captain loved to joke, and his jokes 
were sometimes rather broad. Captain de Brassard always went too far/ as 
the Comtesse de F . . . used to say, that pretty widow who since her hus- 
band’s death had worn only three coloursT-black, violet, and white. He 
must have been very good company, or people would have thought Kim 
impossible, and when that is the ease, you know that much will be forgiven 
in the Faubourg Saint-Germain. 

One of the advantages of talking in a carriage is that you can leave off 
when you have nothing more to say, without troubling anybody. In a 
drawing-room that liberty does not exist. Politeness compels you to talk, 
and this innocent hypocrisy is often punished by the hollowness and bore- 
dom of the conversation, in which the fools, even those born silent (and 
there are such), do their best to say something and be very amiable. In a 
public conveyance you are as much at home as anyone else is — and you may 
without rudeness lapse into the silence and reverie which follows a con- 
versation. Unfortunately, the chances are against you in this life, and 
formerly (for there is a '‘formerly” already) you rode twenty times in a 
public conveyance — as you may now twenty times in a railway carriage — 
without meeting a man whose conversation was animated and interesting. 

Vicomte de Brassard and I talked, at first, about the journey, the land- 
scape, and old memories of the fashionable world which cropped up in the 
course of conversation — then the sun declined, and we both fell into the 
twilight silence. Night, which in autumn seems to fall from the sky at once, 
it comes so quickly, chilled us, and we rolled ourselves in our cloaks, resting 
our heads against the hard corner which is the traveller’s pillow. 

I do not know whether my companion slept in his corner, but I was wide 
awake in mine : I was so well acquainted with the route we were travelling, 
which I had gone over often, that I hardly noticed the external objects 
which disappeared as the diligence rolled on, and which seemed travelling 
through the night in an opposite direction to us. We passed through 
several small towns dotted here and there along the long road. The night 
became as black as an extinguished stove; and, in this obscurity, the un- 
known towns through which W'e passed took on a strange appearance, and 
made us think we were at the world’s end. In most of these little towns gas- 
lamps were rare, and there, was less light than on the country roads behind 
us. In the country the sky. was broader and there was a kind of dim light, 
but it was blotted ofit hi the Barrow;S towns, and only a star or 
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two was to be seen between the roofs, adding to the mysterious air of ; 

these '.sleepy towns, where the'only person we saw was^ the ostler with his ; 
lantern, at the door of some inn, as he brought out the fresh horses and 
buckled the straps of the harness, whistling meanwhile, or swearing at some 
II 'obstinate or ■ skittish horse. 

‘ Except for that, and the eternal question, always the same, of some 

traveller awakened from sleep, who lowered the window and cried in a 
voice which the silence of the night rendered louder: ‘Where are we now, 
postilion?’’ no sign of life was heard. Nothing was seen but the carriage 
'* full of sleeping people, in a sleeping town; though perhaps some dreamer 

like myself would try to discern through the window the fronts of the 
houses, or fix his attention and thoughts on some casement still lighted up 
at this late hour, even in those towns where early and regular hours are the 
rule, and the night is specially devoted to sleep. A human being watching — 
even if it be a sentinel— when all others are plunged in that rest which 
comes from physical fatigue, is always an affecting sight. But ignorance as 
to who is watching behind the curtains of a window, where the light gleam- 
ing betokens life and thought, adds poetry— the poetry of reality — to the 
; dream. At least, for my part, I can never see a window lighted up in the 

night, in a sleeping town through which I am passing, without attaching a 
whole crowd of fancies to that light; without imagining behind those cur- 
tains all kinds of domestic affairs or dramas. Even now, after all these years, 

I can still think of those windows with their eternal and melancholy light, 
and I often say to myself, fancying I see them again in my dreams : 

“What can there be behind those curtains?” 

I Well, one of those wdiicE has remained longest in my memory (you will 

know the reason presently) was a window in one of the streets of the town 

of , which we passed that night. It was in the third house— you see how 

^ exact my memory is — beyond the inn at which we changed horses; but this 

window I had leisure to examine for longer than a mere change of horses 
would have necessitated. An accident had happened to one of the wheels 
I of our coach, and they had to send and wake up the wheelwright. Now to i 

wake up a wheelwright in a sleeping town, and get him to come and tighten 
up a nut on a diligence, when there is no competition on that line, is not a 
trifling affair of a few minutes. I 

In the first place, if the wheelwright was as fast asleep as everybody in 
1 our coach, it could not have been easy to wake him. I could hear, through 

f the partition, the snores of the inside passengers, and not one of the outside ? 

passengers, who, as you know, have a mania for getting down whenever the I 

! coach stops, probably — for vanity is found everywhere in France, even on ' ; : 

I the outside of coaches — in order to show their agility in getting up again, ■ | 

It is true that the inn at which we were, was shut up. We. did not sup ; 

: ' ' ■ there. We had supped'at the last ';Stage.;The;ina:msM^ep^ the test ^ , i 
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of US. Nothing betrayed a sign of life. Not a sound disturbed the profound 
silence— unless it was the wearisome, monotonous sound of a broom 
wielded by soiiieone (man or woman — we knew not, and it was too dark to 
ascertain) who was sweeping out the court-yard of this silent inn, the yard- 
gates of which were iisualiy open. Even the broom dragged as though the 
sweeper were asleep, or were devilishly anxious to be. The front of the inn 
was as black as the other houses in the street, where indeed there was only 
a light at one window— precisely that window which is still fixed in my 
memory. The house, in which you could not actually say that this light 
shone, for it was screened by a double crimson curtain, through whose 
thicknesses the light filtered mysteriously, was a large building with only 
one upper story, but that placed very high. 

“It is very singular,” said Vicomte de Brassard, as though he were talking 
to himself; “one would think it was still the same curtain!” 

I turned towards him to look at him, but the lamp which was by the 
coachman’s box, and which is intended to show the horses the road, had 
just gone out. I thought he was asleep, but he was not, and he had been 
struck, like me, by the appearance of the window; but he knew more than 
I, because he knew why it was lighted up. 

But the tone in which he had said that — though it was a simple remark — 
was so unlike the voice of the worldly Vicomte de Brassard, and astonished 
me so much, that I was overcome by curiosity to see his face, and I struck a 
match, as though I had wanted to light a cigar. The blue flame of the match 
lit up the gloom. 

He was pale — not pale as a dead man, but as pale as Death itself. 

Why should he turn pale? This window, with its peculiar appearance, the 
remark, and the pallor of a man who very rarely turned pale, for he was 
full-blooded, and emotion, when he was moved, made him turn scarlet up 
to the crown of his head, the shiver that I felt run down the muscles of his 
powerful biceps, which, as we were sitting close together, was against my 
arm— all gave me the impression that there was something hidden that I, 
the seeker after stories, might perhaps learn with a little pains. 

“You were looking then at that window, Captain, and even seemed to 
recognize it,” I said in that tone which does not seem to court a reply, and 
is the hypocrisy of curiosity. 

'Tarbleu! I do recognize it,” he replied in his rich, deep voice, seeming to 
dwell on every word. 

Calmness had again resumed its, sway over this dandy, the most stolid 
and majestic of all dandies, who — as you know — scorn all emotions as being 
beneath them, and do not believe, like that idiot Goethe, that astonishment 
can ever be a proper feeling for the human mind. 

• “T do not come by here often,” continued the , Vicomte de Brassard 
quietly; “I even avoid passing by here. Biit there are some things one never 
forgets. There am not many, hut there are some. I know of three: the first 
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uniform one puts on, the first battle one was in, the first woman one ever 
slept with. Well, for me that window is the fourth thing T cannot forget.’' 

He stopped and lowered the window which was in front of him. Was it 
that he might the better see the window of which we spoke } 

The conductor had gone for the wheelwright, and had not returned. The 
fresh horses were late, and had not yet come. Those which had brought us 
were motionless from fatigue, worn out, and not unharnessed, and, with 
their heads between their legs, they did not even stamp on the silent pave- 
ment with impatience to return to their stable. Our sleepy diligence re- 
sembled an enchanted coach, fixed by some fairy’s wand in some open glade 
in the forest of the Sleeping Beauty. 

“The fact is,” I said, “that for any man with imagination, that window 
possesses a certain character.” 

“I don’t know what it has for you,” replied Vicomte de Brassard, “but I 
know what it has for me. That is the window of the room in which I lived 
when I was first in garrison. Confound it! that is fully thirty-five years ago! 

“Behind that curtain — which does not seem to have changed in all those 
years~and which is now lighted as it was when—” 

He stopped and left his thought unexpressed, but I was determined to 
make him speak out. 

“When you were studying tactics, Captain, in those early days when you 
were a second lieutenant.” 

“You give me more than my due,” he replied. “I was, it is true, a second 
lieutenant at that time, but I did not spend my nights in studying tactics, 
and if my light was burning at unaccustomed hours, as respectable people 
say, it was not to read Marshal Saxe.” 

“But,” I said— quick as a ball from a racket— “it was perhaps to imitate 
him.” 

He returned the ball as promptly. 

“Oh,” he said, “it was not then that I imitated Marshal Saxe in the way 
you mean. That was not till much later. Then I was merely a brat of a 
second lieutenant, very stiff and prim in my uniform, but very awkward 
and timid with women, though they would never believe it — probably on 
account of my confounded face. I never got the full benefit of my timidity 
from them. Moreover, I was but seventeen in those happy days. I had just 
left the military college. We left in those days at the age at which you 
enter nowadays, for if the Emperor, that terrible consumer of men, had 
lasted longer, he would have ended by having soldiers twelve years of age, 
as some of the Asiatic sultans have concubines , nine years of age.” 

“If he goes on talking about the Emperor and concubines,” I thought to 
myself, “I shall not learn what I want to know.”' 

“Yet, Vicomte,” I replied, “I would wager that you would never have 
preserved the memory of that window which is shining there unless there 
had been a woman behind the curtain.” 
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“And you would have won your bet, sir,” he said, gravely. 

“Ail, parbleu!'' I replied. “I was sure of it. For a man like you, in a little 
provincial town that you have not perhaps passed through ten times since 
you were first in garrison there, it must be some siege you have sustained, 
or some woman you took by storm, that could make you remember so 
vividly the window of a house that is now lighted up amidst the general 
gloom.” 

“Yet I did not, however, sustain any siege-~-at least in the military sense,” 
he replied, still gravely, but gravity was sometimes his way of joking; “and, 
Oil the other hand, when one surrenders so quickly, can it be called a siege? 
But as to taking a woman, by storm or otherwise, I have told you that in 
those days I was quite incapable of it. So it was not a woman who was taken 
here — it was I.” 

I bowed; did he see it in the dark carriage? 

“Berg op Zoom was taken,” I said. 

“And subalterns of seventeen,” he replied, “are not generally Berg op 
Zooms of impregnable wisdom and chastity.” 

“So,” I said gaily, “it was some Madame or Mademoiselle Potiphar.” 

“It was a demoiselle,” he interrupted with a frankness that was almost 
comic. 

“To add to the sum of all the others, Captain. Only in this case the Joseph 
was a soldier — a Joseph not likely to run away.” 

“But who certainly did run away, on the contrary,” he replied with the 
greatest coolness; “although too late, and very much afraid!!! With a fright 
which made me understand the expression used by Marshal Ney, which I 
heard with my own ears, and which, coming from such a man, I must own 

somewhat comforted me, I should like to see the b [only he gave the 

words in full] who has never been afraid!” 

“The story of how you came to feel that sensation must be interesting, 
Captain ” 

'^PardieuF' he said quickly; “I can, if you are curious, tell you the story 
of an event which bit into my life as acid bites into steel, and which has left 
a dark stain on the page of my libertine pleasures.— Ah, it is not always 
profitable to be a rake,” he added in a melancholy voice, which struck me 
as rather strange coming from one I had always regarded as a regular 
hardened rogue. 

. . He pulled up the glass he had lowered, as though he feared the sound of 
his voice might be heard outside, though there was no one near the coach, 
which was motionless as though deserted — or else he thought the regular 
beat of the broom would interrupt his story. I listened attentively to his 
voice— to the slightest expression of his voice— for I could not see his face in 
the dark— rand with my eyes fixed more than ever on the window with the 
ciimson curtain, behind- which the light still burned with such fascinating 
power, and about which he was t^dy m speak. - • 
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“I was then seventeeii/’ he continued, ‘‘and had just left the military 
college. I had been appointed ensign in a regiment of the line, which^ 
then impatiently awaiting orders to leave for Germany, where the Emperor 
was conducting that campaign which history has named the campaign of 
1813. 1 had just time to kiss my old father before joining, in this town, the 
battalion of which I formed part— for in this little town of some few thou- 
sands of inhabitants at most, the garrison consisted of only our two first 
battalions. The two other battalions were in some neighbouring town. 

“You, who have probably seen this town only when you were travelling 
towards the West, cannot imagine what it is— or at least what it was thirty 
years ago— when you are obliged, as I was then, to live in it. It was certainly 
the worst garrison to which chance— which I believe to be the devil, at that 
time represented by the Minister of War — ^could have sent me as a starting- 
place for my military career. What an infernally dull hole it was! I do not 
remember ever having been in a more wearisome place. But, at my age, and 
in the first intoxication of the uniform— a feeling you do not know, but 
which all who have worn it have experienced — I scarcely suffered from what 
at a later time would have seemed insupportable. 

“After all, how could this dull provincial town affect me.? I lived in it 
much less than I did in my uniform — a masterpiece of sartorial art which 
delighted me. My uniform, of which I was madly fond, hid or adorned 
everything, and it was — though this may appear an exaggeration, but it is 
the truth — the uniform which was, strictly speaking, my garrison. When I 
was too much bored by this uninteresting and lifeless town, I put on full 
uniform, and boredom fled. I was like those women who give extra atten- 
tion to their toilette when they are alone and expect no one. I dressed 
myself for myself. I enjoyed in solitude my epaulets and the clank of my 
sabre, as I promenaded the lonely streets in the afternoons, and I felt as 
puffed up with pride as I have done since in Paris when I have heard people 
say behind me: ‘There is a really fine-looking officer.’ 

“In the town, which was not a rich one, and had no commerce or activity 
of any kind, there were only a few old and almost ruined families who 
grumbled at the Emperor, because he had not, as they said, made the 
robbers of the Revolution yield up their booty, and who for that reason 
paid no great heed to the officers. Therefore there were no parties, or balls, 
or soir&s, or dances. At the best there was but the Promenade, where on 
Sunday, after church, the mothers came to show off their daughters until 
two o’clock in the afternoon — and when the first bell rang for Vespers all 
the petticoats disappeared, and the Promenade was deserted. 

“This midday Mass, to which we never go, became, by the way, a military 
Mass during the Restoration, and all the officers were obliged to attend it, 
and that was quite an event in this dead-alive tovyn. For young fellows like 
us, who were at a time of life when we care greatly for love or women, this 
military Mass was quite a pleasure., All the officers, except those on duty, 
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were scattered about the nave of the church. We nearly always contrived to 
sit behind the prettiest women who came to Mass, because they were sure 
to be looked at, and whom we delighted by talking between ourselves, loud 
enough for them to hear, about their charms or appearance. Ah, that 
military Mass, what romances have I seen begin there! I have seen many 
love-letters slipped into the muffs which the girls left on their chairs when 
they knelt by the side of their mothers—letters to which they brought the 
reply on the following Sunday, also in their muffs. 

‘'But in the days of the Emperor there was no military Mass, and conse- 
quently no means of approaching the respectable’ girls of the little town. 
Nor were there any compensations. Those establishments which are never 
mentioned in good society were simply horrible. The cafes, in which so 
much home-sickness is drowned during the long idleness of garrison life, 
it was impossible for anyone who respected his epaulets to enter. 

“Luxury is now found here, as elsewhere, but there was not then a single 
hotel where the officers could dine together without being horribly swindled, 
so we were forced to give up all ideas of a mess-table, and we were scattered 
about various boarding-houses, amongst households that were not over-rich 
—•people who let their apartments as dearly as they could, and so added a 
little to their skimpy revenues. 

“I lived in lodgings. One of my comrades lived at the Pos^e' aux Chevaux, 
which was in this street at that time— there! a few houses behind us, and if 
it were daylight you could see on the house an old golden sun emerging 
from a cherry-coloured cloud, with the inscription, ‘The Rising Sun.’ This 
comrade found an apartment for me close to his own — where that window 
is perched up there, and which seems to me this evening to belong to me 
still, as it did then. I let him find my lodgings for me. He was older than I 
was, had been longer in the regiment, and he liked to give advice to one 
who was inexperienced and careless. 

“I have already said that except for the uniform — a point on which I lay 
stress, because that is a feeling of which your generation, with your Peace 
Congresses, and philosophical and humanitarian clowning, will soon have 
no idea— and the hope of hearing the cannon in my first battle, in which I 
was to lose my military maidenhead — excuse the expression — it was all 
much alike to me. I lived only in those two ideas — in the second especially, 
for it was a hope, and we always care more for what we have not than for 
that which we have. 

“This is how I spent my life. Except during meal-times— and I took my 
meals with the people of the house, and about whom I will tell you presently 
— and the time devoted daily to, military duties, I lived nearly always in my 
own room, lying on a huge dark-blue sofa, which was so cool that it seemed 
to me like a cold bath after the hot parade-ground, and I scarcely ever left 
this sofa except to take a iencing-lesson, or have a game of cards with my 
neighbour opposite, Louis de Meung, who was not so lazy as I was, for he 



THE CRIMSON CURTAIN 75 

had picked up, amongst the grisettes ol the town, a rather pretty girl, whom 
he had taken for his mistress and who served, as he said, to kill time* 

‘‘But what I knew of women did not tempt me to imitate my friend Louis. 
What little I knew of them I had picked up where the cadets of Saint-Cyr 
acquire that information when they are out on leave. Besides, some phases 
of character are late in developing. Did you know Saint-R&ny, one of the 
greatest rakes of his day, and who was called by the other libertines ‘the 
Minotaur’; not because of his horns, although he wore them, for he had 
killed his wife’s lover, but because of the number of virgins he had de- 
stroyed?”' 

“Yes, I knew him,” I replied, “but when he was old and incorrigible, and 
becoming more of a debauchee each year that passed over his head; of 
course I knew thatrow/?^, as Brantdme would have called him.” 

“He was, in fact, like one of Brantome’s men,” replied the Vicomte. “But, 
at any rate, Saint-Remy, when he was twenty-seven, had never touched a 
glass or a petticoat. He will tell you the same thing if you ask him. At 
twenty-seven years of age, he was, in the matter of women, as innocent as a 
new-born babe, and though his nurse no longer suckled him, he had never 
drunk anything but milk or water.” 

“He made up well for lost time,” I remarked. 

“Yes,” said the Vicomte, “and so did I. But I had less lost time to make 
up. My first period of prudence hardly exceeded the time that I spent in 
this town, and although I was not so absolutely chaste as Saint-Remy, I 
lived like a Knight of Malta— -and indeed I was one, by birth.— -Did you 
know that? I should even have succeeded one of my uncles as a ‘Master’ if 
the Revolution had not abolished the Order, the ribbon of which— -though 
the Order is abolished— I sometimes wear— foolishly perhaps. — As to the 
people who had let me their apartment,” continued Vicomte de Brassard, 
“they were, as you may imagine, thoroughly bourgeois. They were only two 
— husband and wife; both old, and well-behaved. In their relations with me, 
they even displayed that politeness you never find in these days— especially 
in their class — and which is like the scent of a bygone period. I was not of 
an age to observe, and they interested me so little that I never cared to 
penetrate the past of these two old people, into whose life I entered only in 
the most superficial way, two hours a day— noon and evening— when I 
dined or supped with them. Nothing concerning this past transpired in 
their conversation before me, for this conversation generally turned on per- 
sons or matters relating to the town, of which they informed me — the 
husband in a spirit of humorous backbiting, and his wife, who was very 
pious, with more reserve, but certainly with no less pleasure. 

“I think, however, I have heard it said that the husband travelled in his 
youth, but for whom or what I know not, and that when he returned, he 
married — the girl having waited for him. They were good, honest people, 
calm and quiet. The wife spent her time in knitting socks for her husband, 
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and he, being music-mad, scraped old airs on his violin in a garret over my 
room. Perhaps they had once been better off. Perhaps some loss of fortune 
(which they concealed) had obliged them to take a lodger; but, except for 
that, they showed no sign of poverty. Everything in the house breathed an 
air of comfort, as is the case in old-fashioned houses, which abound with 
linen that smells fresh and good, heavy silver plate, and movables which 
seem to be immovable, they are so seldom renewed. I was very comfortable 
there. The table was good, and I had full permission to quit it as soon as I 
had Sviped my beard’— as old Olive, the servant who waited on us, called it, 
though she did me too much honour in dignifying by the name of a beard 
the cat’s whiskers which constituted the moustache of an ensign who was 
still a growing lad. 

“I had been there about six months, living as quietly as my hosts, and I 
had never heard a single word of the existence of the person I was about 
to meet at their house, when one day, in going down to dinner at the 
accustomed hour, I saw, in a corner of the dining-room, a tall young woman 
standing on tiptoe and hanging her hat by its ribbons on a hat-rack, like a 
woman who feels herself quite at home, and has just come in from a walk. 
Her body w^as stretched to reach the peg, which was placed high, and she 
displayed a figure as graceful as an opera-dancer. She was dressed in a 
tight-fitting bodice and a narrow skirt, which revealed the shape of her 
hips. 

‘With the arms still raised, she turned her head when she heard me enter, 
and thus I was enabled to see her face; but she finished what she was about 
as though I had not been there, and looked to see whether the ribbons of 
her bonnet had not crumpled in hanging it up, and she did all this slowly, 
carefully, and almost impertinently — for, after all, I was standing waiting to 
bow to her — before she took any notice of me, and did me the honour to 
regard me with two very cold, black eyes, to which her hair, which was 
done in wavy curls massed on the forehead, gave that deep expression 
which is peculiar to that kind of coiffure. 

“I could not imagine who she could be at that hour, and in that place. No 
one ever came to dine with my hosts — ^yet she had certainly come to dine, 
for the table was prepared, and four covers were laid. But my astonishment 
to see her there was greatly surpassed by my astonishment to learn who she 
was; as I did when my hosts entered the room and presented her to me as 
their daughter, ’who had just left boarding-school, and who was going in 
future to live with them. 

, “Their daughter! It was impossible for anyone to be more unlike the 
daughter of people like them! Not but what the prettiest girls are the 
daughters' of all sorts of people. I have known many such, and you also, no 
doubt. Physiologically speaking, the ugliest being may produce the most 
beautiful. But there was the chasm, of; a whole race between her and them! 
Moreover, physiologically, if I . may employ that pedantic word, which be- 
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longs to your days and not to mine, one could not help remarking her air, 
which was very singular in a girl as young as she was, for it was a kind of 
impassive air very difficult to describe. If she had not had it, one would have 
said: That is a pretty girl,’ without thinking any more of her than of all the 
pretty girls one meets by chance, and about whom one has said that and 
never thought any more about it. But this air — which distinguished her not 
only from her parents, but from everyone else, amazed you and petrified 
you; for she appeared to have neither passions nor feelings. The Infanta 
with the Spaniel,’ by Velasquez, may, if you know the picture, give you an 
idea of that air, which was neither proud, nor scornful, nor disdainful, but 
simply impassive; for a proud, scornful, or contemptuous air informs people 
that they do exist, since one takes the trouble to despise or contemn them, 
whilst this air said coolly: Tor me, you do not even exist.’ 

“I own that her appearance made me put to myself on that first day and 
many others, a question which is still unsolved: how that tall, slim girl 
could be the offspring of the little, stout man in a greenish-yellow coat and 
a white waistcoat, who had a complexion the colour of his wife’s jam, and 
a wen on the back of his fat neck, and stuttered in his speech. And if the 
husband did not trouble .me much, for the husband may be eliminated from 
questions of this sort — the wife appeared quite impossible to explain. Made- 
moiselle Albertine (that was the name of this archduchess who had fallen 
from heaven into this bourgeois family, as though heaven had tried to play 
a joke upon them) was called Alberte by her parents, because her name was 
too long. The name suited her face and figure, but she did not appear to 
be the daughter of either of her parents. 

“At this first dinner, and those which followed, she appeared to me to be 
a young girl very well brought up, with no affectation, and habitually silent, 
but who, when she did speak, said clearly and sensibly what she had to say, 
and never exceeded those limits. Besides, if she had had more wit than I 
knew of, she would hardly have found an opportunity to show it at the 
dinner-table. The presence of their daughter necessarily had some effect on 
the gossip of the two old people. All the little scandals about the townsfolk 
were suppressed. As a matter of course, we never talked about anything 
more interesting than the weather. There was only the impassive air of 
Mademoiselle Albertine or Alberte, which had so much struck me at first, 
and I soon wearied of that. If I had met her in that society for which I was 
intended, her impassiveness would have aroused my curiosity. But to me 
she was not a girl to whom I could make love — even with the eyes. My 
position in respect to her — ^as I was , living with her parents — was delicate, 
and a mere trifle might have made it much worse. She was neither suffi- 
ciently near nor sufficiently remote to be anything in my life, and I soon fell 
naturally, and quite unintentionally, into the most complete, indifference to 
her impassiveness. - ' ‘ 

“Nor was this disturbed either on her part -of om mine. There was noth- 
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ing between us but the merest politeness, and the most indiflferent speeches. 
To me she was just a figure that I scarcely saw—and what was I to her? At 
table—we never met elsewhere— she looked more at the stopper o£ the 
decanter or the sugar-basin than she did at me. All that she said was correct, 
and very well expressed, but signified little or nothing, and gave me no 
clue to her character. Besides, what did that matter to me? I should have 
passed my whole life wdthout dreaming of even looking at that quiet and 
insolent girl, had it not been for a circumstance about which I will tell you, 
and which struck me like a thunderbolt — a bolt from the blue, indeed. 

''One evening, nearly a month after Mademoiselle Alberte had come 
home, we were sitting down to supper. She was seated next to me, and I 
really paid so little attention to her that I had never noticed that she had 
changed her place, and was next to me instead of sitting between her father 
and mother as usual. I was unfolding my napkin on my knees when — I shall 
never be able to express my feeling of astonishment — I felt a hand boldly 
press mine under the table. I thought I was dreaming — or, rather, I could 
think of nothing at all. I could only feel the touch of that hand, boldly 
seeking mine under the napkin. It was so extraordinary and unexpected. All 
my blood, set aglow by that touch, rushed from my heart to my hand, as 
though attracted by her, and then returned violently as though driven by a 
pump to my heart. Everything swam before my eyes — my ears tingled. I 
must have turned deadly pale. I thought I was going to faint — that I should 
melt away in the inexpressible pleasure caused by the pressure of that 
hand,— which was rather large and strong, like that of a boy— when it closed 
upon mine. 

"When you are young, you know, pleasure always brings with it a sense 
of shame, and I tried to withdraw my hand, but hers seemed aware of the 
pleasure it had caused me, and compelled mine to remain by a deliciously 
warm squeeze. . . . That is thirty-five years ago, and, as you may believe, 
I have touched many a woman’s hand since, but I still feel, when I think of 
it, the sensation of that hand pressing mine with despotic passion. 

"The thousand tremors which that hand caused to shoot through my 
whole body made me fear to betray what I felt to the father and mother 
whose daughter, before their eyes, dared to . . . Ashamed, however, to 
prove myself less of a man than this bold girl who risked her reputation, 
and whose incredible coolness concealed her follies, I bit my lips till they 
bled, in a superhuman effort to stop the tremors of desire which might 
have told these poor people so much, and then my eyes sought her other 
hand, which I had not yet looked at, and which at this dangerous moment 
was calmly turning up the wick of a lamp which had just been placed on 
the table, for the evening was beginning to grow dark. I looked at it. It was 
the feliov/ of the hand whose , touch was thrilling me, and sending long 
tongues of fire as from a furnace through my veins! The hand was rather 
thick, but the fingers were long and well-shaped, and looked transparently 
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rosy in the light which fell full upon them, but they never trembled, and 
performed the little operation on which they were engaged with firmness, 
ease, and an incomparable, graceful languor. 

'We could not stop like that for ever! We needed our hands to eat with. 
Mademoiselle Alberte’s hand dropped mine, but at the same moment her 
foot, which was quite as expressive as her hand, placed itself on mine in the 
same despotic manner during all this too brief dinner, and reminded me of 
one of those baths which are insufferably hot to begin with, but to which 
you get accustomed, and end by thinking so comfortable that you willingly 
believe that the damned in their cauldron must be as cool and as much at 
home as fish in water. 

"You may fancy whether I dined that day, or if I took much part in the 
chatter of my worthy hosts, who were far from suspecting the mysterious 
and terrible drama which was going on under the table. They saw noth- 
ing, but they easily might have seen, and really I was more disturbed on 
their account than I was for myself, or for her. I had all the frankness and 
sympathy of seventeen. I said to myself: 'Is she quite shameless,?^ Is she 
mad?’ And I looked out of the corner of my eye at her, but she did not 
lose for a single second, during the whole of the dinner, her air of a princess 
at a state ceremony, and her face remained as calm as ever, though her foot 
was saying and doing all the foolish things which a foot can say or do — to 
mine. I must confess that I was more surprised at her coolness than at her 
imprudence. I had read a good deal of light literature, in which women 
were not spared. I had been educated at a military school. I considered 
myself quite a Lovelace, like every lad who has kissed his mother’s chamber- 
maid behind the door or on the staircase. But my experience as a Love- 
lace of seventeen was upset. This appeared to me worse than anything I 
had ever heard or read about the deceit of women, and how they could 
conceal their deepest or most violent emotions. Only fancy! she was but 
eighteen! Was she even as much? She had just left a school which I had no 
reason to suspect, considering the morality and the piety of her mother, 
who had selected it for her daughter. This absence of all constraint, or, to 
speak plainly, this absolute want of modesty, this perfect control over her- 
self whilst doing the most imprudent things that could be done by a young 
girl who had never by a sign or a glance forewarned the man to whom 
she made such an advance — all this rose clearly to my mind, despite my 
confusion. 

"But neither then nor later did I stop to philosophize about it. I had no 
sham horror for the conduct of this girl who had shown such terribly pre- 
cocious depravity. Besides, at the age I was then, or even much later, you 
do not consider a girl depraved Because she throws herself into your arms. 
On the contrary, you are almost inclined to regard it as a matter of course, 
and if you say ‘Poor girl,’ it is more out of modesty than pity. But though 
I was shy, I did not want to be taken for a ninny—the good bid French 
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reason for doing a bad deed without any remorse. I knew without doubt 
that it was not love the girl felt for me. Love does not act in that shame- 
less, impudent way; and I also knew well enough that what she bad 
caused me to feel was not love either. But, love or not-~-whatever it was, I 
wanted it. When I rose from the table, my mind was made up, Alberte’s 
hand, of which I had not thought for a moment before it seized mine, 
had stirred in my soul a desire to embrace her whole body as her hand 
had embraced mine!' 

“I went up to my room like a madman, and when I was a little bit 
calmed by reflection, I asked myself what I should do to clinch this 'in- 
trigue’ — as they call it in the country—with a girl who was so devilishly 
tempting. I knew pretty well— like one who has never tried to know more 
— that she never left her mother, and that the two worked side by side 
all day in the window-seat of the dining-room, which also served as their 
drawing-room; that she had no lady-friend who came to see her, and that 
she hardly ever went out except to Mass or Vespers on Sunday, with her 
parents. 

"That was not very encouraging, was it. I began to regret that I had not 
seen more of these worthy people; for though I had not held aloof from 
them, I had treated them with that distant or somewhat listless politeness 
you show to people in whom you take only a remote interest; but I re- 
flected that I could not very well change my attitude towards them with- 
out exposing myself to the chance of revealing to them, or making them 
suspect, that which I wished to conceal. 

"The only opportunities I had to speak to Mademoiselle Alberte in 
secret were meetings on the staircase^ as I went up or came down from 
my room — ^but on the staircase we might be seen and heard. The best 
resource open to me — ^in that small and well-regulated house where every- 
body was close to everybody else’s elbow— was to write; and since the hand 
of that brazen hussy knew so well how to find mine under the table, it 
would perhaps not make much ado about taking a note that was slipped 
into it; and so I wrote. 

"It was a letter suited to the circumstances — supplicatory, commanding, 
and delirious — of a man who has drunk his first draught of happiness and 
asks for a second. 

"Only, in order to give it to her, I must wait till dinner-time the next 
day, and that seemed a long time; but at last dinner-time camel The in- 
centive hand, whose touch I had felt for twenty-four hours, did not fail 
to seek mine under the table as on the previous evening. Mademoiselle 
Alberte felt my letter, and took it, as I foresaw. But what I did not fore- 
see was, that with that Infanta-like air of sublime indifference, she should 
slip it Into her breast, under the pretence of arranging a bit of lace that 
was doubled down, and perform the act so naturally and so quickly that 
her mother, vvho was engaged in serving the soup, saw nothing; and 
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wMst her old idiot o£ a father, who was always humming something, and 
thinking of his violin when he was not playing, was gazing into the fire.” 

“Oh, that is done every day, Captain,” I interrupted gaily, for his story 
appeared to me to be likely to turn soon into a mere history of a garrison 
love-affair — for I did not suspect what was to follow. “Why, only a few 
days ago there was at the opera, in the box next to mine, a lady of prob- 
ably the same sort as your Mademoiselle Alberte. She was more than 
eighteen, certainly; but, I give you my word of honour, I have rarely seen 
more majestic modesty in any woman. During the whole performance she 
sat as motionless as though she had been on a granite pedestal She did 
not turn once, either to the right or left, but no doubt she saw with her 
shoulders, which were very bare and very beautiful, for there was in the 
same box with me, and consequently behind us both, a young man who 
appeared quite as indifferent as she was to everything but the opera that 
was being sung, I can certify that this young man had not made one of 
those grimaces which men make to women in public places, and which you 
may call declarations from a distance. Only, when the piece was over, and 
amid the general confusion as the boxes emptied, the lady rose and but- 
toned her cloak, and I heard her say to her husband in a clear and con- 
jugally imperious voice, ‘Henri, pick up my hood!’ and then over his back, 
as he was stooping down, she extended her hand and arm, and took a 
note the young man handed her, just as though she had been taking her 
fan or her bouquet from her husband’s hand. He rose up, poor man! hold- 
ing the hood — a scarlet satin hood, but not so scarlet as his face, for which 
he had, at the risk of apoplexy, dived under the seats as he best could. 
Upon my word, when I saw that, I went away thinking that, instead of giv- 
ing it to his wife, he ought to have kept that hood to hide his own head 
in, for the horns were about to sprout.” 

“Your story is a good one,” said Vicomte de Brassard calmly, “and at an- 
other time I should have enjoyed it more — but allow me to finish my tale. 
I confess that v/ith a girl of that sort I was not for a moment doubtful of 
the fate of my letter. She might be tied to her mother’s apron-strings, but 
she would find means to read my letter and reply to it. I even expected a 
long correspondence, carried on under the table as we had begun, and 
when the next day I entered the dining-room, firmly convinced in my own 
mind that I was about to have a reply to my letter of the previous evening, 
I thought my eyes must have played me a trick when I saw that the covers 
had been changed, and that Mademoiselle. Alberte was placed, where she 
always ought to have been, between her father and mother. 

“What was the meaning of this change? Did her father and mother sus- 
pect anything? Mademoiselle Alberte was opposite to me, and I looked at 
her with that fixed expresfion : which demands an answer. There were 
twenty-five notes of interrogation in my leyes; but hers were as calm, as 
silent, as indifferent as usual; They looked at me ias they did not 
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see me. I have never seen a look more annoying than that long calm gaze, 
w’hich fell on you as though you were an inanimate object. I boiled with 
curiosity^ vexation, impatience, and many other emotions — and I could not 
understand how it was that this girl, who was so sure of herself, did not 
dare to give me a sign which would warn me, or make me guess, or tell me, 
that we understood each other, and that we were conniving or conspiring 
together in the same mystery, whether it was love or something else. 

“I asked myself if it could be really the same girl who had touched my 
hand and foot under the table; who had received the letter the previous 
evening and had slipped it so cleverly into her breast, before her parents, as 
she would have placed a flower there. She had done so much already that 
she need not have been embarrassed to give me a glance. But no! I had 
nothing. The dinner passed without that glance for which I was watching 
and waiting. 'She must have found some means to reply to me,’ I said to 
myself as I left the table and went up to my room, not believing that such a 
woman would retreat after such an incredible advance — not admitting that 
fear or prudence could stand between her and her fancies, and parbleu! 
frankly refusing to acknowledge that she had not a fancy for me. 

“ 'If her parents have no suspicion,’ I said to myself, 'if it is by chance 
that she has changed her place at the table, to-morrow I shall find her by 
my side again.’ — But on the morrow, and on the following days, I was not 
seated near Mademoiselle Alberte, who continued to wear the same incom- 
prehensible look, and to say the same ordinary phrases in the same impas- 
sive way. 

"You may well imagine that I observed her with much interest. She 
appeared as undisturbed as possible, whilst I was horribly annoyed, even 
to anger — an anger that I was forced to conceal! This air, which she never 
lost, made me seem farther away from her than ever. I was so exasperated 
that in the end I did not fear to compromise her by looking at her, and 
fixing on her impenetrable eyes the earnest, burning gaze of mine. Was it 
a clever manceuvre on her part.? Was it coquetry.? Was it but one caprice 
following another — or simply stupidity.? If one knew the right moment!’ 
as Ninon used to say. Had the right moment already passed.? 

"However, I still waited — ^for what.? — a word, a sign — so easily given as 
we pushed the chairs back when we rose from dinner—and as that did 
not come, all the most foolish and absurd ideas began to fill my head. 1 
imagined that because of the difficulties which surrounded us in the house, 
she would write to me by post—she was quite cunning enough to slip a 
letter into the box when she was out with her mother— and impressed by 
that idea, my blood boiled twice, a day, an hour before the postman passed. 
Ten times a day did I ask the old servant, in a voice choked with emo- 
tion: 'Are there any letters for me, Olive.?’ to which she replied im- 
perturbably: 'No, sir, there are not/ 

.. "Finally the anxiety grew too intense. Desire deceived turned to hate. I 
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began to hate Alberte, and to explain to myself her conduct towards me 
by motives which would cause me to despise her, for hate needs scorn. 
'Cowardly little wretch, she is afraid to write,’ I said to myself. I en- 
deavoured not to think of her, and I heaped abuse upon her when I spoke 
or her to Louis de Meung — for I did tell him about her, for she had ex- 
tinguished all my sense of chivalry, and I related the whole adventure to 
my friend, who twisted his long fair moustache whilst he listened to me, 
and who frankly replied — for we were not moralists in the 27th: 

“ 'Do as I do. One nail drives out another. Take one of the little semp- 
stresses of the town for a mistress, and think no more about the young 
devil.’ , 

"But I did not follow his advice. I had too much at stake. If I had taken 
a mistress, and she had known of it, I might have aroused her vanity or 
her jealousy. But she would not know it. How should she? If I had brought 
home some woman to my lodgings, as Louis did, I should have embroiled 
myself with the worthy people of the house, who would at once have re- 
quested me to look out for other apartments, and I was not willing to 
give up the chance of again meeting the hand or the foot of that con- 
founded Alberte, who, after all she had dared to do, still remained ‘Made- 
moiselle Impassible.’ 

" 'Call her, rather, impossible,’ said Louis, who made fun of me. 

"A whole month passed, and in spite of my resolutions to forget Alberte, 
and to seem as indifferent as she was — to oppose marble to marble, and 
coldness to coldness — my whole life was passed on the watch — which I 
detest, even when I am shooting. Yes, sir, my days were spent on the 
watch. I was on the watch when I went down to dinner, and hoped to find 
her alone in the dining-room as on the first occasion. On the watch during 
dinner, when she met my eyes with a calm cold gaze which did not avoid 
mine, or reply to it either. On the watch after dinner, when I remained a 
little time to see the two women resume their work in the window-seatj 
hoping that she would drop something — her thimble, or scissors, or a bit of 
work — that I could pick up, and in restoring touch her hand — that hand 
which burned into my brain! On the watch when I had regained my own 
room, and thought I heard in the corridor the foot which had pressed on 
mine so firmly. On the watch on the staircase, where I hoped I might meet 
her, and where old Olive discovered me one day, to my great confusion. 
On the watch at my window — the window you see — where I planted my- 
self when she was going out with her mother, and from which I did not 
budge until she returned; but which was as useless as all the rest. When 
she went out — wearing a shawl with red and white stripes, printed with 
black and yellow flowers — she never once turned; and when she returned, 
still by her mother’s side, she never raised her head or her eyes to the 
window where I was awaiting her. , 

“Such were the miserable practices to which, .she had condemned me. 
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0£ course I Imow that women make lackeys of us— but not to that extent. 
Ah, I no longer took pleasure in my uniform! When the duties of the day 
were over— after the drill or the parade— I returned home quickly, but not 
to read a pile of memoirs or novels, my sole reading at that time. I never 
went to see Louis de Meung. I never touched the foils. I had not even the 
resGurce of tobacco which deadens the nerves, and which you young men 
of the present day use. We did not smoke then in the 27th, or only the 
privates did in the guard-room, when they played cards on the head of 
the drum. The only exercise I took was to tramp up and down the six 
feet of clear space in my room, like a caged lioness that smells raw meat. 

‘"‘And if it were so in the day, it was also the same for a great part of 
the night. I went to bed late. I did not sleep. That infernal Aiberte 
kept me awake. She had kindled a fire in my veins, and then gone away— 
like an incendiary who does not even turn his head to see the flames burst 
forth behind him. In the evening, I lowered, as it is now” — ^here the 
Viccmte passed his glove over the coach-window, to wipe away the mois- 
ture — ''the same crimson curtain in front of the same window, and which 
was better than shutters to prevent inquisitive neighbours from seeing 
into the room. 

"The room was furnished in the style of the period — the Empire — with 
a parquetry floor, no carpet, and a bed all bronze and cherry-wood> with a 
sphinx at each corner, and lion’s paws for the feet. There was also on each 
drawer of the writing-table a lion’s head with a ring in its mouth, by 
which ring you pulled the drawer open. A square table, also in cherry- 
wood, but of a rather pinker shade than the rest of the furniture, and hav- 
ing a grey marble top and copper ornaments, stood opposite the bed 
against the wall, between the window and the door of a dressing-room; 
and opposite the fire-place was the large blue morocco sofa of which I 
have already spoken. High up in each corner stood a bracket of imitation 
lacquer, and upon one of them was a statuette of Niobe — rather an aston- 
ishing ornament to find in a bourgeois family. But wasn’t this incompre- 
hensible Aiberte even more astonishing? The walls were painted a whitish 
yellow, and were devoid of pictures and engravings. I hung up my arms, 
suspended on gilt copper hooks. When I hired this great calabasli of an 
apartment — as Louis de Meung, who was not poetical, elegantly called it — 

I had placed in the centre a large round table, which I covered with mili- 
tary maps, books, and papers. It was my bureau, at which I wrote — when- 
ever I did write. 

"Well, one evening, or rather one night, I had wheeled the sofa up to this 
large table, and I was drawing by the light of the lamp— not to distract my 
mind from the sole thought which had occupied it for a month, but rather 
the reverse, for it was the head of that perplexing Aiberte which I was 
sketching— it was the face of that she-devil, who worried me as a devotee is 
worried by the other devil. , 
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was late. The street- — through which passed two diligences every 
night, one each way (as now), one at a quarter to one in the morning, and 
the other at half past two, and both of which stopped to change horses at 
the Hotel de la Poste— the street was as silent as the grave. I could have 
heard a fly, and if by chance there was one in my room, it must have been 
asleep in a corner of the window-pane, or in one of the pleats of the cur- 
tain, which was of heavy stuff, and hung stiff and motionless before the 
window. The only noise was that which I myself made with my pencil and 
stump. 

“Yes, it was her face I was drawing; God knows with what care and 
attention! Suddenly, without any sound from the lock to forewarn me, my 
door opened a little w^ay, giving that squeaky sound which doors make 
when the hinges are dry, and remained ajar, as though it were frightened 
by the sound it had made. I raised my eyes, thinking that I could not have 
closed the door properly that it should have opened in this unexpected 
way with a plaintive squeak that might frighten all those who were awake, 
and w^ake those who were asleep. I rose from the table in order to close it, 
but the half-opened door opened still wider, and still very gently, but with 
a repetition of that shrill sound which echoed like a groan through the 
silent house, and I saw, when it had opened to its full extent — Alberte! 

“Alberte, who in spite of all her precautions, and the deadly fear in 
which she was, could not prevent that cursed door from crying out. 

“Ah, tonnerre de Dieu! they may talk about visions — ^but not the most 
supernatural vision would have surprised me, or made my heart bound as 
it did when I saw coming towards me Alberte, frightened at the noise 
the door had made in opening, and which it would repeat when she closed 
it. Remember that,! was but eighteen! Perhaps she saw my terror, and her 
own, and repressed by a quick sign the cry of surprise which might have 
escaped me — and certainly would have escaped but for this gesture — then 
she closed the door; not slowly but rapidly, to prevent the hinges from 
squeaking. It did not prevent them, and they gave one short shrill cry. 
The door being closed, she listened with her ear against it, if another 
sound more terrible might not reply to that of the door. ... I thought I 
saw her totter. I sprang towards her, and she was soon in my arms.” 

“She seems to be getting along very nicely, your Miss Alberte,” I said 
to the Captain. 

“You think, perhaps,” he continued, . as though he had not heard my 
jesting remark, “that when she fell into, my arms she had lost her head 
through fright, or love — like a girl who. is, pursued, or may be pursued; 
who does not know what she is doing when she does the most stupid 
things, but abandons herself to that devil which is in every woman (they 
say) and which would always be her master, were it not that she has two 
others also in her — Cowardice, and Shame—to interfere with the first one. 
Well, no, it was not like thatl If you think .so, you are wrong. She had no 
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vulgar and shamefaced fears. It was rather she who took me to her arms 
than I who took her to mine. . . . Her first movement had been to throw 
her head on my breast, but she raised it again, and looked at me with her 
great eyes-— those wonderful eyes— as if to see if it were really I she held in 
her arms.: 

“She was horribly pale — more pale than I had ever seen her — but she 
had not lost that look of a princess. Her features were still as hard and 
unimpressionable as a medal. Only on the slightly pouting lips there hov- 
ered an expression of I know not what, unless it was passion satisfied, or 
soon to be satisfied! Yet there was something so sad about this, that, in 
order not to see it, I impressed on her beautiful pink and pouting lips the 
kiss of triumphant desire! The mouth was half open, but the dark eyes, 
whose long lashes almost touched mine, did not close — or even wink — but 
behind them, as upon her mouth, I saw the same expression of madness. 

“As she clung to me in a burning kiss, I carried her to the blue morocco 
sofa — which had been St. Laurence’s grill to me during the month that I 
had rolled upon it thinking of her — and it creaked voluptuously under 
her bare back, for she was half naked. She had come from her bed and — 
would you believe it? — ^had been obliged to pass through the chamber 
where her father and mother slept! She had crept groping, with her hands 
in front of her, in order not to knock against some piece of furniture, and 
so make a noise which would wake them up.” 

“Ah!” I said, “one is not braver than that in the trenches. She was worthy 
to be a soldier’s mistress.” 

“And that she was, the first night,” replied the Vicomte. 

“She was as violent as I was, and I can swear that I was bad enough. But, 
in spite of that, there was a drawback. Neither she nor I could forget, in 
our most delicious transports, the dreadful situation in which we both 
were. In the midst of the happiness which she came to offer me, she was as 
though stupefied by the act which she had accomplished with such a firm 
will and such stubborn obstinacy. I was not astonished at it. I, for my part, 
was also stupefied. I had — though I did not tell her, or show it — a most ter- 
rible anxiety in my heart, whilst she pressed me closely to her own. I 
listened through her sighs and kisses, and through the terrifying silence 
which lay on that sleeping and trusting household, for something terrible 
—for the mother who did not awake, for the father who did not get out of 
bed! And I looked over her shoulder to see if the door— of which she had 
not taken out the key for fear of the noise it might make— would not 
open again, and show me the Medusa heads, pale and indignant, of 
the two old people whom we were deceiving so boldly and so shamefully 
— spectres of violated hospitality and justice. 

■ “Even the creaking of the blue sofa, though it sounded the reveille of 
Love, made me tremble dreadfully. My heart beat against hers, which 
seemed to re-echo the beatings. It was simultaneously intoxicating and 
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sobering; but it was terrible. Afterwards I did not so much mind. By dint 
of repeating this incredible imprudence, it ceased to disturb me. I grew 
accustomed to the danger of being surprised. I did not think of it. I 
thought only of being happy. At this first critical meeting she decided that 
she would come to me every other night — since I could not go to her, her 
room having only one door which led to the room of her parents — and she 
came every second night, but she never got rid of the sensation — the stupor 
— of the first night! Time did not produce on her the effect that it did on 
me. She was never inured to the risk she ran each time. She always lay on 
my breast, hardly speaking — for, as you may suppose, she was not a great 
talker — and when later on I grew calmer, seeing the danger always avoided, 
and spoke to her, as a man speaks to his mistress, of what had already 
passed between us — of that strange insane coldness which had followed her 
bold step; when I asked her all those endless questions put by a lover, and 
which are, after all, nothing but curiosity, her only reply was a long em- 
brace. Her sad mouth was dumb — in all but kisses. 

“There are women who tell you: 1 have ruined myself for you’; and 
there are others who say: ‘How you must despise me!’ They are different 
ways of expressing the fatality of love — but she, no! She said nothing! A 
strange thing! A still stranger personality! She gave me the idea of a 
thick, hard marble slab which had a fire burning beneath it. I believed 
there would come a moment when the marble would be cracked by the 
heat, but the marble continued to be as solid as ever. Night after night saw 
no change in her, and, if I may be permitted an ecclesiastical expression, 
she was always as ‘difficult to confess’ as she had been the first night. I 
could get nothing out of her. At the most a syllable wrung from those 
beautiful lips, which I doted on the more because I had seen them cold and 
indifferent during the day, and this syllable did not give me much insight 
into the character of a girl who appeared to be more of a sphinx than all 
the others which adorned the Empire furniture.” 

“But, Captain,” I interrupted, “there must, however, have been an end to 
all this. You are a sensible man, and the sphinxes are fabulous animals. 
Devil take it! you must at last have found out what idea had got into the 
girl’s mind.” 

“An end! Yes, there was an end,” said Vicomte de Brassard, suddenly 
lowering the coach-window, as though the breath had failed in his broad 
chest, and he needed air before he could finish what he had to say. “But 
the idea, as you call it, of this singular girl was not discovered, after all. 
Our love, our relations, our intrigue — ^^call it what you will — ^gave us, or 
rather gave me, sensations which I do not think I have ever experienced 
since with women I loved more than Alberte, who, perhaps, did not love 
me, and whom, perhaps, I did not.love! I, never fully understood what 
I was to her, and what she was to me — ^and this lasted more than six 
months. During these six months, all that I understood was a kind of hap- 
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piness of which you have not an idea when you are young. I understood 
the happiness of those who have something to hide. I understood the en- 
joyment of complicity in mystery, which, even without the hope of suc- 
cess, is the delight of conspirators. Alberte, at her parents’ table and else- 
where, was still always the Infanta’ who had made such an impression on 
me the first time I saw her. Her Nero face, beneath the hard curls of the 
blue-black hair which touched her eyebrows, told nothing of the guilty 
nights, showed no blush. 

‘1 tried to be as impenetrable as she was, but I am sure I must have be- 
trayed myself ten times if I had been well observed. I flattered myself 
proudly, and almost sensually, at the bottom of my heart, that all this 
superb indifference was for me, and that she felt for me all the baseness of 
passion — if passion can ever be base. No one but ourselves knew that; the 
thought was delicious. No one — not even my friend, Louis de Meung, with 
whom I had been discreet since I had become happy! He had guessed all, 
no doubt, but then he was as discreet as I was. He did not question me. I 
had, without any effort, resumed my friendly habits wdth him, the walks on 
the Promenade, in full uniform or undress, cards, fencing, and punch! 
Pardieul when you know that happiness wall come in the shape of a pretty 
girl, whose senses are aflame, and visit you regularly every other night at 
the same hour, that simplifies your existence wonderfully!” 

‘‘But the parents of Alberte must have slept like the Seven Sleepers!” I 
said jokingly, cutting short the reflection of the old dandy by a jest, in 
order not to appear too much interested in his story, though it did interest 
me; for with dandies a joke is the only way of making yourself respected. 

“You imagine, then, I am romancing, and exaggerating the effects.?” said 
the Viscomte. “But I am not a novelist Sometimes Alberte did not come. 
The door — the hinges of which were oiled now and w^^ent as soft as wool — 
sometimes did not open all night — because her mother had heard her, and 
cried out, or her father had seen her creeping on tiptoe across the room. 
But Alberte, having a head like iron, had always a pretext ready. She was 
ill She was seeking the sugar-basin, and without a light, in order not to 
awake anyone.” 

“Those heads of iron are not so rare as you seem to think, Captain,” I 
interrupted again. “Your Alberte, after all, was no cleverer than the girl 
w^ho received every night, in her grandmother’s room — whilst the old lady 
w^as asleep behind the curtains — a lover, who came in through the window, 
and, as they had no blue sofa, they calmly lay down on the carpet. You 
know the story as well as I do. One night, a sigh louder than usual woke 
the grandmother, who cried from behind the curtains: ‘What is the matter, 
little one?’ and the girl nearly fainted on her lover’s breast, but never- 
theless recovered herself, and replied: ‘The busk of my stays hurt me 
whilst I was looking for a needle which has fallen on the floor, and which 
I cannot find.’” . . . ^ 
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''YeSj I know the story/hreplied the Vicpmte. ‘"The yoiiiig girl o£ whom 
you speak was, if I remember rightly^ one of the Guises, She acted up to 
her name, but you do not mention that after that night she never opened 
her window again to her lover, who was, I think, M. de Noirmoutier; 
whereas Alberte came to me the day after one of these terrible shocks, and 
exposed herself again to danger just as though nothing had occurred. I 
was then only an ensign, and not very strong in mathematics, with which 
I did not trouble myself; but it must have been evident to one who could 
calculate chances that some day— -or night— there would be a denouement!' 

“Ah, yes,” I remarked, remembering what he had said before he began 
his story denouement which made you acquainted with the sensation 
of fear, Captain.” 

“Precisely,” he replied, in a voice so grave that it contrasted strongly 
with the flippant tone I had assumed. “You have seen, have you not? that 
from the time she seized my hand under the table, to the moment when 
she appeared like a ghost framed in my open doorway, Alberte had made 
me suffer all kinds of emotion. She had caused to pass through me more 
than one kind of shudder, more than one kind of terror; but they had 
been merely like the bullets which whistle round you — like the cannon- 
balls of which you feel only the wind: you shudder, but you go on. Well! 
it was not that. It was fear — thorough and complete fear, and no longer 
for Alberte, but for myself; for myself alone. What I felt was that sensa- 
tion which makes the heart as pale as the face — that panic fear which 
makes whole regiments take to flight. I have seen the whole Chamboran 
regiment take to its heels, carrying with it its colonel and all the officers. 
But at that time I had seen nothing of the kind, and I learned — that which 
I believed to be impossible. 

“Listen! It was one night. In the life we were leading, it was bound to be 
at night — a long winter’s night. I will not say it was one of our calmest 
nights. Our nights were all calm. We were so happy that they became so. 
We slept over a powder-magazine. We were not disturbed at the thought 
of making love on a sword-blade over an abyss, like the bridge which leads 
to the Turkish hell. Alberte had come earlier than usual, in order to stay 
longer. When she thus came, my first caress, my first attention, was for her 
feet — those pretty feet, not now encased in green or blue slippers, but 
bare in order to make no sound — for they were icy from the cold bricks 
over which she walked the length of the corridor which led from her 
parents’ room to mine, which was at the other side of the house. 

“I warmed those icy feet, which for my^ sake had come out of a warm 
bed, fearing that she might catch some terrible disease of the lungs. I knew 
how to warm them, and bring back the pink or red tint to those pale, cold 
feet; but that night my method failcdv My mouth^^w^ powerless to bring 
back the flush of blood. ^ . . , • ' , 

“Alberte was that night more silently loving than ever. ; - , 
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"'Her embraces had that languor and that force which were to me like a 
language^ and a language so expressive that, if I had told her all my mad 
intoxication of joy, I should have needed no other answer. I understood 
those' embraces.' 

"‘But suddenly I felt them no longer. Her arms ceased to press me to her 
heart. I thought it was one of those swoons such as she often had, though 
gentolly in these swoons her embrace never relaxed.—I need not be 
prudish to you. We are both men, and we can speak as men. 

"T had had some experience of the voluptuous spasms of Alberte, and 
when they seized her, they did not interrupt my embraces. 

"T remained as I was, on her breast, waiting till she should return to con- 
sciousness, and proud in the certainty she would recover her senses under 
my embraces, and that the blow which had struck her, by striking again, 
would revive her. 

"But this was the exception to the rule. I gazed at her as she lay close 
to me on the blue sofa, awaiting the moment when her eyes, now hidden 
under the long lids, should again reveal to me those splendid orbs of 
black velvet and flame; when those teeth which clenched almost tight 
enough to break the enamel at the least kiss on her neck or shoulders, 
should reopen and allow her breath to pass. But the eyes did not reopen, 
and the teeth did not unclench, 

"The icy chill rose from her feet, and mounted even to her lips. When 
I felt that horrible cold, I sat up, in order to look at her the better; with 
a bound I tore myself from her arms, one of which fell back on her body, 
and the other dropped to the ground by the side of the sofa on which she 
lay. Frightened, but having still my senses about me, I put my hand on her 
heart. . . . No sign of life! No sign in the pulse, in the temples, no sign 
in the carotid arteries, no sign anywhere. — ^Death with its terrible rigidity 
was everywhere! 

"I was sure of her death — and yet I could not believe it. 

"The human brain sometimes makes those stupid resolutions even in the 
face of clear evidence and destiny. Alberte was dead. Of what? I did not 
know; I was not a doctor. But she was dead, and though I saw as clearly 
as the sun at noonday that all I could do would be useless, yet I did every- 
thing that I knew would be absurdly useless. In my absolute ignorance of 
all knowledge, and want of all instruments and resources, I emptied over 
her face all the bottles on my dressing-table. I beat her hand, in spite of 
the noise it made in a house where the least sound made us tremble, I had 
heard one of my uncles, a captain in the 4th Dragoons, say that he had 
once saved one of his friends from apoplexy by bleeding him with a fleam, 
such as is used for bleeding horses. I had plenty of weapons in my room. I 
picked up a dagger, and cut AIBerte’s arm deeply, but no blood flowed. 

. "At the most a few drops coagulated. Neither kisses nor bites could 
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galvanize into life that stiff corpse—which had become a corpse beneath 
my lips. Not knowing what more to do, I ended by extending myself on 
her body—the means employed (according to the old legends) by all the 
miracle-workers of the past when they resuscitated dead bodies—not hop- 
ing to restore her to life, but acting as though I did so hope. And it was 
whilst I was lying on this cold body that a thought, which had not before 
been able to form itself in the mental chaos in which the frightfully sud- 
den death of Alberte had thrown me, appeared clearly, and I was afraid. 

“Yes, I was seized by a dread— a terrible dread. Alberte had died in my 
room, and her death would reveal everything. What would become of me? 
What should I do? 

“At the thought, I seemed to feel a terrible physical dread, and my hair 
stood on end. My backbone turned to ice, and I tried to struggle — ^but in 
vain — against the unmanly feeling. I told myself I must be calm; that I 
was a man^ — a soldier. I took my head in my hands, and whilst my brain 
reeled, I compelled myself to think of the terrible situation in which I 
was, and consider all the ideas which whipped my brain as though it were 
a top— and all these ideas centred in the inanimate body of Alberte, and 
how her mother would find her in the morning in ‘the officer’s room — 
dead and dishonoured! 

“The thought of the mother whose daughter I had dishonoured and 
perhaps killed, weighed more on my mind than even the corpse of Alberte. 
The death could not be concealed — but was there no means of concealing 
the dishonour proved by the discovery of the body in my room? That was 
the question I asked myself; the point on which I fixed all my attention. 

“The difficulty increased the more I studied it, until it assumed the pro- 
portions of an absolute impossibility. Frightful hallucination! Sometimes 
the corpse of Alberte seemed to fill the whole room. Ah, if her bedroom 
had not been placed behind that of her parents, I would have carried her 
back, at all risks, to her own bed. 

“But how could I, with a dead body in my arms, pass through a room 
with which I was unacquainted, and which I had never entered, and where 
the father and mother of the unfortunate girl slumbered in the light sleep 
of old people.? 

“Yet such was my state of mind, and my fear of the morrow and of the 
dead body found in my room galloped so madly through my brain, that 
this bold madness of carrying Alberte to her own room possessed me as 
the only means of saving the honour of the poor girl, and sparing me the 
shame of the reproaches of the father and mother. Would you believe it? — 
I can hardly believe it myself when I think of it! — had the strength to 
take Alberte’s dead body, raising it by the arms, and place it on my 
shoulders. Horrible burden! heavier by , far than that of the damned in 
Dante’s hell. You must have carried, as I did, that fardel of flesh which but 
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an hour before had m my blood boil with desire, and which now ter- 
rified me! You must have carried it yourself ere you can know what I felt 
and; suffered.' 

‘Thus laden, I opened the door, and, like her, with bare feet that I 
might make no noise, I entered the corridor which led to her parents’ 
room, the door of which was at the end of the passage, and, stopping at 
each step, whilst my legs almost gave way under me, I listened for the 
least sound, and could hear nothing but the beating of my own heart. 
The moments seemed terribly long. Nothing moved^ One step succeeded 
another. But when I arrived in front of that fatal door which I must enter, 
and which she had not quite closed, that she might find it still open on 
her return— and when I heard the long, quiet breathing of those two poor 
old people who were sleeping in such peace and confidence, I dared go no 
farther. I dared not pass that doorway, looking so black and threatening 
in the darkness. 

“I drew back; I almost fled with my burden. I returned to my room 
more and more terror-struck. I replaced the body of Alberte on the sofa, 
and, on my knees beside her, I repeated those supplicating questions. 
What is to be done.? What will be the end? So perturbed was I, that, the 
senseless and atrocious idea occurred to me to throw the body of this 
beautiful girl, who had been my mistress six months, out of the window. 
Despise me if you will! I opened the window — I drew aside the curtain 
you see there, and I looked into the black hole at the bottom of which 
was the street, for it was very dark that night. I could not see the pave- 
ment. They will believe it is a suicide,’ I said to myself — and I once more 
raised Alberte’s body. But then a ray of common sense shot across my 
madness. ‘How was she killed? From whence could she have fallen if she 
is found under my window?’ 

“I fully realized the impossibility of what I had been about to do. I 
closed the window, the fastening of which creaked dismally. I drew the cur- 
tain again, feeling more dead than alive at each sound I made. Besides, 
either through the window — on the staircase — in the corridor — wherever 
I might leave or throw the body, it would be an eternal accuser — the 
profanation would be useless. An examination of the corpse would reveal 
everything, and a mother’s eyes w^ould see all that the doctor or the judge 
tried to conceal from her. 

“What I suffered was insupportable, and I had a good mind to finish 
it all with a pistol-shot and in the Memoralized’ (an expression of the 
Emperor’s that I learned to understand later) condition in which I was, I 
looked at the weapons shining on the walls. But there! I will be frank, I 
was seventeen, and I loved— my sword. Both by inclination and race, I was 
a soldier. I had never been under fire, and I wished to be. I had military 
ambitions. In the regiment we joked about Werther— regarded -as a hero 
at that time ^but whom we officers pitied. The thought which prevented 
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me from getting rid, by killmg myself, of the ignoble fear which op- 
pressed me, led to another which appeared to be salvation in the strait in 
which !■ was.':' . 

Hf I went and saw the Colonel! I said to myself. The Colonel is the 
father of the regiment— and T dressed myself as though the call to arms 
were beating for a surprise attack. I took my pistols as a precaution. Who 
knew what might happen? I embraced for the last time, with all the affec- 
tion of seventeen— one is always sentimental at seventeen— the dumb 
mouth of the poor dead Alberte, which during the last six months had 
showered upon me such delights. I descended the stair on tiptoe. Breath- 
less as one who is fleeing for his life, I took an hour (it seemed to me an 
hour) to unbolt the street-door and turn the big key in the enormous 
lock; and, after having closed the door again with all the precautions of a 
thief, I ran like one fleeing for his life to the Coloners house. 

“I rang as though the house had been on fire. I shouted as though the 
enemy had been about to capture the flag of the regiment. I knocked 
everything over, including the orderly who tried to prevent me from enter- 
ing his master’s room, and when once the Colonel was awake, I told him 
everything. I made a complete confession rapidly and boldly, for time 
pressed, and I begged of him to save me. 

“The Colonel was a man of action. He saw at a glance in what a hor- 
rible gulf I was struggling. He had pity on the youngest of his children, as 
he called us, and indeed I was in a condition to be pitied. He told me — 
accentuating the statement with a round oath— that I must begin by clear- 
ing out of the town, immediately, and that he would undertake the rest; 
that he would see the parents as soon as I had gone, but that I must go at 
once, and take the diligence which would stop in ten minutes’ time at the 
Hotel de la Poste, and go to a town which he named, where he would 
write. He gave me some money, for I had omitted to put any in my pocket, 
pressed his old grey moustache to my cheeks, and ten minutes after this 
interview I had climbed on the roof — it was the only place left — of the 
diligence which was making the same journey as we are now, and I passed 
at a gallop under the window (you may guess how I looked at it) of 
the funeral chamber where I had left Alberte dead, and which was lighted 
up as it is to-night.” 

Vicomte de Brassard stopped, his voice quite broken. " . 

I no longer felt inclined to joke. The silence did not last long. 

“And after?” I said. 

“Well,” he replied, “there was no after. For a long time I was tortured 
by curiosity. I followed faithfully the ColorieFs instructions. I impatiently 
awaited a letter that would inform me of what had happened after my de- 
parture. I waited about a month; but at the end of the month it was not a 
letter from the Colonel I received, for he scarcely, ever wrote, except with 
a sabre on the bodies of his enemies, but an order, to join in twenty- 
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four hours the 33rd Regiment, to which I had been appointed. A campaign, 
and that my first, distracted my thoughts. The battles in which I took part, 
the hardships, and also some adventures with women, caused me to 
neglect to write to the Colonel, and turned my thoughts from the sad 
memory of Alberte, without, however, effacing it, I preserved it still, like a 
bullet that cannot be extracted, I said to myself that I should some day 
meet the Colonel, who would inform me of that which I wished to know, 
but the Colonel was killed at the head of his regiment at Leipsic. Louis de 
Meuiig also had been killed about a month before, 

'It is shameful, no doubt,” added the Captain, "but memories end by 
dying. The devouring curiosity to know what had happened after my de- 
parture no longer disturbed me. I might have come back in after years to 
this little town— -and, changed as I was, I should never have been recog- 
nized — and learned what had been the end of my tragic adventure. But 
something, which was certainly not respect for public opinion, which I 
have all my life despised, but rather a disinclination to face a second time 
that which had given me such a deadly fear, always restrained me.” 

This dandy, who had related without any dandyism such a grim and 
true story, was silent. I was thinking over his story, and I understood that 
this fine flower of dandyism had other sides to his character than those 
which appeared to his acquaintances. I remembered that he had said at the 
beginning that there was a black blot which had all his life destroyed his 
pleasures as a libertine— when suddenly he astonished me still more by 
seizing my arm roughly. 

"Look!” he said. “Look at the curtain!” 

The slim shadow of a woman was plainly delineated on the curtain. 

"The ghost of Alberte!” said the Captain, "Fortune is mocking us to- 
night,” he added bitterly. 

The shadow passed, and the red bright square was again empty. But the 
wheelwright, who, whilst the Captain was speaking, had been busy with his 
screw, had finished his task. The fresh horses were ready, and were pawing 
the ground, striking out sparks with their iron shoes. 

The driver, his astrakhan cap over his ears, and the way-bill between his 
teeth, took the reins and climbed to the box, and, when once he was in his 
seat, cried in a loud clear voice: 

"Go on!” 

And we went on, and had soon passed the mysterious window with its 
red curtain— but I still continue to see it in my dreams. 
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THE GOLD-BUG 

Edgar Allan Poe 

(1809-1849) 


What ho! what ho! this fellow is dancing mad! 

He hath been bitten by the Tarantula. 

— ALL IN THE WRONG 

IVIIany years agOj I contracted an intimacy with a Mr. William Legrand. 
He was of an ancient Huguenot family, and had once been wealthy; but a 
series of misfortunes had reduced him to want. To avoid the mortification 
consequent upon his disasters, he left New Orleans, the city of his fore- 
fathers, and took up his residence at Sullivan’s Island, near Charleston, 
South Carolina. 

This Island is a very singular one. It consists of little else than the sea 
sand, and is about three miles long. Its breadth at no point exceeds a 
quarter of a mile. It is separated from the mainland by a scarcely per- 
ceptible creek, oozing its way through a wilderness of reeds and slime, a 
favorite resort of the marsh-hen. The vegetation, as might be supposed, is 
scant, or at least dwarfish. No trees of any magnitude are to be seen. Near 
the western extremity, where Fort Moultrie stands, and where are some 
miserable frame buildings, tenanted, during the summer, by the fugitives 
from Charleston dust and fever, may be found, indeed, the bristly pal- 
metto; but the whole island, with the exception of this western point, and 
a line of hard, white beach on the seacoast, is covered with a dense under- 
growth of the sweet myrtle, so much prized by the horticulturists of Eng- 
land. The shrub here often attains the height of fifteen or twenty feet, and 
forms an almost impenetrable coppice,, burthening the air with its fra- 
grance. 

In the inmost recesses of this coppice, not far from the eastern or more 
remote end of the island, Legrand had built himself a small hut, which 
he occupied when I first, by mere accident, made his acquaintance. This 
soon ripened into friendship — for there was much in the recluse to excite 
interest and esteem. I found him well educated, with unusual powers of 
mind, but infected with misanthropy, and subject to perverse moods of 
alternate enthusiasm and melancholy. He had with him many books, but 
rarely employed them. His chief amusements were gunning and fishing, or 
sauntering along the beach and thrdugh the myrtles, in quest of shells or 
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entomological specimens;— his collection of the latter might have been 
envied by a Swammerdamm. In these excursions he was usually accom- 
panied by an old negro^ called Jupiter, who had been manumitted before 
the reverses of the family, but who could he induced, neither by threats 
nor by promises, to abandon what he considered his right of attendance 
upon the footsteps of his young “Massa Will.” It is not improbable that 
the relatives of Legrand, conceiving him to be somewhat unsettled in in- 
tellect, had contrived to instil this obstinacy into Jupiter, with a view to 
the supervision and guardianship of the wanderer. 

The winters in the latitude of Sullivan’s Island are seldom very severe, 
and in the fall of the year it is a rare event indeed when a fire is considered 
necessary. About the middle of October, i8— , there occurred, however, a 
day of remarkable chilliness. Just before sunset I scrambled my way 
through the evergreens to the hut of my friend, whom I had not visited 
for several weeks — my residence being, at that time, in Charleston, a dis- 
tance of nine miles from the Island, while the facilities of passage and re- 
passage were very far behind those of the present day. Upon reaching the 
hut I rapped, as was my custom, and getting no reply, sought for the key 
where I knew it was secreted, unlocked the door and went in. A fine fire 
was blazing upon the hearth. It was a novelty, and by no means an ungrate- 
ful one. I threw off an overcoat, took an arm-chair by the crackling logs, 
and awaited patiently the arrival of my. hosts. 

Soon after dark they arrived, and* gave me a most cordial welcome. 
Jupiter, grinning from ear to ear, bustled about to prepare some marsh- 
hens for supper. Legrand was in one of his fits — how else shall I term 
them.? — of enthusiasm. He had found an unknown bivalve, forming a new 
genus, and, more than this, he had hunted down and secured, with 
Jupiter’s assistance, a scarabccus which he believed to be totally new, but in 
respect to which he wished to have my opinion on the morrow. 

“And why not to-night?” I asked, rubbing my hands over the blaze, and 
wishing the whole tribe of scarabcei at the devil. 

“Ah, if I had only known you were here!” said Legrand, “but its so 
long since I saw you; and how could I foresee that you would pay me a 
visit this very night of all others? . As I. was coming home I met Lieu- 
tenant G , from the fort, and, very foolishly, I lent him the bug; so it 

will be impossible for you to see it until morning. Stay here to-night, and I 
will send Jup down for it at sunrise. It is the loveliest thing in creation!” 

“What? — sunrise?” , . 

“Nonsense! nol— the bug. It is of a: brilliant gold color— about the size 
: of a large hickory-nut— with two. jet-black spots near one extremity of the 

back, and another, somewhat, longer, at the other. The antennce ” 

; . ; .“Dey ain’t no tin in him, Massa; -Will, I keep a tellin on you,” here inter- 
rupted Jupiter; “de bug is' a goole. bug,, solid, ebery bit of him, inside and 
all, sep him wing— neber. feel half so hebby a bug in my life.” . .. 
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'Well, suppose it is, Jup,” replied Legrand, somewhat more earnestly, it 
seemed to me, than the case demanded, "is that any reason for your letting 
the birds burn? The color’'— here he turned to me~"is really almost 
enough to warrant Jupiter’s idea. You never saw a more brilliant metallic 
lustre than the scales emit— but of this you cannot Judge till to-morrow. Iii 
the mean time I can give you some idea of the shape.” Saying this, he 
seated himself at a small table, on which were a pen and ink, but no 
paper. He looked for some in a drawer, but found none. ^ 

"Never mind,” said he at length, "this will answer”; and he drew from 
his waistcoat pocket a scrap of what I took to be very dirty foolscap, and 
made upon it a rough drawing with the pen. While he did this, I retained 
my seat by the fire, for I was still chilly. When the design was complete, 
he handed it to me without rising. As I received it, a loud growl was 
heard, succeeded by a scratching at the door. Jupiter opened it, and a large 
Newfoundland, belonging to Legrand, rushed in, leaped upon my shoulders, 
and loaded me with caresses; for I had shown him much attention during 
previous visits. When his gambols were over, I looked at the paper, and, 
to speak the truth, found myself not a little puzzled at what my friend 


had depicted. 

"Well!” I said, after contemplating it for some minutes, "this is a strange 
scarabceus, I must confess: new to me: never saw anything like it before 
— unless it was a skull, or a death’s-head — which it more nearly resembles 
than anything else that has come under my observation.” 

"A death’s-head!” echoed Legrand — "Oh — ^yes — well, it has something 
of that appearance upon paper, no doubt. The two upper black spots look 
like eyes, eh? and the longer one at the bottom like a mouth — and then 
the shape of the whole is oval.” 

"Perhaps so,” said I; "but, Legrand, I fear you are no artist. I must wait 
until I see the beetle itself, if I am to form any idea of its personal appear- 


"Well, I don’t know,” said he, a little nettled, "I draw tolerably— r/mwW 
do it at least — have had good masters, and flatter myself that I am not 
quite a blockhead.” 

"But, my dear fellow, you are joking then,” said I, "this is a very passable 
s\ull — indeed, I may say that it is a very excellent skull, according to the 
vulgar notions about such specimens of physiology — and your scarabmis 
must be the queerest scarabceus in the world if it resembles it. Why, we 
may get up a very thrilling bit of superstition upon this hint. I presume 
you will call the bug scarabceus caput hominiSy or something of that kind 
— there are many similar titles in the Natural Histories. But where are the 
antennce you spoke of?” ' 

"The antenn^r said Legrand,' who seemed to be getting unaccountably 
warm upon the subject; “I am sure you must see the antennce. I made them 
as distinct as they are in the original insec t3-and J;pre^ that is sufficient ” 
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'WelVwelL’ I said, “perhaps you have— still I don’t see them;’* and I 
handed him the paper without additional remark, not wishing to ruffle his 
temper; but I was much surprised at the turn affairs had taken; his ill 
humor puzzled me— and, as for the drawing of the beetle, there were posi- 
tively 720 antenncs visible, and the whole did bear a very close resemblance 
to the ordinary cuts of a death s-head. 

He received the paper very peevishly, and was about to crumple it, ap- 
parently to throw it in the fire, when a casual glance at the design seemed 
suddenly to rivet his attention. In an instant his face grew violently red- 
in another as excessively pale. For some minutes he continued to scru- 
tinize the drawing minutely where he sat. At length he arose, took a candle 
from the table, and proceeded to seat himself upon a sea-chest in the 
farthest corner of the room. Here again he made an anxious examination 
of the paper; turning it in all directions. He said nothing, however, and 
his conduct greatly astonished me; yet I thought it prudent not to 
exacerbate the growing moodiness of his temper by any comment. Pres- 
ently he took from his coat pocket a wallet, placed the paper carefully in 
it, and deposited both in a writing-desk, which he locked. He now grew 
more composed in his demeanor; but his original air of enthusiasm had 
quite disappeared. Yet he seemed not so much sulky as abstracted. As the 
evening wore away he became more and more absorbed in reverie, from 
which no sallies of mine could arouse him. It had been my intention to 
pass the night at the hut, as I had frequently done before, but, seeing my 
host in this mood, I deemed it proper to take leave. He did not press me 
to remain, but, as I departed, he shook my hand with even more than 
his usual cordiality. 

It was about a month after this (and during the interval I had seen noth- 
ing of Legrand) when I received a visit, at Charleston, from his man, 
Jupiter. I had never seen the good old negro look so dispirited, and I feared 
that some serious disaster had befallen my friend. 

“Well, Jup,” said I, “what is the matter now? — ^how is your master?*’ 

“Why, to speak de troof, massa, him not so berry well as mought be.” 

“Not well! I am truly sorry to hear it. What does he complain of?” 

“Dar! dat’s it! — ^him neber plain of notin — but him berry sick for all dat.” 

''Very sick, Jupiter!— why didn’t you say so at once? Is he confined to 
bed?” 

“No, dat he ain’t!— he ain’t find nowhar — dat’s just whar de shoe pinch — 
my mind is got to be berry hebby bout poor Massa Will ” 

“Jupiter, I should like to understand what it is you are talking about. 
You say your master is sick. Hasn’t he told you what ails him?” 

, “Why, massa, tain’t worf while for to git mad bout de matter— Massa 
Will say noffin at all ain’t de matter wid him— but den what make him go 
about looking dis here way, wid, he head down and he soldiers up, and as 
white as a gose? And den he keep a ayphon all de time ” 
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'‘Keeps, a wlia.t, Jupiter?’- , 

. “Keeps a syphon wid de figgurs on de slate~^de queerest figgurs I ebber 
did see. Fse gittin be skeered, I tell you. Hab for to keep mighty tight 
eye pon him noovers. Todder day he gib me slip fore de sun up and was 
gone de whole ob de blessed day. I had a big stick ready cut for to gib 
him d— d good beating when he did come— but Fse sich a fool dat I had- 
n’t de heart arter all— he look so berry poorly.” 

“Eh?— what? ah yes!— upon the whole Fthink you had better not be too 
severe with the poor fellow — don’t flog him, Jupiter — he can’t very well 
stand it — but can you form no idea of what has occasioned this illness, or 
rather this change of conduct? Has anything unpleasant happened since I 
saw you?” 

“No, massa, dey ain’t bin nofiin onpleasant since den— ’twas fore den Fm 
feared — ’twas de berry day you was dare.” 

“How? what do you mean?” 

“Why, massa, I mean de bug — dare now.” 

“The what?” 

“De bug — Fm berry sartain dat Massa Will bin bit somewhere bout de 
head by dat goole-bug.” 

“And what cause have you, Jupiter, for such a supposition?” 

“Claws enuff, massa, and mouff too. I nebber did see sich a d — d bug — he 
kick and he bite ebery ting what cum near him. Massa Will cotch him fuss, 
but had for to let him go gin mighty quick, I tell you — den was de time 
he must ha got de bite. I didn’t like de look ob de bug mouff, myself, no 
how, so I wouldn’t take hold ob him wid my finger, but I cotch him wid a 
piece ob paper dat I found. I rap him up in de paper and stuff piece ob it in 
he mouff— dat was de way.” 

“And you think, then, that your master was really bitten by the beetle, 
and that the bite made him sick?” 

“I don’t tink nofiin about it — I nose it. What make him dream bout de 
goole so much, if tain’t cause he bit by de goole-bug? Fse heerd bout dem 
goole-bugs fore dis.” 

“But how do you know he dreams about gold?” 

“How I know? why cause he talk about it in he sleep — dat’s how I nose.” 

“Well, Jup, perhaps you are right; but to what fortunate circumstance 
am I to attribute the honor of a visit from you to-day?” 

“What de matter, massa?” 

“Did you bring any message from Mr. Legrand?” 

“No, massa, I bring dis here pissel”; and here Jupiter handed me a note 
which ran thus : 

Why have I not seen you for so long a time? I hope you have not been so 
foolish as to take offence at any little brusquerie oi mine; but no, that is im- 
probable;"^"; 
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Since I saw you I have had great cause for anxiety. I have something to tell 
you, yet scarcely know how to tell it, or whether I should tell it at all 

I have not been quite well for some days past, and poor old Jup annoys me, 
almost beyond endurance, by his well-meant attentions. Would you believe it?— 
he had prepared a huge stick, the other day, with which to chastise me for giv- 
ing him the slip, and spending the day, solus, among the hills on the main land. 
I verily believe that my ill looks alone saved me a flogging. 

I have made no addition to my cabinet since we met. 

If you can, in any way, make it convenient, come over with Jupiter, Do come. 
I wish to see you to-night, upon business of importance. I assure you that it is 
of the highest importance. 

. ' ■ ■ ■ ' Ever yours,' 

William Legrand ; : 

There was something in the tone of this note which gave me great un- 
easiness. Its whole style differed materially from that of Legrand. What 
could be be dreaming of? What new crotchet possessed his excitable brain.? 
What ‘‘business of the highest importance” could he possibly have to trans- 
act? Jupiter’s account of him boded no good. I dreaded lest the continued 
pressure of misfortune had, at length, fairly unsettled the reason of my 
friend. Without a moment's hesitation, therefore, I prepared to accompany 
the negro. 

Upon reaching the wharf, I noticed a scythe and three spades, all ap- 
parently new, lying in the bottom of the boat in which we were to em- 
bark. 

•‘What is the meaning of all this, Jup?” I inquired. 

“Him syfe, massa, and spade,” 

' “Very true; but what are they doing here?” 

“Him de syfe and de spade what Massa Will sis pon my buying for him 
in de town, and de debbil’s own lot of money I had to gib for ’em.” 

“But what, in the name of all that is mysterious, is your ‘Massa Will’ go? 
ing to do with scythes and spades?” 

“Dat’s more dan I know, and debbil take me if I don’t believe ’tis more 
dan he know, too. But it’s all cum ob de bug.” 

Finding that no satisfaction was to be obtained of Jupiter, whose whole 
intellect seemed to be absorbed by “de bug,” I now stepped into the boat 
and made sail. With a fair and strong breeze we soon ran into the little 
cove to the northward of Fort Moultrie, and a walk of some two miles 
brought us to the hut. It was about three in the afternoon when we arrived. 
Legrand had been awaiting iis in eager expectation. He grasped my hand 
with a nervous empressement which alarmed me and strengthened the 
suspicions already entertained. His countenance was pale even to ghastli- 
ness, and his deep-set eyes glarfcd with unnatural lustre. After some in- 
quiries respecting his health, I asked. hiin, not knowing what better to say, 
if he had yet obtained the from , Lieutenant G . 
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“Oh, yes,” he replied, coloring violently, ‘1 got it from him the next 
morning. Nothing should tempt me to part with that scambmis.^ Do you 
know that Jupiter is quite right about it?” 

“In what way ?” I asked, with a sad foreboding at heart 

“In supposing it to be a bug oired gold” He said this with an air of pro- 
found seriousness, and I felt inexpressibly shocked. 

“This bug is to make my fortune,” he continued, with a triumphant 
smile, “to reinstate me in my family possessions. Is it any wonder, then, 
that I prize it? Since Fortune has thought fit to bestow it upon me, I have 
only to use it properly and I shall arrive at the gold of which it is the index. 
Jupiter, bring me th2.t scarab mis!” 

“What! de bug, massa? Fd rudder not go fer trubble dat bug — ^you mus 
git him for your own self.” Hereupon Legrand arose, with a grave and 
stately air, and brought me the beetle from a glass case in which it was 
enclosed. It was a beautiful scarabccus, and, at that time, unknown to 
naturalists — of course a great prize in a scientific point of view. There 
were two round, black spots near one extremity of the back, and a long 
one near the other. The scales were exceedingly hard and glossy, with all 
the appearance of burnished gold. The weight of the insect was very re- 
markable, and, taking all things into consideration, I could hardly blame 
Jupiter for his opinion respecting it; but what to make of Legrand’s 
agreement wuth that opinion, I could not, for the life of me, tell. 

“I sent for you,” said he, in a grandiloquent tone, when I had completed 
my examination of the beetle, “I sent for you, that I might have your 
counsel and assistance in furthering the views of Fate and of the bug ” 

“My dear Legrand,” I cried, interrupting him,, “you are certainly unwell, 
and had better use some little precautions. You shall go to bed, and I will 
remain with you a few days, until you get over this. You are feverish 
and ” 

“Feel my pulse,” said he. 

I felt it, and, to say the truth, found not the slightest indication of 
fever. 

“But you may be ill and yet have no fever. Allow me this once to 
prescribe for you. In the first place, go to bed. In the next ” 

“You are mistaken,” he interposed, “I am as well as I can expect to be 
under the excitement which I suffer. If you really wish me well, you will 
relieve this excitement.” r 

“And how is this to be done?” 

“Very easily. Jupiter and myself are going upon an expedition Into the 
hills, upon the main land, and, in this expedition, we shall need the aid of 
some person in whom we can confide. You are the only one we can trust. 
Whether ,we succeed or fail, the excitement which you now perceive in 
me will be equally allayed.” - , - , , ■ 

“I am anxious to oblige you in any way,” J /replied;;, “but you mean 
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to say that this infernal beetle has any connection your expedition 

into the hills?-' ■ ' 

“It ''has;’,,.:,' 

“Then, Legrand, I can become a party to no such absurd proceeding.” 

“l am sorry— very sorry — ^for we shall have to try it by ourselves.” 

“Try it by yourselves! The man is surely mad! — but stay!— how long 
do you propose to be absent?” 

“Probably all night. We shall start immediately, and be back, at all events, 
by sunrise.” 

“And will you promise me, upon your honor, that when this freak of 
yours is over, and the bug business (good God!) settled to your satisfac- 
tion, you will then return home and follow my advice implicitly, as that 
of your physician?” 

“Yes; I promise; and now let us be oif, for we have no time to lose.” 

VVitli a heavy heart I accompanied my friend. We started about four 
o’clock— Legrand, Jupiter, the dog, and myself, Jupiter had with him the 
scythe and spades — the whole of which he insisted upon carrying— more 
through fear, it seemed to me, of trusting either of the implements within 
reach of his master, than from any excess of industry or complaisance. His 
demeanor was dogged in the extreme, and “dat d — d bug” were the sole 
words which escaped his lips during the journey. For my own part, I had 
charge of a couple of dark lanterns, while Legrand contented himself with 
the scarahceus, which he carried attached to the end of a bit of whip-cord; 
twirling it to and fro, with the air of a conjuror, as he went. When I 
observed this last, plain evidence of my friend’s aberration of mind, I could 
scarcely refrain from tears. I thought it best, however, to humor his fancy, 
at least for the present, or until I could adopt some more energetic measures 
with a chance of success. In the mean time I endeavored, but all in vain, 
to sound him in regard to the object of the expedition. Having succeeded in 
inducing me to accompany him, he seemed unwilling to hold conversation 
upon any topic of minor importance, and to all my questions vouchsafed no 
other reply than “we shall see!” 

We crossed the creek at the head of the island by means of a skiff, and, 
ascending the high grounds on the shore of the main land, proceeded in a 
northwesterly direction, through a tract of country excessively wild and 
desolate, where no trace of a human footstep was to be seen. Legrand led 
the way with decision; pausing only for an instant, here and there, to con- 
sult what appeared to be certain landmarks of his own contrivance upon a 
former occasion. 

In this manner we journeyed for. about two hours, and the sun was just 
setting when we entered a region infinitely more dreary than any yet seen. 
It was a species of table land, near the summit of an almost inaccessible 
hill, densely wooded from base to pinnacle, and interspersed with huge 
crags that appeared to lie loosely uppn the' soil, and in many cases were 
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prevented from precipitating themselves into the valleys below^ merely by 
the support of the trees against which they reclined. Deep ravines, in various 
directions, gave an air of still sterner solemnity to the scene. 

The natural platform to which we had clambered was thickly overgrown 
with brambles, through which we soon discovered that it would have been 
impossible to force our way but for the scythe; and Jupiter, by direction of 
his master, proceeded to clear for us a path to the foot of an enormously tall 
tulip-tree, which stood, with some eight or ten oaks, upon the level, and far 
surpassed them all, and all other trees which I had then ever seen, in the 
beauty of its foliage and form, in the wide spread of its branches, and in 
the general majesty of its appearance. When we reached this tree, Legrand 
turned to Jupiter, and asked him if he thought he could climb it. The old 
man seemed a little staggered by the question, and for some moments made 
no reply. At length he approached the huge trunk, walked slowly around 
it, and examined it with minute attention. When he had completed his 
scrutiny, he merely said, 

“Yes, massa, Jup climb any tree he ebber see in he life.” 

“Then up with you as soon as possible, for it will soon be too dark to see 
what we are about.” 

“How far mus go up, massa.?” inquired Jupiter. 

“Get up the main trunk first, and then Twill tell you which way to go— 
and here— stop! take this beetle with you.” 

“De bug, Massa Will!^ — de goole bug!” cried the negro, drawing back in 
dismay— “what for mus tote de bug way up de tree? — d — n if I do!” 

“If you are afraid, Jup, a great big negro like you, to take hold of a harm- 
less little dead beetle, why you can carry it up by this string — but, if you do 
not take it up with you in some way, I shall be under the necessity of 
breaking your head with this shovel.” 

“What de matter now, massa?” said Jup, evidently shamed into compli- 
ance; “always want for to raise fuss wid old nigger. Was only funnin any 
how. M<? feered de bug! what Tkeer for^d Here he took cautiously 

hold of the extreme end of the string, and, maintaining the insect as far 
from his person as circumstances would permit, prepared to ascend the 
tree.... . . 

In youth, the tulip-tree, or Liriodendron Tulipiferum, the most magnifi- 
cent of American foresters, has a trunk peculiarly smooth, and often rises 
to a great height without lateral branches; but, in its riper age, the bark 
becomes gnarled and uneven, while many short limbs make their appear- 
ance on the stem. Thus the difficulty of ascension, in the present case, lay 
more in semblance than in reality. Embracing the huge cylinder, as closely 
as possible, with his arms and knees, seizing with his haxids some projec- 
tions, and resting his naked toes upon others, Jupiter, after one or two 
narrow escapes from fallings at length wriggled himself into the first great 
fork, and seemed to consider the whole business as virtually accomplished. 
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The of the aGhievement was, in fact, now over, aklioiigh the climber 
was some sixty or seventy feet frorn the ground. 

“Which way mus go now, Massa Will?” he asked. 

“Keep up the largest branch— the one on this side,” said Legrand. The 
negro obeyed him promptly, and apparently with but little trouble; ascend- 
ing higher and higher, until no glimpse of his squat figure could be ob- 
tained through the dense foliage which enveloped it. Presently his voice was 
heard in a sort of halloo. 

“How much f udder is got for go?” 

“How high up are you?” asked Legrand.. 

“Ebber so fur,” replied the negro; “can see de sky fru de top ob de tree.” 

“Never mind the sky, but attend to what I say. Look down the trunk and 
count the limbs below you on this side. How many limbs have you passed?” 

“One, two, tree, four, fibe — done pass fibe big limb, massa, pon dis 
side.”.,,^ 

“Then go one limb higher.” 

In a few minutes the voice was heard again, announcing that the seventh 
limb was attained. 

“Now, Jup,” cried Legrand, evidently much excited, “I want you to work 
your way out upon that limb as far as you can. If you see anything strange, 
let me know.” 

By this time what little doubt I might have entertained of my poor friend’s 
insanity, was put finally at rest. I had no alternative but to conclude him 
stricken with lunacy, and I became seriously anxious about getting him 
home. While I was pondering upon what was best to be done, Jupiter’s 
voice was again heard. 

“Mos feered for to ventur pon dis limb berry far— ’tis dead limb putty 
much all de way.” 

“Did you say it was a dead limb, Jupiter?” cried Legrand in a quavering 
voice, 

“Yes, massa, him dead as de door-nail — done up for sartain — done de- 
parted dis here life.” 

“What in the name of heaven shall I do?” asked Legrand, seemingly in 
the greatest distress. 

“Do!” said I, glad of an opportunity to interpose a word, “why come 
home and go to bed. Come now! — that’s a fine fellow. It’s getting late, and, 
besides, you remember your promise.” . 

“Jupiter,” cried he, without heeding me in the least, “do you hear me?” 

“Yes, Massa Will, hear you ebber .so plain.” . 

V “Try,the wood well, then, with your knife, and see if you think it very 
rotten” , 

“Him rotten, massa, sure.nuff,” replied, the negro in a few moments, “but 
not so berry rotten, as mought be. Mought, yentur out leetle way pon de 
limb by myself,; dafs true.” 
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yourself !~what do you mean?’" 

“Why I mean de bug. ’Tisi>efry hebby bug. Spose I drop him down fuss, 
and den de limb won’t break wid just de weight ob one nigger.” 

“You infernal scoundrel!” cried Legrand, apparently much relieved, “what 
do you mean by telling me such nonsense as that? As sure as you let that 
beetle fall! — 111 break your neck. Look here, Jupiter! do you hear me?” 

“Yes, massa, needn’t hollo at poor nigger dat style.” 

“Well! now listen!— if you will venture out on the limb as far as you think 
safe, and not let go the beetle, 111 make you a present of a silver dollar as 
soon as you get down.” 

“Fm gwine, Massa Will — deed I is,” replied the negro very promptly— 
“mos out to the eeiid now.” 

''Out to the endl” here fairly screamed Legrand, “do you say you are out 
to the end of that limb?” 

“Soon be to de eend, massa,— o-o-o-o-oh! Lor-gol-a-marcy! what dis 
here pon de tree?” 

“Well!” cried Legrand, highly delighted, “what is it?” 

“Why tain’t noffin but a skull — somebody bin lef him head up de tree, and 
de crows done gobble ebery bit ob de meat off.” 

“A skull, you say! — very well! — how is it fastened to the limb? — what 
holds it on?” 

“Sure miff, massa; mus look. Why dis berry curous sarcumstance, pon my 
word — dare’s a great big nail in de skull, what fastens ob it on to de tree.” 

“Well now, Jupiter, do exactly as I tell you — do you hear?” 

“Yes, massa.” 

“Pay attention, then! — ^find the left eye of the skull” 

“Hum! hoo! dat’s good! why dar ain’t no eye lef at all.” 

“Curse your stupidity! do you know your right hand from your left?” 

“Yes, I nose dat — nose all bout dat — ’tis my left hand what I chops de 
wood wid.” 

“To be sure! you are left-handed; and your left eye is on the same side as 
your left hand. Now, I suppose, you can find the left eye of the skull, or the 
place where the left eye has been. Have you found it?” 

Here was a long pause. At length the negro asked, 

“Is de lef eye of de skull pon de same side as de lef hand of de skull, too? 
— cause de skull ain’t got not a bit ob a hand at all — nebber mind! I got de 
lef eye now — ^here the lef eye! what mus do wid it?” 

“Let the beetle drop through it, as far as the string will reach — ^but be 
careful and not let go your hold of the string.” 

“All dat done, Massa Will; mighty easy ting for to put de bug fru de hole 
— look out for him dar below!” 

During this colloquy no portion of Jupiter’s person could be seen; but the 
beetle, which he had suffered to descend? was now visible at the end of 
the string, and glistened,, like a^glofie pf. burnished gold, in the last rays of 
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the setting sun, some o£ which still faintly illumined the eminence upon 
which we stood. The scarab^us hxing quite clear of any branches, and, if 
* allowed to fall, would have fallen at our feet. Legrand immediately took the 
scythe, and cleared with it a circular space, three or four yards in diameter, 
just beneath the insect, and, having accomplished this, ordered Jupiter to 
let go the string and come down from the tree. 

Driving a peg, with great nicety, into the ground, at the precise spot 
where the beetle fell, my friend now produced from his pocket a tape- 
measiirehFastening one end of this at that point of the trunk of the tree 
which was nearest the peg, he unrolled it till it reached the peg, and thence 
farther unrolled it, in the direction already established by the two points of 
the tree and the peg, for the distance of fifty feet — Jupiter clearing away the 
brambles with the scythe. At the spot thus attained a second peg was driven, 
and about this, as a centre, a rude circle, about four feet in diameter, de- 
scribed. Taking now a spade himself, and giving one to Jupiter and one to 
me, Legrand begged us to set about digging as quickly as possible. 

To speak the truth, I had no especial relish for such amusement at any 
time, and, at that particular moment, would most willingly have declined 
it; for the night was coming on, and I felt much fatigued with the exercise 
already taken; but I saw no mode of escape, and was fearful of disturbing 
my poor friend’s equanimity by a refusal. Could I have depended, indeed, 
upon Jupiter’s aid, I would have had no hesitation in attempting to get the 
lunatic home by force; but I was too well assured of the old negro’s dis- 
position, to hope that he would assist me, under any circumstances, in a 
personal contest with his master. I made no doubt that the latter had been 
infected with some of the innumerable Southern superstitions about money 
buried, and that his phantasy had received confirmation by the finding of 
the scarabceus, or, perhaps, by Jupiter’s obstinacy in maintaining it to be '‘a 
bug of real gold.” A mind disposed to lunacy would readily be led away 
by such suggestions— especially if chiming in with favorite preconceived 
ideas— and then I called to mind the poor fellow’s speech about the beetle’s 
being “the index of his fortune.” Upon the whole, I was sadly vexed and 
puzzled, but, at length, I concluded to make a virtue of necessity — to dig 
with a good will, and thus the sooner to convince the visionary, by ocular 
demonstration, of the fallacy of the opinions he entertained. 

The lanterns having been lit, we all fell to work with a zeal worthy a 
more rational cause; and,. as the glare fell upon our persons and implements, 
I could not help thinking how picturesque a group we composed, and how 
strange and suspicious our labors must have appeared to any interloper 
who, by chance, might have stumbled upon our whereabouts. 

, We dug very steadily for two hours. Little was said; and our chief em- 
barrassment lay in the yelpings of the dog, who took exceeding interest in 
our proceedings. He, at length, became so obstreperous that we grew fearful 
of his giving the alarm to some stragglers in the vicinity;— or, rather, this 
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was the apprehension of Legrand; — ^for myself, I should have rejoiced at any 
interruption which might have enabled me to get the wanderer home. The 
noise was, at length, very effectually silenced by Jupiter, who, getting out of 
the hole with a dogged air of deliberation, tied the brute’s mouth up with 
one of his suspenders, and then returned, with a grave chuckle, to his task. 

When the time mentioned had expired, we had reached a depth of five 
feet, and yet no signs of any treasure became manifest. A general pause 
ensued, and I began to hope that the farce was at an end. Legrand, however, 
although evidently much disconcerted, wiped his brow thoughtfully and 
recommenced. We had excavated the entire circle of four feet diameter, and 
now we slightly enlarged the limit, and went to the farther depth of two 
feet. Still nothing appeared. The gold-seeker, whom I sincerely pitied, at 
length clambered from the pit, with the bitterest disappointment imprinted 
upon every feature, and proceeded, slowly and reluctantly, to put on his 
coat, which he had thrown off at the beginning of his labor. In the mean 
time I made no remark. Jupiter, at a signal from his master, began to gather 
up his tools. This done, and the dog having been unmuzzled, we turned in 
profound silence towards home. 

We had taken, perhaps, a dozen steps in this direction, when, with a loud 
oath, Legrand strode up to Jupiter, and seized him by the collar. The aston- 
ished negro opened his eyes and mouth to the fullest extent, let fall the 
spades, and fell upon his knees. 

‘'You scoundrel,” said Legrand, hissing out the syllables from between his 
clenched teeth— "you infernal black villain!— speak, I tell you! — answer me 
this instant, without prevarication!— which— which is your left eye?” 

"Oh, my golly, Massa Will! ain’t dis here my lef eye for sartin?” roared 
the terrified Jupiter, placing his hand upon his right organ of vision, and 
holding it there with a desperate pertinacity, as if in immediate dread of his 
master’s attempt at a gouge. 

"I thought so! — I knew it! — hurrah!” vociferated Legrand, letting the 
negro go, and executing a series of curvets and caracols, much to the aston- 
ishment of his valet, who, arising from his knees, looked, mutely, from 
his master to myself, and then from myself to his master. 

"Come! we must go back,” said the latter, “the game’s not up yet”; and 
he again led the way to the tulip-tree. 

"Jupiter,” said he, when we reached its foot, "come here! was the skull 
nailed to the limb with the face outward or with the face to the limb?” 

“De face was out, massa, so dat de crows could get at de eyes good, wid- 
out any trouble,” 

"Well, then, was it this eye or that through which you let the beetle fall?” 
— ^here Legrand touched each of Jupiter’s eyes. 

" ’Twas dis eye, massa — de lef eye-^jis as you tell me,” and here it was 
his right eye that the negro indicated. > ^ 

"That will do — we must try again.” \ 



108 


TELLERS^ OF TALES 


Here my friend, about whose madness I now saw, or fanded that I saw, 
certain indications removed the peg which marked the spot 

where the beetle fell, to a spot about three inches to the west-ward of its 
former position. Taking, now, the tape-measure from the nearest point of 
the trunk to the peg, as before, and continuing the extension in a straight 
line to the distance of fifty feet, a spot was indicated, removed, by several 
yards, from the point at which we had been digging. 

Around the new position a circle, somewhat larger than in the former 
instance, was now described, and we again set to work with the spades. I 
was dreadfully weary, but, scarcely understanding what had occasioned the 
change in my thoughts, I felt no longer any great aversion from the labor 
imposed. I had become most unaccountably interested— nay, even excited. 
Perhaps there was something, amid all the extravagant demeanor of 
Legrand — some air of forethought, or of deliberation, which impressed me. 
I dug eagerly, and now and then caught myself actually looking, with 
something that very much resembled expectation, for the fancied treasure, 
the vision of which had demented my unfortunate companion. At a period 
when such vagaries of thought most fully possessed me, and when we had 
been at work perhaps an hour and a half, we were again interrupted by the 
violent bowlings of the dog. His uneasiness, in' the first instance, had been, 
evidently, but the result of playfulness or caprice, but he now assumed a 
bitter and serious tone. Upon Jupiter’s again attempting to muzzle him, he 
made furious resistance, and, leaping into the hole, tore up the mould 
frantically with his claws. In a few seconds he had uncovered a mass of 
human bones, forming two complete skeletons, intermingled with several 
buttons of metal, and what appeared to be the dust of decayed woollen. 
One or two strokes of a spade upturned the blade of a large Spanish knife, 
and, as we dug farther, three or four loose pieces of gold and silver coin 
came to light. 

At sight of these the joy of Jupiter could scarcely be restrained, but the 
countenance of his master wore an air of extreme disappointment. He 
urged us, however, to continue our exertions, and the words were hardly 
uttered when I stumbled and fell forward, having caught the toe of my 
boot in a large ring of iron that lay half buried in the loose earth. 

We now worked in earnest, and never did I pass ten minutes of more 
intense excitement. During this interval we had fairly unearthed an oblong 
chest of wood, which, from its perfect preservation, and wonderful hardness, 
had plainly been subjected to some mineralizing process— perhaps that of 
the Bi-chloride of Mercury. This box was three feet and a half long, three 
feet broad, and two and a half feet deep. It was firmly secured by bands of 
, wrought iron, riveted, and forming a kind of trellis- work over the whole. 
On each side of the chest, near the top, were three rings of iron — ^six in all— 
by means of which a firm hold could be obtained by six persons. Our utmost 
united endeavors served only, to disturb the coffer very slightly in its bed. 


THE GOLD-BUG 


109 


We at once saw the impossibility of removing so great a weight. Luckily, 
the sole fastenings of the lid consisted of two sliding bolts. These we drew 
back — trembling and panting with anxiety. In an instant, a treasure of in- 
calculable value lay gleaming before us. As the rays of the lanterns fell 
within the pit, there flashed upwards, from a confused heap of gold and of 
jewels, a glow and a glare that absolutely dazzled oiir eyes. 

I shall not pretend to describe the feelings with which I gazed. Amaze- 
ment was, of course, predominant. Legrand appeared exhausted with ex- 
citement, and spoke very few words. Jupiter’s countenance wore, for some 
minutes, as deadly a pallor as it is possible, in the nature of things, for any 
negro’s visage to assume. He seemed stupefied— thunders tricken. Presently 
he fell, upon his knees in the pit, and, burying his naked arms up to the 
elbows in gold, let them there remain, as if enjoying the luxury of a bath. 
At length, with a deep sigh, he exclaimed, as if in a soliloquy, 

'‘And dis all cum ob de goole-bug! de putty goole-bug! de poor little 
goole-bug, what I boosed in dat sabage kind ob style! Ain't you shamed ob 
yourself, nigger.?’— answer me dat!” 

It became necessary, at last, that I should arouse both master and valet to 
the expediency of removing the treasure. It was growing late, and it be- 
hooved us to make exertion, that we might get every thiiig housed before 
daylight. It was difScult to say what should be done; and much time was 
spent in deliberation — so confused were the ideas of all. We, finally, light- 
ened the box by removing two thirds of its contents, when we were enabled, 
with some trouble, to raise it from the hole. The articles taken out were 
deposited among the brambles, and the dog left to guard them, with strict 
orders from Jupiter neither, upon any pretence, to stir from the spot, nor to 
open his mouth until our return. We then hurriedly made for home with 
the chest; reaching the hut in safety, but after excessive toil, at one o’clock 
in the morning. Worn out as we were, it was not in human nature to do 
more just then. We rested until two, and had supper; starting for the hills 
immediately afterwards, armed with three stout sacks, which, by good luck, 
were upon the premises. A little before four we arrived at the pit, divided 
the remainder of the booty, as equally as might be, among us, and, leaving 
the holes unfilled, again set out for the hut, at which, for the second time, 
we deposited our, golden burthens, just as the first streaks of the dawn 
gleamed from over the tree-tops in the East. 

We were now thoroughly broken , dovyn; but the intense excitement of 
the time denied us repose. After an unquiet slumber of some three or four 
hours’ duration, we arose, as if by preconcert, to make examination of our 

The chest had been full to the brim, and .we spent the whole day, and the 
greater part of the next night, vin a scrutiny: of its contents. There had been 
nothing like order or arrangement. Everything. had been heaped in promis- . 
cuously. Having assorted all with carcj wefourid'Oiifselves possessed of even 
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vaster wealth than we had at first supposed. In coin there was rather more 
than four hundred and fifty thousand dollars—estima ting the value of the 
piecesj as accurately as we could, by the tables of the period. There was not 
a particle of silver. All was gold of antique date and of great variety— 
French, Spanish, and German money, with a few English guineas, and some 
counters, of which we had never seen specimens before. There were several 
very large and heavy coins, so worn that we could make nothing of their 
inscriptions. There was no American money. The value of the jewels we 
found more dijficulty in estimating. There were diamonds— some of them 
exceedingly large and fine— a hundred and ten in all, and not one of them 
small; eighteen rubies of remarkable brilliancy; — three hundred and ten 
emeralds, all very beautiful; and twenty-one sapphires, with an opal. These 
stones had all been broken from their settings and thrown loose in the 
chest. The settings themselves, which we picked out from among the other 
gold, appeared to have been beaten up with hammers, as if to prevent iden- 
tification. Besides all this, there was a vast quantity of solid gold ornaments; 
— nearly two hundred massive finger and ear rings rich chains — ^thirty of 
these, if I remember;— eighty-three very large and heavy crucifixes;— five 
gold censers of great value;— a prodigious golden punch-bowl, ornamented 
with richly chased vine-leaves and Bacchanalian figures ; with two sword- 
handles exquisitely embossed, and many other smaller articles which I can- 
not recollect. The weight of these valuables exceeded three hundred and 
fifty pounds avoirdupois; and in this estimate I have not included one 
hundred and ninety-seven superb gold watches; three of the number being 
worth each five hundred dollars, if one. Many of them were very old, and as 
time keepers valueless; the works having suffered, more or less, from cor- 
rosion — ^but all were richly jewelled and in cases of great worth. We esti- 
mated the entire contents of the chest, that night, at a million and a half of 
dollars; and, upon the subsequent disposal of the trinkets and jewels (a few 
being retained for our own use), it was found that we had greatly under- 
valued the treasure. 

When, at length, we had concluded our examination, and the intense 
excitement of the time had, in some measure, subsided, Legrand, who saw 
that I was dying with impatience for a solution of this most extraordinary 
riddle, entered into a full detail of all the circumstances connected with. it. 

‘‘You remember,’’ said he, “the night when I handed you the rough sketch 
I had made of the scarabceus. You recollect also, that I became quite vexed 
at you for insisting that my drawing resembled a death’s-head. When you 
first made this assertion I thought you were jesting; but afterwards I called 
to mind the peculiar spots on the back of the insect, and admitted to myself 
that your remark had some little foundation in fact. Still, the sneer at my 
graphic powers irritated me— for lam considered a good artist— and, there- 
fore, when yoii handed me the scrap of parchment, I was about to crumble 
it up and throw it angrily into the fire ” 
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'‘The scrap of paper, you mean,” said 1. 

“No; it had much of the appearance of paper, and at first I supposed it 
to be such, but when I came to draw upon it, I discovered it, at once, to be 
a piece of very thin parchment. It was quite dirty, you remember. Well, as 
I was in, the very act of crumpling it up, my glance fell upon the sketch at 
which you had been looking, and you may imagine my astonishment when 
I perceived, in fact, the figure of a death’s-head just where, it seemed to me, 
I had made the drawing of the beetle. For a moment I was too much amazed 
to think with accuracy. I knew that my design was very different in detail 
from this— although there was a certain similarity in general outline. Pres- 
ently I took a candle, and seating myself at the other end of the room, 
proceeded to scrutinize the parchment more closely. Upon turning it over, 
I saw my own sketch upon the reverse, just as I had made it. My first idea, 
now, was mere surprise at the really remarkable similarity of outline — at the 
singular coincidence involved in the fact, that unknown to me, there 
should have been a skull upon the other side of the parchment, immediately 
beneath my figure of the scarabmus, and that this skull, not only in outline, 
but in size, should so closely resemble my drawing. I say the singularity of 
this coincidence absolutely stupefied me for a time. This is the usual effect 
of such coincidences. The mind struggles to establish a connection — a se- 
quence of cause and effect— and, being unable to do so, suffers a species of 
temporary paralysis. But, when ! recovered from this stupor, there dawned 
upon me gradually a conviction which startled me even far more than the 
coincidence. I began distinctly, positively, to remember that there had been 
no drawing on the parchment when I made my sketch of the sca7'abcsus» I 
became perfectly certain of this; for I recollected turning up first one side 
and then the other, in search of the cleanest spot. Had the skull been then 
there, of course I could not have failed to notice it. Here was indeed a 
mystery which I felt it impossible to explain; but, even at that early moment, 
there seemed to glimmer, faintly, within the most remote and secret cham- 
bers of my intellect, a glowworm-like conception of that truth which last 
night’s adventure brought to so magnificent a demonstration. I arose at 
once, and putting the parchment securely away, dismissed all farther reflec- 
tion until I should be alone. 

“When you had gone, and when Jupiter was fast asleep, I betook myself 
to a more methodical investigation of the affair. In the first place I con- 
sidered the manner in which the parchment had come into my possession. 
The spot where we discovered the scarabceus was on the coast of the main 
land, about a mile eastward of the island, and but a short distance above 
high water mark. Upon my taking hold of it, it gave me a sharp bite, which 
caused me to let it drop. Jupiter, with his accustomed caution, before seizing 
the insect, which had flown towards him, looked about him for a leaf, or 
something of that nature, by which to take hold of it. It was at this moment 
that his eyes, and mine also, fell upon the scrap of parchment, which I then 
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supposed to be paper. It was lying half buried in the sand, a corner sticking 
up. Near the spot where we found it, I observed the remnants of the hull of 
what appeared to have been a ship’s long boat. The wreck seemed to have 
been there for a very great while; for the resemblance to boat timbers could 
scarcely be traced. 

"‘Well, Jupiter picked up the parchment, wrapped the beetle in it, and 
gave it to me. Soon afterwards we turned to go home, and on the way met 

Lieutenant G , I showed him the insect, and he begged me to let him 

take it to the fort. On my consenting, he thrust it forthwith into his waist- 
coat pocket, without the parchment in which it had been wrapped, and 
which I had continued to hold in my hand during his inspection. Perhaps 
he dreaded my changing my mind, and thought it best to make sure of the 
prize at once — you know how enthusiastic he is on all subjects connected 
with Natural History. At the same time, without being conscious of it, I 
must have deposited the parchment in my own pocket. 

“You remember that when I went to the table, for the purpose of making 
a sketch of the beetle, I found no paper where it was usually kept. I looked 
in the drawer, and found none there. I searched my pockets, hoping to find 
an old letter — and then my hand fell upon the parchment. I thus detail the 
precise mode in which it came into my possession; for the circumstances 
impressed me with peculiar force. 

“No doubt you will think me fanciful— but I had already established a 
kind of connection, I had put together two links of a great chain. There was 
a boat lying on a sea-coast, and not far from the boat was a parchment — 
not a paper — a skull depicted on it. You will, of course, ask 'where is 
the connection.?’ I reply that the skull, or death’s-head, is the well-known 
emblem of the pirate. The flag of the death’s-head is hoisted in all engage- 
ments. 

“I have said that the scrap was parchment, and not paper. Parchment is 
durable — almost imperishable. Matters of little moment are rarely consigned 
to parchment; since, for the mere ordinary purposes of drawing or writing, 
it is not nearly so well adapted as paper. This reflection suggested some 
meaning— some relevancy— in the death’s-head. I did not fail to observe, 
also, the jorm of the parchment. Although one of its corners had been, by 
some accident, destroyed, it could be seen that the original form was oblong. 
It was just such a slip, indeed, as might have been chosen for a memoran- 
dum — for a record of something to be long remembered and carefully pre- 
served.” 

“But,” I interposed, “you say that the skull was not upon the parchment 
when you made the drawing of the beetle. How then do you trace any 
connection between the boat and the skull — since this latter, according to 
your own admission, must have been designed (God only knows how or by 
whom) at some period subsequent, to your sketching the scarabceus?'' 

“Ah, hereupon turns the whole mystery; although the secret, at this point, 
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I had comparatively little difEculty in solving. My steps were surCj and could 
afford but a single result.. I reasoned, for example, thus : When I drew the 
there was no skull apparent on the parchment. When I had com- 
pleted the drawing, I gave it to you, and observed you narrowly until you 
returned it. Yopi, therefore, did not design the skull, and no one else was 
present to do it. Then it was not done by human agency. And nevertheless 
it was done. 

''At this Stage of my reflections I endeavored to remember, and AV/ 
remember, with entire distinctness, every incident which occurred about 
the period in question. The weather was chilly (oh rare and happy acci- 
dent!), and a fire was blazing on the hearth. I was heated with exercise and • 
sat near the table. You, however, had drawn a chair close to the chimney. 
Just as I placed the parchment in your hand, and as you were in the act of 
inspecting it, Wolf, the Newfoundland, entered, and leaped upon your 
shoulders. With your left hand you caressed him and kept him off, while 
your right, holding the parchment, was permitted to fall listlessly between 
your knees, and in close proximity to the fire. At one moment I thought the 
blaze had caught it, and was about to caution you, but, before I could speak, 
you had withdrawn it, and were engaged in its examination. When I con- 
sidered all these particulars, I doubted not for a moment that heat had been 
the agent in bringing to light, on the parchment, the skull which I saw 
designed on it. You are well aware that chemical preparations exist, and 
have existed time out of mind, by means of which it is possible to write on 
either paper or vellum, so that the characters shall become visible only when 
subjected to the action of fire. Zaffre, digested in aqpia regia, and diluted 
with four times its weight of water, is sometimes employed; a green tint 
results. The regulus of cobalt, dissolved in spirit of nitre, gives a red. These 
colors disappear at longer or shorter intervals after the material written on 
cools, but again become apparent upon the reapplication of heat. 

, “I now scrutinized the death’s-head with care. Its outer edges — the edges 
of the drawing nearest the edge of the vellum — were far more distinct than 
the others. It was clear that the action of the caloric had been imperfect 
or unequal. I immediately kindled a fire, and subjected every portion of the 
parchment to a glowing heat. At first, the only effect was the strengthening 
of the faint lines in the skull; but, on persevering in the experiment, there 
became visible, at the corner of the slip, diagonally opposite to the spot in 
which the death’s-head was delineated, the figure of what I at first supposed 
to be a goat. A closer scrutiny, however, satisfied me that it was intended 
for a kid.” 

“Ha! ha!” said I, “to be sure I have no right to laugh at you — 2. million 
and a half of money is too serious a matter for mirth — but you are not 
about to establish a third link in your chain-r-you will not find any especial 
connexion between your pirates and a goat— pirates, you know, have nothing 
to do with goats; they appertain m the farming interest*” ; ; • i . < 
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'’But I have just said that the figure was not that of a goat.’* 

'‘'Well a kid then-pretty much the same thing.” 

"Pretty much, but not altogether,” said Legrand. “You may have heard 
of one Captain Kidd. I at once looked on the figure of the animal as a kind 
of punning or hieroglyphical signature. I say signature; because its position 
on the vellum suggested this idea. The death’s-head at the corner diagonally 
opposite, had, in the same manner, the air of a stamp, or seal But I was 
sorely put out by the absence of all else — of the body to my imagined instru- 
ment — of the text for my context.” 

“I presume you expected to find a letter between the stamp and the 
“ signature.” 

“Something of that kind. The fact is, I felt irresistibly impressed with a 
presentiment of some vast good fortune impending. I can scarcely say why. 
Perhaps, after all, it was rather a desire than an actual belief; — but do you 
know that Jupiter’s silly words, about the bug being of solid gold, had a 
remarkable effect on my fancy? And then the series of accidents and co- 
incidences — these were so very extraordinary. Do you observe how mere an 
accident it was that these events should have occurred on the sole day of all 
the year in which it has been, or may be, sufficiently cool for fire, and that 
without the fire, or without the intervention of the dog at the precise 
moment in which he appeared, I should never have become aware of the 
death’s-head, and so never the possessor of the treasure?” 

“But proceed — I am all impatience.” 

“Well; you have heard, of course, the many stories current — the thousand 
vague rumors afloat about money buried somewhere on the Atlantic coast, 
by Kidd and his associates. These rumors must have had some foundation 
in fact. And that the rumors have existed so long and so continuously 
could have resulted, it appeared to me, only from the circumstance of the 
buried treasure still remaining entombed. Had Kidd concealed his plunder 
for a time, and afterwards reclaimed it, the rumors would scarcely have 
reached us in their present unvarying form. You will observe that the stories 
told are all about money-seekers, not about money-finders. Had the pirate 
recovered his money, there the affair would have dropped. It seemed to me 
that some accident — say the loss of a memorandum indicating its locality- 
had deprived him of the means of recovering it, and that this accident had 
become known to his followers, who otherwise might never have heard that 
treasure had been concealed at all, and who, busying themselves in vain, 
because unguided attempts, to regain it, had given first birth, and then 
universal currency, to the reports which are now so common. Have you 
ever heard of any important treasure being unearthed along the coast?” 

. “Never” ' . ' 

“But that Kidd’s accumulations were immense, is well known. I took it 
for granted, therefore, that the earth still held them; and you will scarcely 
be surprised when I tell, you that I felt a hope, nearly amounting to cer- 
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tainty, that the parchment so strangely found, involved a lost record of the 
place of deposit.”'^ 

“But how did you proceed?” 

“I held the vellum again to the fire, after increasing the heat; but nothing 
appeared. I how thought it possible that the coating of dirt might have 
something to do with the failure; so I carefully rinsed the parchment by 
pouring warm water over it, and, having done this, I placed it in a tin pan, 
with the skull downwards, and put the pan upon a furnace of lighted char- 
coal. In a few minutes, the pan having become thoroughly heated, I removed 
the slip, and, to my inexpressible joy, found it spotted, in several places, 
with what appeared to be figures arranged in lines. Again I placed it in the 
pan, and suffered it to remain another minute. On taking it off, the whole 
was just as you see it now.” 

Here Legrand, having re-heated the parchment, submitted it to my in- 
spection. The following characters were rudely traced, in a red tint, between 
the death’s-head and the goat: 

53ttt305))6^;4826)4t.)4t);8o6*;48t81[6o))85;]3=^;::l:=^8t83(88)5^t;46(;88*96^= 
?;8)^1:(;485);5n2:n‘(;4956=M5^-4) 81]8^;4o69285);)6t8)4f;;i (f9;48o8i;8:81: 

i;48t85;4)485t5288o6*8i (t9;48;(88;4 (f ?34;48)4t;i6i;:i88;t?; 

“But,” said I, returning him the slip, “I am as much in the dark as ever. 
Were all the jewels of Golconda awaiting me on my solution of this enigma, 
I am quite sure that I should be unable to earn them.” 

“And yet,” said Legrand, “the solution is by no means so difficult as you 
might be led to imagine from the first hasty inspection of the characters. 
These characters, as any one might readily guess, form a cipher — that is to 
say, they convey a meaning; but then, from what is known of Kidd, I could 
not suppose him capable of constructing any of the more abstruse crypto- 
graphs. I made up my mind, at once, that this was of a simple species — 
such, however, as would appear, to the crude intellect of the sailor, abso- 
lutely insoluble without the key.” 

“And you really solved it?” 

“Readily; I have solved others of an abstruseness ten thousand times 
greater. Circumstances, and a certain bias of mind, have led me to take 
interest in such riddles, and it may well be ’doubted whether human in- 
genuity can construct an enigma of the kind which human ingenuity may 
not, by proper application, resolve. In fact, having once established con- 
nected and legible characters, I scarcely gave a thought to the mere difficulty 
of developing their import. 

“In the present case — indeed in all cases of secret writing — the first ques- 
tion regards the language of the cipher; for the principles of solution, so 
far, especially, as the more simple ciphers are concerned, depend on, and 
are varied by, the genius of the particular idiom. In general, there is no 
alternative but experiment (directed by probabilities) of every tongue 
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known to him who attempts the solution, until the true one be attained. 
But, with the cipher now before us, all difficulty is removed by the signature. 
The pun on the word ‘Kidd’ is appreciable in no other language than the 
English. But for this consideration I should have begun my attempts with 
the Spanish and French, as the tongues in which a secret of this kind would 
most naturally have been written by a pirate of the Spanish main. As it was, 
I assumed the cryptograph to be English. 

“You observe there are no divisions between the words. Had there been 
divisions, the task would have been comparatively easy. In such case I 
should have commenced with a collation and analysis of the shorter words, 
and, had a word of a single letter occurred as is most likel}^, {a or I, for 
example,) I should have considered the solution as assured. But, there being 
no division, my first step was to ascertain the predominant letters, as well as 
the least frequent. Counting all, I constructed a table, thus : 


Of the character 8 there are 

. << 

5 

4 

t ) ‘ 

: # ■ ; , 

5 

6 

t I 

o 

9 2 “ 

: 3 
} 

' if 


33 

26, 

19, 

16. 

12 

ir 

8 , 

6 . 

5 ' 

4 ' 

3 


“Now, in English, the letter which most frequently occurs is e. After- 
wards, the succession runs thus laoidhnrstuycfglm w b \ p q x z, 
E however predominates so remarkably that an individual sentence of any 
length is rarely seen, in which it is not the prevailing character. 

“Here, then, we have, in the very beginning, the ground-work for some- 
thing more than a mere gues*s. The general use which may be made of the 
table is obvious — but, in this particular cipher, we shall only very partially 
require its aid. As our predominant character is 8, we will commence by 
assuming it as the e of the natural alphabet. To verify the supposition, let 
us observe if the 8 be seen often iii couples—for e is doubled with great 
frequency in English— in such words, for example, as ‘meet,’ ‘fleet,’ ‘speed,’ 
/seen,’ ‘been,’ 'agree/ &c. In the present instance we see it doubled no less 
than five times, although the cryptograph is brief. 

“Let us assume 8, then, as e. Now, of: all words in the language, ‘the’ is 
, most usual;, let us see, therefore,, whether there are not repetitions of any 
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three Gharacters^ in the same order of CGllocation, the last of them being 8. 
If we discover repetitions of such letters, so arranged, they will most prob- 
ably represent the word ‘the.’ On inspection we find no less than vseven 
such arrangements, the characters being ;48. We may, therefore, assume that 
the semicolon represents t, that 4 represents h, and that 8 represents e— the 
last being now well confirmed. Thus a great step has been taken. 

“But, having established a single word, we are enabled to establish a vastly 
important point; that is to say, several commencements and terminations of 
other words. Let us refer, for example, to the last instance but one, in which 
the combination *48 occurs— not far from the end of the cipher. We know 
that the semicolon immediately ensuing is the commencement of a word, 
and, of the six characters succeeding this ‘the,’ we are cognizant of no less 
than five. Let us set these characters down, thus, by the letters we know 
them to represent, leaving a space for the unknown^ — 

t eeth. 

“Here we are enabled, at once, to discard the 'th' as forming no portion 
of the word commencing with the first t; since, by experiment of the entire 
alphabet for a letter adapted to the vacancy we perceive that no word can 
be formed of which this th can be a part. We are thus narrowed into 

t ee, 

and, going through the alphabet, if necessary, as before, we arrive at the 
word ‘tree,’ as the sole possible reading. We thus gain another letter, r, 
represented by (, with the words ‘the tree’ in juxtaposition. 

“Looking beyond these words, for a short distance, we again see the 
combination of ;48, and employ it by way of termination to what imme- 
diately precedes. We have thus this arrangement; 

the tree;4 ($?34 the, 

or, substituting the natural letters, where known, it reads thus : 

the tree thr :|:.?3h the. 

“Now, if, in place of the unknown characters, we leave blank spaces, or 
substitute dots, we read thus : 

the tree thr . . . h the, 

when the word 'through! makes itself evident at once. But this discovery 
gives us three new letters, o, u and g, represented by :|:? and 3. 

“Looking now, narrowly, through the cipher for combinations of known 
characters, we find, not very far from the beginning, this arrangement, 

83(88, or egree, 

which, plainly, is the conclusion of the word ‘degree,’ and gives us another 
letter, represented by f. 

“Four letters beyond the word ‘degree,’ we perceive the combination ' 

;46(;88^. 

“Translating the known characters, and representing the unknown by 
dots, as before, we read thus: , . , . ' ■ 
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an arrangement immediately suggestive, of the word ‘thirteen^ and again 
furnishing us with two new characters, i and n, represented by 6 and 
‘'Referringv now, to the beginning of the cryptograph, we find the com- 
bination,/ ; ■ 

''Translating, as before, we obtain 

.good, 

which assures us that the first letter is A, and that the first two words are 
‘A good.’ 

“To avoid confusion, it is now time that we arrange our key, as far as 
discovered, in a tabular form. It will stand thus: 


5 represents a 

t " d 

8 “ e 



6 “ i 


t “ o 

( “ r 

; ‘‘ t 

“We have, therefore, no less than ten of the most important letters repre- 
sented, and it will be unnecessary to proceed with the details of the solu- 
tion. I have said enough to convince you that ciphers of this nature are 
readily soluble, and to give you some insight into the rationale of their 
development. But be assured that the specimen before us appertains to the 
very simplest species of cryptograph. It now only remains to give you 
the full translation of the characters upon the parchment, as unriddled. 
Here it is : 

“ good glass in the bishop* s hostel in the devil* s seat twenty-one degrees 
and thirteen minutes northeast and by north main branch seventh limb east 
side shoot from the left eye of the death* s-head a bee line from the tree 
through the shot fifty feet out!** 

“But,” said I, “the enigma seems still in as bad a condition as ever. How 
is it possible to extort a meaning from all this jargon about 'devil’s seats,’ 
'death’s-heads,’ and 'bishop’s hotels?’ ” 

“I confess,” replied Legrand, “that the matter still wears a serious aspect, 
when regarded with a casual glance. My first endeavor was to divide the 
sentence into the natural division intended by the cryptographist.” 

“You mean, to punctuate it?” 

: “Something of that kind.” 

“But how was it possible to effect this?” 

“I reflected that it had point with the writer to run his words 
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together without division, so as to increase the dfficulty of solution. Now, 
a not over-acute man, in pursuing such an object, would be nearly certain 
to overdo the matter. When, in the course o£ his composition, he arrived at 
a break in his subject which would naturally require a pause, or a point, he 
would be exceedingly apt to run his characters, at this place, more than 
usually close together. If you will observe the MS., in the present instance, 
you will easily detect five such cases of unusual crowding. Acting on this 
hint, I made the division thus : 

” ^ A good glass in the Bishop's hostel in the DeviVs seat— twenty-one 
degrees and thirteen minutes — northeast and by north— main branch seventh 
limb east side-shoot from the left eye of the death's-head — a bee line fro?77 
the tree through the shot fifty feet out' " 

‘'Even this division,” said I, “leaves me still in the dark.” 

“It left me also in the dark,” replied Legrand, “for a few days ; during 
which I made diligent inquiry, in the neighborhood of Sullivan's Island, 
for any building which went by the name of the ‘Bishop's HoteF; for, of 
course, I dropped the obsolete word ‘hostel.' Gaining no information on the 
subject, I was on the point of extending my sphere of search, and proceed- 
ing in a more systematic manner, when, one morning, it entered into my 
head, quite suddenly, that this ‘Bishop's Hostel’ might have some reference 
to an old family, of the name of Bessop, which, time out of mind, had held 
possession of an ancient manor-house, about four miles to the northward 
of the Island. I accordingly went over to the plantation, and re-instituted 
my inquiries among the older negroes of the place. At length one of the 
most aged of the women said that she had heard of such a place as Bessop' s 
Castle, and thought that she could guide me to it, but that it was not a 
castle, nor a tavern, but a high rock. 

“I offered to pay her well for her trouble, and, after some demur, she con- 
sented to accompany me to the spot. We found it without much difficulty, 
when, dismissing her, I proceeded to examine the place. The ‘castle’ consisted 
of an irregular assemblage of cliffs and rocks — one of the latter being quite 
remarkable for its height as well as for its insulated and artificial appear- 
ance. I clambered to its apex, and then felt much at a loss as to what should 
be next done. 

“While I was busied in reflection, my eyes fell upon a narrow ledge in the 
eastern face of the rock, perhaps a yard below the summit on which I stood. 
This ledge projected about eighteen, inches, and was not more than a foot 
wide, while a niche in the cliff just above it, gave it a rude resemblance to 
one of the hollow-backed chairs used by our ancestors. I made no doubt 
that here was the ‘devil’s-seat’ alluded to in the MS., and now I seemed to 
grasp the full secret of the riddle. 

“The ‘good glass,’ I knew, could have reference to nothing but a tele- 
scope; for the word ‘glass' is rarely employed in any other sense by seamen. 
Now here, I at once saw, was a telescope to be used, and a definite point of 
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vkwyadmimng no pariation, from which to use it. Nor did I hesitate to 
believe that the phrases, Twenty-one degrees and thirteen minutes/ and 
‘northeast and by north/ were intended as directions for the levelling of the 
glass/ Greatly excited by these discoveries, I hurried home, procured a tele- 
scope, and returned to the rock. 

“Ilet myself down to the ledge, and found that it was impossible to retain 
a seat on it unless in one particular position. This fact confirmed my pre- 
conceived idea. I proceeded to use the glass. Of course, the Twenty-one 
degrees and thirteen minutes’ could allude to nothing but elevation above 
the visible horizon, since the horizontal direction was clearly indicated by 
the words, /northeast and by north.’ This latter direction I at once estab- 
lished by means of a pocket-compass; then, pointing the glass as nearly at 
an angle of twenty-one degrees of elevation as I could do it by guess, I 
moved it cautiously up or down, until my attention was arrested by a 
circular rift or opening in the foliage of a large tree that overtopped its 
fellows in the distance. In the centre of this rift I perceived a white spot, 
but could not, at first, distinguish what it was. Adjusting the focus of the 
telescope, I again looked, and now made it out to be a human skull. 

“On this discovery I was so sanguine as to consider the enigma solved for 
the phrase ‘main branch, seventh limb, east side,’ could refer only to the posi- 
tion of the skull on the tree, while ‘shoot from the left eye of the death’s-head’ 
admitted, also, of but one interpretation, in regard to a search for buried 
treasure. I perceived that the design was to drop a bullet from the left eye 
of the skull, and that a bee line, or, in other words, a straight line, drawn 
from the nearest point of the trunk through ‘the shot,’ (or the spot where 
the bullet fell,) and thence extended to a distance of fifty feet, would indi- 
cate a definite point — and beneath this point I thought it at least possible 
that a deposit of value lay concealed.” 

“All this,” I said, “is exceedingly clear, and, although ingenious, still 
simple and explicit. When you left the Bishop’s Hotel, what then?” 

“Why, having carefully taken the bearings of the tree, I turned home- 
wards. The instant that I left ‘the devil’s seat,’ however, the circular rift 
vanished; nor could I get a glimpse of it afterwards, turn as I would. What 
seems to me the chief ingenuity in this whole business, is the fact (for 
repeated experiment has convinced me it is a fact) that the circular open- 
ing in question is visible from no other attainable point of view than that 
afforded by the narrow ledge on the face of the rock. 

“In this expedition to the ‘Bishop’s Hotel’T had been attended by Jupiter, 
who had, no doubt, observed, for some weeks past, the abstraction of my 
demeanor, and took especial care not to leave me alone. But, on the next 
day, getting up very early, I contrived to give him the slip, and went into 
the hills in search of the tree.. After much toil I found it. W^hen I came home 
at night my valet propoised to give me a flogging. With the rest of the 
adventure I believe you are as well acquainted as myself.” 
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'1 suppose,” said I, ''you missed the spot, in the first attempt at digging, 
through Jupiter’s stupidity in letting the bug fall through the right instead 
of through the left eye of the skull.” 

“Precisely. This mistake made a difference of about two inches and a half 
in the 'shot’— that is to say, in the position of the peg nearest the tree; and 
had the treasure been beneath the 'shot,’ the error would have been, of little 
moment; but 'the shot,’ together with the nearest point of the tree, were 
merely two points for the establishment of a line of direction; of course the 
error, however trivial in the beginning, increased as we proceeded with the 
line, and by the time we had gone fifty feet, threw us quite off the scent. 
But for my deep-seated convictions that treasure was here somewhere actu- 
ally buried, we might have had all our labor in vain.” 

“I presume the fancy of the skull, of letting fall a bullet through the skull’s 
eye — was suggested to Kidd by the piratical flag. No doubt he felt a kind of 
poetical consistency in recovering his money through this ominous insig- 
nium.” 

“Perhaps so; still I cannot help thinking that common-sense had quite 
as much to do with the matter as poetical consistency. To be visible from 
the devil’s-seat, it was necessary that the object, if small, should be white; 
and there is nothing like your human skull for retaining and even increasing 
its whiteness under exposure to all vicissitudes of weather.” 

“But your grandiloquence, and your conduct in swinging the beetle — how 
excessively odd! I was sure you were mad. And why did you insist on letting 
fall the bug, instead of a bullet, from the skull ?” 

“Why, to be frank, I felt somewhat annoyed by your evident suspicions 
touching my sanity, and so resolved to punish you quietly, in my own way, 
by a little bit of sober mystification. For this reason I swung the beetle, and 
for this reason I let it fall from the tree. An observation of yours about its 
great weight suggested the latter idea,”' 

“Yes, I perceive; and now there is only one point which puzzles me. 
What are we to make of the skeletons found in the hole.?” 

“That is a question I am no more able to answer than yourself. There 
seems, however, only one plausible way of accounting for them — and yet 
it is dreadful to believe in such atrocity as my suggestion would imply. It 
is clear that Kidd — if Kidd indeed secreted this treasure, which I doubt 
not — it is clear that he must have had assistance in the labor. But, the worst 
of this labor concluded, he may have thought it expedient to remove all 
participants in his secret. Perhaps a couple of blows with a mattock were 
sufficient, while his coadjutors were busy in the pit; perhaps it required a 
dozen — who shall tell?” 

First published in the Philadelphia Dollar Newspaper, June 21-28, 1843. Text: Edition o£ 
1845 with Lorimer Graham corrections. 
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A SIMPLE HEART 

Gustave Flaubert 

(1821-1880) 

TRANSLATED BY ARTHUR McDOWALL 


]M[adame AUBAiN s SERVANT Fclicite was the envy of the ladies of Pont- 
I’fiveque for half a century. 

She received four pounds a year. For that she was cook and general 
servant^ and did the sewing, washing, and ironing; she could bridle a horse^ 
fatten poultry, and churn butter— and she remained faithful to her mistress, 
Linamiable as the latter was. 

Mme. Aubain had married a gay bachelor without money who died at 
the beginning of 1809, leaving her with two small children and a quantity 
of debts. She then sold all her property except the farms of Toucques and 
Geffosses, which brought in two hundred pounds a year at most, and left 
her house in Saint-Melaine for a less expensive one that had belonged to 
her family and was situated behind the market. 

This house had a slate roof and stood between an alley and a lane that 
went down to the river. There was an unevenness in the levels of the 
rooms which made you stumble. A narrow hall divided the kitchen from 
the “parlour” where Mme. Aubain spent her day, sitting in a wicker easy 
chair by the window. Against the panels, which were painted white, was a 
row of eight mahogany chairs. On an old piano under the barometer a heap 
of wooden and cardboard boxes rose like a pyramid. A stuffed armchair 
stood on either side of the Louise-Quinze chimney-piece, which was in. 
yellow marble with a clock in the middle of it modelled like a temple of 
Vesta. The whole room was a little musty, as the floor was lower than the 
garden. 

The first floor began with “Madame’s” room: very large, with a pale- 
flowered wall-paper and a portrait of “Monsieur” as a dandy of the period. 
It led to a smaller room, where there were two children’s cots without 
mattresses. Next came the drawing-room, which was always shut up and 
full of furniture covered with sheets. Then there was a corridor leading to 
a study. The shelves of a large bookcase were respectably lined with books 
and papers, and its three wings surrounded a broad writing-table in dark- 
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wood. The two panels at the end of the room were covered with pen- 
drawings, water-colour landscapes, and engravings by Audran, all relics of 
better days and vanished splendour. Fdicite’s room on the top floor got its 
light from a dormer-window, which looked over the meadows. 

She rose at daybreak to be in time for Mass, and worked till evening 
without stopping. Then, when dinner was over, the plates and dishes in 
order, and the door shut fast, she thrust the log under the ashes and went 
to sleep in front of the hearth with her rosary in her hand. Felicite was the 
stubbornest of all bargainers; and as for cleanness, the polish on her sauce- 
pans was the despair of other servants. Thrifty in all things, she ate slowly, 
gathering ojff the table in her fingers the crumbs of her loaf— -a twelve- 
pound loaf expressly baked for her, which lasted for three weeks. 

At all times of year she wore a print handkerchief fastened with a pin 
behind, a bonnet that covered her hair, grey stockings, a red skirt, and a 
bibbed apron^such as hospital nurses wear-over her jacket. 

Her face was thin and her voice sharp. At twenty-five she looked like 
forty. From fifty onwards she seemed of no particular age; and with her 
silence, straight figure, and precise movements she was like a woman made 
of wood, and going by clockwork. 

II., 

She had had her love-story like another. 

Her father, a mason, had been killed by falling off some scaffolding. 
Then her mother died, her sisters scattered, and a farmer took her in and 
employed her, while she was still quite little, to herd the cows at pasture. 
She shivered in rags and would lie flat on the ground to drink water from 
the ponds; she was beaten for nothing, and finally turned out for the theft 
of a shilling which she did not steal. She went to another farm, where she 
became dairy-maid; and as she was liked by her employers her companions 
were jealous of her. 

One evening in August (she was then eighteen) they took her to the 
assembly at Colleville. She was dazed and stupefied in an instant by the 
noise of the fiddlers, the lights in the trees, the gay medley of dresses, the 
lace, the gold crosses, and the throng of people jigging all together. While 
she kept shyly apart a young man with a well-to-do air, who was leaning 
on the shaft of a cart and smoking, his pipe,, came up to ask her to dance. 
He treated her to cider, coffee, and cake, and bought her a silk handker- 
chief; and then, imagining she had guessed his meaning, offered to see her 
home. At the edge of a field of oats he pushed her roughly down. She was 
frightened and began to cry out; and he went off. 

One evening later she was on the Beaumont road. A big hay-wagon was 
moving slowly along; she wanted to get, in front of it, and as she brushed 
past the wheels she recognized Theodora greeted her quite calmly, 
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saying she must excuse it all because it was ''the fault of the driiik.’' She 
could not think of any answer and wanted to ru^^ 

He began ^ a to talk about the harvest and the worthies of the 

commune; for his father had left Colleville for the farm at Les Lcots, so 
that now he and she were neighbours. “Ah!” she said. He added that they 
thought of settling him in life. Well, he was in no hurry; he was waiting 
for a wife to his fancy. She dropped her head; and then he asked her if she 
thought of marrying. She answered with a smile that it was mean to make 
fun of her. 

“But I am not, I swear!”— and he passed his left hand round her waist 
She walked in the support of his embrace; their steps grew slower. The 
wind was soft, the stars glittered, the huge wagon-load of hay swayed in 
front of them, and dust rose from the dragging steps of the four horses. 
Then, without a word of command, they turned to the right. He clasped 
her once more in his arms, and she disappeared into the shadow. 

The week after Theodore secured some assignations with her. 

They met at the end of farmyards, behind a wall, or under a solitary tree. 
She was not innocent as young ladies are— she had learned knowledge from 
the animals — but her reason and the instinct of her honour would not let 
her fall Her resistance exasperated Theodore’s passion; so much so that to 
satisfy it — or perhaps quite artlessly— he made her an offer of marriage. She 
was in doubt whether to trust him, but he swore great oaths of fidelity. 

Soon he confessed to something troublesome; the year before his parents 
had bought him a substitute for the army, but any day he might be taken 
again, and the idea of serving was a terror to him. Felicite took this 
cowardice of his as a sign of affection, and it redoubled hers. She stole away 
at night to see him, and when sEe reached their meeting-place Theodore 
racked her with his anxieties and urgings. 

At last he declared that he would go himself to the prefecture for in- 
formation, and would tell her the result on the following Sunday, between 
eleven and midnight. 

When the moment came she sped towards her lover. Instead of him she 
found one of his friends. 

He told her that she would not see Theodore any more. To ensure him- 
self against conscription he. had married an old woman, Madame Lehoussais, 
of Toucques, who was very rich. 

There was an uncontrollable burst of grief. She threw herself on the 
ground, screamed; called to the God of mercy, and moaned by herself in 
the fields till daylight came. Then she came back to the farm and an- 
inounced that she was going to leave; and at the end of the month she 
received her wages, tied, all , her small belongings with a handkerchief, and 
. went to PontTfiveque. 

; In front of the inn there she made inquiries of a woman in a widow’s 
cap, who, as it happened, was just looking for a cook. The girl did not 
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know mueh, but her willingness seemed so great and her demaiids so small 
that Mme. Aubain ended by saying: 

“Very wellj then, r will take you,” 

A quarter of an hour afterwards Felicite was installed in her house. 

She lived there at first in a tremble, as it were, at “the style of the house” 
and the memory of “Monsieur” floating over it all. Paul and Virginie, the 
first aged seven and the other hardly four, seemed to her beings of a 
precious substance; she carried them on her back like a horse; it was a 
sorrow to her that Mme. Aubain would not let her kiss them every minute. 
And yet she was happy there. Her grief had melted in the pleasantness of 
things all round. 

Every Thursday regular visitors came in for a game of boston, and 
Felicite got the cards and foot-warmers ready beforehand. They arrived 
punctually at eight and left before the stroke of eleven. 

On Monday mornings the dealer who lodged in the covered passage 
spread out all his old iron on the ground. Then a hum of voices began to 
fill the town, mingled with the neighing of horses, bleating of lambs, grunt- 
ing of pigs, and the sharp rattle of carts along the street. About noon, when 
the market was at its height, you might see a tall, hook-nosed old country- 
man with his cap pushed back making his appearance at the door. It was 
Robelin, the farmer of Geffosses. A little later came Liebard, the farmer 
from Toucques — short, red, and corpulent — ^in a grey jacket and gaiters 
shod with spurs. 

Both had poultry or cheese to offer their landlord. Fflicite was invariably 
a match for their cunning and they went away filled with respect for her. 

At vague intervals Mme. Aubain had a visit from the Marquis de 
Gremanville, one of her uncles, who had ruined himself by debauchery 
and now lived at Falaise on his last remaining morsel of land. He in- 
variably came at the luncheon hour, with a dreadful poodle whose paws left 
all the furniture in a mess. In spite of efforts to show his breeding, which 
he carried to the point of raising his hat every time he mentioned “my late 
father,” habit was too strong for him; he poured himself out glass after 
glass and fired off improper remarks. Felicite edged him politely out of the 
house — “You have had enough, Monsieur de Gremanville! Another time!” 
— and she shut the door on him. 

She opened it with pleasure to M. Bourais, who had been a lawyer. His 
boldness, his white stock, frilled shirt, and roomy brown coat, his way of 
rounding the arm as he took snuff — ^his whole person, in fact, created that 
disturbance of mind which overtakes us at the sight of extraordinary men. 

As he looked after the property of “Madame” he remained shut up with 
her for hours in “Monsieur’s” study, .though all the time he was afraid of 
compromising himself. He respected the magistracy itnmensely, and had 
some pretensions to Latin. * - > . h ■ 

To combine instruction, and amusement he gayq the, children a geography 
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book made up o£ a series of prints. They represented scenes in different 
parts of the world: cannibals with feathers on their heads, a monkey carry- 
ing off a young lady, Bedouins in the deserty the harpooning of a whale, 
and so on. Paul explained these engravings to Ffficite; and that, in fact, 
was the whole of her literary education. The children’s education was 
undertaken by Guyot, a poor creature employed at the town hall, who was 
famous for his beautiful hand and sharpened his penknife on his boots. 

When the weather was bright the household set off early for a day at 
Geffosses'Farm.,' 

Its courtyard is on a slope., with the farmhouse in the middle, and the 
sea looks like a grey streak in the distance. 

Fflicite brought slices of cold meat out of her basket, and they break- 
fasted in a room adjoining the dairy. It was the only surviving fragment 
of a country house which was now no more. The wall-paper hung in tatters, 
and quivered in the draughts. Mme. Aubain sat with bowed head, overcome 
by her memories; the children became afraid to speak. ‘Why don’t you 
play, then?” she would say, and off they went. 

Paul climbed into the barn, caught birds, played at ducks and drakes over 
the pond, or hammered with his stick on the big casks which boomed like 
drums. Virginie fed the rabbits or dashed off to pick cornflowers, her quick 
legs showing their embroidered little drawers. 

One autumn evening they went home by the fields. The moon was in its 
first quarter, lighting part of the sky; and mist floated like a scarf over the 
windings of the Toucques. Cattle, lying out in the middle of the grass, 
looked quiedy at the four people as they passed. In the third meadow some 
of them got up and made a half-circle in front of the walkers. “There’s 
nothing to be afraid of,” said Ffficite, as she stroked the nearest on the back 
with a kind of crooning song; he wheeled round and the others did the 
same. But when they crossed the next pasture there was a formidable 
bellow. It was a bull, hidden by the mist. Mme. Aubain was about to run. 
“No! no! don’t go so fast!” They mended their pace, however, and heard a 
loud breathing behind them which came nearer. His hoofs thudded on the 
meadow grass like hammers; why, he was galloping now! Felicite turned 
round, and tore up clods of earth with both hands and threw them in his 
eyes. He lowered his muzzle, waved his horns, and quivered with fury, 
bellowing terribly. Mme. Aubain, now at the end of the pasture with her 
two little ones, was looking wildly for a place to get over the high bank. 
Felicite was retreating, still with her face to the bull, keeping up a shower 
of clods which blinded him, and crying all the time, “Be quick! be quick!” 

Mme. Aubain went down into the ditch, pushed Virginie first and then 
Paul, fell several times as she tried to climb the bank, and managed it at 
last by dint of courage. 

The bull had driven Felicite to bay against a rail-fence; his slaver was 
streaming into her face;, another secohd, and he -would have gored her. She 
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had just time to slip between two of the rails, and the big animal stopped 
short in amazement.' ■■ 

This adventure was talked of at Pont-l’fiveque for many a year, Felicite 
did not pride herself on it in the least, not having the barest suspicion that 
she had done anything heroic. 

Virginie was the sole object of her thoughts, for the child developed a 
nervous complaint as a result of her fright, and M. Poupart, the doetor, 
advised sea-bathing at Trouville. It was not a frequented place then. Mme. 
Aubain collected information, consulted Bourais, and made preparations as 
though for a long journey. 

Her luggage started a day in advance, in Liebard’s cart. The next day he 
brought round two horses, one of which had a lady’s saddle with a velvet 
back to it, while a cloak was rolled up to make a kind of seat on the 
crupper of the other. Mme. Aubain rode on that, behind the farmer. 
Felicite took charge of Virginie, and Paul mounted M, Lechaptois’ donkey, 
lent on condition that great care was taken of it. 

The road ivas so bad that its five miles took two hours. The horses 
sank in the mud up to their pasterns, and their haunches jerked abruptly 
in the effort to get out; or else they stumbled in the ruts, and at other 
moments had to jump. In some places Liebard’s mare came suddenly to a 
halt. Fie waited patiently until she went on again, talking about the people 
who had properties along the road, and adding moral reflections to their 
history. So it was that as they were in the middle of Toucques, and passed 
under some windows bowered with nasturtiums, he shrugged his shoul- 
ders and said: “There’s a Mme. Lehoussais lives there; instead of taking a 
young man she . . Felicite did not hear the rest; the horses were trotting 
and the donkey galloping. They all turned down a bypath; a gate swung 
open and two boys appeared; and the party dismounted in front of a 
manure-heap at the very threshold of the farmhouse door. 

When Mme. Liebard saw her mistress she gave lavish signs of joy. She 
served her a luncheon with a sirloin of beef, tripe, black-pudding, a fricassee 
of chicken, sparkling cider, a fruit tart, and brandied plums; seasoning it 
all with compliments to Madame, who seemed in better health; Made- 
moiselle, who was “splendid” now; and Monsieur Paul, who had “filled 
out” wonderfully. Nor did she forget, their deceased grandparents, whom 
the Liebards had, known, as they had been in the service of the family for 
several generations. The farm, like them, had the stamp of antiquity. 
The beams on the ceiling were worm-eaten, the walls blackened with 
smoke, and the window-panes grey with dust. There was an oak dresser 
laden with every sort of useful article-— Jugs, plates, pewter bowls, wolf- 
traps, and sheep-shears; and a huge syringe made the children laugh. There 
was not a tree in the three courtyards without mushrooms growing at the 
bottom of it or a tuft of misdetoe ori its boughs. Several of them had been 
thrown down by the wind. They had takto root again at the middle; and 
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all were beiiding under thek of apples. The thatched roofs, like 

brown velvet and of varying thickness, withstood the heaviest squalls. 
The cart-shed, however, was falling into ruin. Mnie. Aubain said she would 
see about it, and ordered the animals to be saddled again. 

It was another half-hour before they reached Trouville. The little cara- 
van dismounted to pass Ecores— it was an overhanging cliff with boats 
below it— and three minutes later they were at the end of the quay and 
entered the courtyard of the Golden Lamb, kept by good Mme. David. 

From the first days of their stay Virginie began to feel less weak, thanks 
to the change of air and the effect of the sea-baths. These, for want of a 
bathing-dress, she took in her chemise; and her nurse dressed her after- 
wards in a coastguard’s cabin which was used by the bathers. 

In the afternoons they took the donkey and went off beyond the Black 
Rocks, in the direction of Hennequeville. The path climbed at first through 
ground with dells in it like the green sward of a park, and then reached a 
plateau where grass fields and arable lay side by side. Hollies rose stiffly 
out of the briary tangle at the edge of the road; and here and there a great 
withered tree made zigzags in the- blue air with its branches. 

They nearly always rested in a meadow, with Deauville on their left, 
Havre on their right, and the open sea in front. It glittered in the sun- 
shine, smooth as a mirror and so quiet that its murmur was scarcely to be 
heard; sparrows chirped in hiding and the immense sky arched over it all. 
Mme. Aubain sat doing her needlework; Virginie plaited rushes by her 
side; Felicite pulled up lavender, and Paul was bored and anxious to start 
home. 

Other days they crossed the Toucques in a boat and looked for shells. 
When the tide went out sea-urchins, starfish, and jelly-fish were left ex- 
posed; and the children ran in pursuit of the foam-flakes which scudded 
in the wind. The sleepy waves broke on the sand and unrolled all along 
the beach; it stretched away out of sight, bounded on the land-side by the 
■dunes which parted it from the Marsh, a wide meadow shaped like an 
arena. As they came home that way, Trouville, on the hill-slope in the 
background, grew bigger at every step, and its miscellaneous throng of 
houses seemed to break into a gay disorder. 

On days when it was too hot they did not leave their room. From the 
dazzling brilliance outside light fell in streaks between the laths of the 
blinds. There were no sounds in the village; and on the pavement below 
not a soul. This silence round them deepened the quietness of things. In the 
distance,; where men were caulking, there was a tap of hammers as they 
plugged the hulls, and a sluggish breeze wafted up the smell of tar. 

The chief amusement was . the return of the fishing-boats. They began to 
tack as soon as they had passed: the buoys. The sails came down on two of 
the three masts; and they drew on with the foresail swelling like a balloon, 
glided through the splash of the, .waves, and when they had reached the 
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middle of the harbour suddenly dropped anchor. Then the boats: drew up 
against the quay. The sailors threw quivering fish over the side; a row of 
carts was waiting, and women in cotton bonnets darted out. to take the 
baskets and give their men a kiss. 

One of them came up to Felicite one day, and she entered the lodgings a 
little later in a state of delight. She had found a sister again—and then 
Nastasie Barette, “wife of Leroux,” appeared, holding an infant at her 
breast and another child with her right hand, while on her left was a little 
cabin boy with his hands on his hips and a cap over his ear. 

After a quarter of an hour Mme. Aubain sent them off; but they were 
always to be found hanging about the kitchen, or encountered in the course 
of a walk. The husband never appeared. 

Felicite was seized with affection for them. She bought them a blanket, 
some shirts, and a stove; it was clear that they were making a good thing 
out of her. Mme. Aubain was annoyed by this weakness of hers, and she 
did not like the liberties taken by the nephew, who said “thee” and “thou” 
to Paul. So as Virginie was coughing and the fine weather gone, she re- 
turned to Pont-FEveque. 

There M. Bourais enlightened her on the choice of a boys’ school. The 
one at Caen was reputed to be the best, and Paul was sent to it. He said his 
good-byes bravely, content enough at going to live in a house where he 
would have companions. 

Mme. Aubain resigned herself to her son’s absence as a thing that had to 
be. Virginie thought about it less and less. Felicite missed the noise he 
made. But she found an occupation to distract her; from Christmas onward 
she took the little girl to catechism every day. 

m . ■■■ ■ 

After making a genuflexion at the door she walked up between the 
double row of chairs under the lofty nave, opened Mme. Aubain’s pew, sat 
down, and began to look about her. The choir stalls were filled with the 
boys on the right and the girls on the left, and the cure stood by the 
lectern. On a painted window in the apse the Holy Ghost looked down 
upon the Virgin. Another window showed her on her knees before the 
child Jesus, and a group carved in wood behind the altar-shrine represented 
St. Michael overthrowing the dragon. 

The priest began with a sketch of sacred history, The Garden, the Flood, 
the Tower of Babel, cities in flames, dying nations, and overturned idols 
passed like a dream before her eyes; and the dizzying vision left her with 
reverence for the Most High and fear of his wrath. Then she wept at the 
story of the Passion. Why had they : crucified Him, when He loved the 
children, fed the multitudes, healed the /blind,; tod had willed, in His 
meekness, to be born among the poor, on the dung-heap of a stable? The, 
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sowings, harvests, wine-presses, all the familiar things the Gospel speaks of, 
were a part of her life. They had been made holy by God’s passing; and 
she loved the lambs more tenderly for her love of the Lamb, and the doves 
because of the Holy Ghost. 

She found it hard to imagine Him in person, for He was not merely a 
bird, but a flame as well, and a breath at other times. It may be His light, 
she thought, which flits at night about the edge of the marshes, His 
breathing which drives on the clouds, His voice which gives harmony to 
the bells; and she would sit rapt in adoration, enjoying the cool walls and 
the quiet of the church. 

Of doctrines she understood nothing — did not even try to understand. 
The cure discoursed, the children repeated their lesson, and finally she 
went to sleep, waking up with a start when their w’^ooden shoes clattered 
on the flagstones as they went away. 

It was thus that Felicit^ whose religious education had been neglected in 
her youth, learned the catechism by dint of hearing it; and trom that time 
she copied all Virginie’s observances, fasting as she did and confessing 
with her. On Corpus Christi Day they made a festal altar together. 

The first communion loomed distractingly ahead. She fussed over the 
shoes, the rosary, the book and gloves; and how she trembled as she helped 
Virginie’s mother to dress her! 

All through the mass she was racked with anxiety. She could not see one 
side of the choir because of M. Bourais; but straight in front of her was 
the flock of maidens, with white crowns above their hanging veils, mak- 
ing the impression of a field of snow; and she knew her dear child at a 
distance by her dainty neck and thoughtful air. The bell tinkled. The 
heads bowed, and there was silence. As the organ pealed, singers and 
congregation took up the ‘‘Agnus Dei”; then the procession of the boys be- 
gan, and after them the girls rose. Step by step, with their hands joioed in 
prayer, they went towards the lighted altar, knelt on the first step, received 
the sacrament in turn, and came back in the same order to their places. 
When Virginie’s turn came Fflicite leaned forward to see her; and with the 
imaginativeness of deep and tender feeling it seemed to her that she 
actually was the child; Virginie’s face became hers, she was dressed in her 
clothes, it was her heart beating in her breast. As the moment came to 
open her mouth she closed her eyes and nearly fainted. 

She appeared early in the sacristy next morning for Monsieur the cure to 
give her the communion. She took it with devotion, but it did not give her 
the same exquisite delight , 

Mme. Aubain wanted to make her daughter into an accomplished per- 
son; and as Guyot bould not teach her music or English she decided to 
place her in the Ursuline Goiiveht at Honfleur as a boarder. The child made 
no objection, Felidte sighed and . thought that Madame lacked feeling. 
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Then she reflected that her mistress might be right; matters o£ this kind 
were beyond her. 

So one day an old spring-van drew up at the door, and out of it stepped 
a nun to fetch the young lady. Felicite hoisted the luggage on to the top, 
admonished the driver, and put six pots of preserves, a dozen pears, and a 
bunch of violets under the seat. ' 

At the last moment Virginie broke into a fit of sobbing; she threw her 
arms, round her^ mother, ,who' kissed. her': on theTorehead, saying over and 
over ‘‘Come, be brave! be brave!” The step was raised, and the carriage 
drove ofi. ■ 

Then Mme. Aubain’s strength gave way; and in the evening all her 
friends— the Lormeau family, Mmec Lechaptois, the Rochefeuille ladies, 
M. de Houppeville, and Bourais — came in to console her. 

To be without her daughter was very painful for her at first. But she 
heard from Virginie three times a week, wrote to her on the other days, 
walked in the garden, and so filled up the empty hours. 

From sheer habit Felicite went into Virginie’s room in the mornings and 
gazed at the walls. It was boredom to her not to have to comb the child’s 
hair now, lace up her boots, tuck her into bed — and not to see her charm- 
ing face perpetually and hold her hand when they went out together. In 
this idle condition she tried making lace. But her fingers were too heavy 
and broke the threads; she could not attend to anything, she had lost her 
sleep, and was, in her own words, ‘‘destroyed.” 

To “divert herself” she asked leave to have visits from her nephew 
Victor. 

He arrived on Sundays after mass, rosy-cheeked, bare-chested, with the 
scent of the country he had walked through still about him. She laid her 
table promptly and they had lunch, sitting opposite each other. She ate as 
little as possible herself to save expense, but stuffed him with food so gen- 
erously that at last he went to sleep. At the first stroke of vespers she woke 
him up, brushed his trousers, fastened his tie, and went to church, leaning 
on his arm with maternal pride. 

Victor was always instructed by his parents to get something out of her 
— a packet of moist sugar, it might be, a cake of soap, spirits, or even money 
at times. He brought his things for her to mend and she took over the task, 
only too glad to have a reason for making him come back. 

In August his father took him off on a coasting voyage. It was holiday 
time, and she was consoled by the arrival of the children. Paul, however, 
was getting selfish, and Virginie was too old to be called “thou” any 
longer; this put a constraint and barrier between them. 

Victor went to Morlaix, Dunkirk, and Brighton in succession and made 
Fflicite a present on his return- from'! each voyage. It was a box made of 
shells the first time, a coffee cup the next, and on the third occasion a 
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large gingerbread man. Victor was growing handsome. He was well made, 
had a hint of a moustache, good honest eyes, and a small leather hat 
pushed backwards like a pilot’s. He entertained her by telling stories 
embroidered with nautical terms. 

On a Monday, July 14, 1819 (she never forgot the date), he told her that 
he had signed on for the big voyage and next night but one he would 
take the Honfleur boat and join his schooner, which was to weigh anchor 
from Havre before long. Perhaps he would be gone two years. 

The prospect of this long absence threw Felicite into deep distress; one 
more good-bye she must have, and on the Wednesday evening, when 
Madame’s dinner was finished, she put on her clogs and made short work 
of the twelve miles between Pont-l’Eveque and Honfleur. 

When she arrived in front of the Calvary she took the turn to the right 
instead of the left, got lost in the timber-yards, and retraced her steps; 
some people to whom she spoke advised her to be quick. She went all 
round the harbour basin, full of ships, and knocked against hawsers; then 
the ground fell away, lights flashed across each other, and she thought her 
wits had left her, for she saw horses up in the sky. 

Others were neighing by the quay-side, frightened at the sea. They were 
lifted by a tackle and deposited in a boat, where passengers jostled each 
other among cider casks, cheese baskets, and sacks of grain; fowls could 
be heard clucking, the captain swore; and a cabin-boy stood leaning over 
the bows, indifferent to it all. Fflicit^ who had not recognized him, called 
Wictor!” and he raised his head; all at once, as she was darting forwards, 
the gangway was drawn back. 

The Honfleur packet, women singing as they hauled it, passed out of 
harbour. Its framework creaked and the heavy waves whipped its bows. 
The canvas had swung round, no one could be seen on board now; and on 
the moon-silvered sea the boat made a black speck which paled gradually, 
dipped, and vanished. 

As Felicite passed by the Calvary she had a wish to commend to God 
what she cherished most, and she stood there praying a long time with her 
face bathed in tears and her eyes towards the clouds. The town was 
asleep, coastguards were walking to and fro; and water poured without 
cessation through the holes in the sluice, with the noise of a torrent. The 
clocks struck two. 

The convent parlour would not be open before day. If Felicite were late 
Madame would most certainly be annoyed; and in spite of her desire to 
kiss the other child she turned home. The maids at the inn were waking up 
as she came in to PontJ’Eveque. 

So the poor slip of a boy was going to toss for months and months at 
sea! She had not been frightened by his previous voyages. From England 
or Brittany you came back safe enough; but America, the colonies, the 
islands— -these were lost in a dim region at the other end of the world. 
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Felicite’s thoughts from that moment ran entirely on her nephew. On 
sunny days she was harassed by the idea of thirst; when there was a storm 
she was afraid of the lightning on his account. As she listened to the wind 
growling in the chimney or carrying off the slates she pictured him lashed 
by that same tempest, at the top of a shattered mast, with his body thrown 
backwards under a sheet of foam; or else (with a reminiscence of the illus- 
trated geography) he was being eaten by savages, captured in a wood by 
monkeys, or dying on a desert shore. And never did she mention her 
anxieties. 

Mme, Aubain had anxieties of her own, about her daughter. The good 
sisters found her an affectionate but delicate child. The slightest emotion 
unnerved her. She had to give up the piano. 

Her mother stipulated for regular letters from the convent. She lost 
patience one morning when the postman did not come, and walked to and 
fro in the parlour from her arm-chair to the window. It was really 
amazing; not a word for four days! 

To console Mme. Aubain by her own example Felicite remarked: 

“As for me, Madame, it’s six months since I heard . . 

“From whom, pray.?” 

“Why . . . from my nephew,” the servant answered gently. 

“Oh! your nephew!” And Mme. Aubain resumed her walk with a shrug 
of the shoulders, as much as to say: “I was not thinking of him! And what 
is more, it’s absurd! A scamp of a cabin-boy — what does he matter.? . . . 
whereas my daughter . . . why, just think!” 

Felicit4 though she had been brought up on harshness, felt indignant 
with Madame — and then forgot. It seemed the simplest thing in the world 
to her to lose one’s head over the little girl. For her the two children were 
equally important; a bond in her heart made them one, and their destinies 
must be the same. 

She heard from the chemist that Victor’s ship had arrived at Havana. 
He had read this piece of news in a gazette. 

Cigars — they made her imagine Havana as a place where no one does 
anything but smoke, and there was Victor moving among the negroes 
in a cloud of tobacco. Could you, she wondered, “in case you needed,” re- 
turn by land .? What was the distance from Pont-l’Eveque .? She questioned 
M. Bourais to find out. 

He reached for his atlas and began explaining the longitudes; Felicite s 
consternation provoked a fine pedantic smile. Finally he marked with his 
pencil a black, imperceptible point in the. indentations of an oval spot, and 
said as he did so, “Here it is.” She bent over the map; the maze of col- 
oured lines wearied her eyes without conveying anything; and on an in- 
vitation from Bourais to tell him her difficulty she begged him to show her 
the house where Victor was living. Bourais threw' up his arms, sneezed, 
and laughed immensely: a simplicity ' like hers was a positive joy. And 
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Felicite did not understand the reason; how could she when she expected, 
very likely, to see the actual image of her nephew— so stunted was her 
mind! ' 

A fortnight afterwards Liebard came into the kitchen at market-time as 
usual and handed her a letter from her brother-in-law. As neither of them 
could read she took it to her mistress. 

Mme. Aubain, who was counting the stitches in her knitting, put the 
work down by her side, broke the seal of the letter, started, and said in a 
low voice, with a look of meaning: 

'‘It is bad news . . . that they have to tell you. Your nephew . . 3’ 

He was dead. The letter said no more. 

Fflicite fell on to a chair, leaning her head against the wainscot; and she 
closed her eyelids, which suddenly flushed pink. Then with bent forehead, 
hands hanging, and fixed eyes, she said at intervals: 

“Poor little lad! poor little lad!” 

Liebard watched her and heaved sighs. Mme. Aubain trembled a little. 

She suggested that Felicite should go to see her sister at Trouville. 
Feliciti answered by a gesture that she had no need. 

There was a silence. The worthy Liebard thought it was time for them 
to withdraw. 

Then Felicite said : 

“They don’t care, not they!” 

Her head dropped again; and she took up mechanically, from time to 
time, the long needles on her work-table. 

Women passed in the yard with a barrow of dripping linen. 

As she saw them through the window-panes she remembered her wash- 
ing; she had put it to soak the day before, to-day she must wring it out; and 
she left the room. 

Her plank and tub were at the edge of the Toucques. She threw a pile of 
linen on the bank, rolled up her sleeves, and taking her wooden beater 
dealt lusty blows whose sound carried to the neighbouring gardens. The 
meadows were empty, the river stirred in the wind; and down below long- 
grasses wavered, like the hair of corpses floating in the water. She kept her 
grief down and was very brave until the evening; but once in her room she 
surrendered to it utterly, lying stretched on the mattress with her face in 
the pillow and her hands clenched against her temples. 

Much later she heard, from the captain himself, the circumstances of Vic- 
tor’s end. They had bled him too much at the hospital for yellow fever. 
Four doctors held him at once. He had died instantly, and the chief had 
said: 

“Bah! there goes another!” 

His parents had always been brutal to him. She preferred not to see them 
again; and they made no advances, either because they forgot her or from 
the callousness of the wretchedly, poor. 
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Virginie began to grow weaker. . 

Tightness in her chest, coughing, continual fever, and veinings on her 
cheek-bones betrayed some deep-seated complaint. M. Poupart had ad- 
vised a stay in Provence. Mme. Aubain determined on it, and would have 
brought her daughter home at once but for the climate of Pont-rEveque. 

She made an arrangement with a job-master, and he drove her to the 
convent every Tuesday. There is a terrace in the garden, with a view over 
the Seine. Virginie took walks there over the fallen vine-leaves, on her 
mother’s arm. A shaft of sunlight through the clouds made her blink some-* 
times, as she gazed at the sails in the distance and the whole horizon from 
the castle of Tancarville to the lighthouses at Havre. Afterwards they 
rested in the arbour. Her mother had secured a little cask of excellent 
Malaga; and Virginie, laughing at the idea of getting tipsy, drank a thimble- 
ful of it, no more. 

Her*^ strength came back visibly. The autumn glided gently away. 
Felicite reassured Mme. Aubain. But one evening, when she had been 
out on a commission in the neighbourhood, she found M. Poupart’s gig at 
the door. He was in the hall, and Mme. Aubain was tying her bonnet. 

“Give me my foot-warmer, purse, gloves! Quicker, come!” 

Virginie had inflammation of the lungs; perhaps it was hopeless. 

“Not yet!” said the doctor, and they both got into the carriage under 
whirling flakes of snow. Night was coming on and it was very cold. 

Felicite rushed into the church to light a taper. Then she ran after the 
gig, came up with it in an hour, and jumped lightly in behind. As she hung 
on by the fringes a thought came into her mind: “The courtyard has not 
been shut up; supposing burglars got in!” And she jumped down. 

At dawn next clay she presented herself at the doctor’s. He had come in 
and started for the country again. Then she waited in the inn, thinking 
that a letter would come by some hand or other. Finally, when it was 
twilight, she took the Lisieux coach. 

The convent was at the end of a steep lane. When she was about half-way 
up it she heard strange sounds — a death-bell tolling. “It is for someone 
else,” thought Felicit4 and she pulled the knocker violently. 

After some minutes there was a sound of trailing slippers, the door 
opened ajar, and a nun appeared. 

The good sister, with an air of compunction, said that “she had just 
passed away.” On the instant the bell of St. Leonard’s tolled twice as fast. 

Felicite went up to the second floor. 

From the doorway she saw Virginie stretched on her back, with her 
hands joined, her mouth open, and head thrown back under a black crucifix 
that leaned towards her, between curtains that hung stiffly, less pale than 
was her face. Mme. Aubain, at the foot of the bed which she clasped with 
her arms, was choking with sobs of agony. The mother superior stood on 
the right. Three candlesticks on the chest of drawers made spots of red, 
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and the mist came whitely through the windows. Nuns came and took 
Mme. Aubain away. 

For two nights Felicite never left the dead child. She repeated the same 
prayers^ sprinkled holy water over the sheets, came and sat down again, 
and watched her. At the end of the first vigil she noticed that tlic face 
had grown yellow, the lips turned blue, the nose w^as sharper, and the 
eyes sunk in. She kissed them several times, and would not have been 
immensely surprised if Virginie had opened them again; to minds like 
hers the supernatural is quite simple. She made the girl’s toilette, wrapped 
her in her shroud, lifted her down into her bier, put a garland on her 
head, and spread out her hair. It was fair, and extraordinarily long for her 
age. Ffficite cut off a big lock and slipped half of it into her bosom, de- 
termined that she should never part with it. 

The body was brought back to Pont-rEveque, as Mme. Aubain in- 
tended; she followed the hearse in a closed carriage. 

It took another three-quarters of an hour after the mass to reach the 
cemetery. Paul walked in front, sobbing. M. Bourais was behind, and then 
came the chief residents, the women shrouded in black mantles, and 
Fflicite. She thought of her nephew; and because she had not been able 
to pay these honours to him her grief was doubled, as though the one were 
being buried with the other. 

Mme. Aubain’s despair was boundless. It was against God that she first 
rebelled, thinking it unjust of Him to have taken her daughter from her — 
she had never done evil and her conscience was so clear! Ah, no! — she 
ought to have taken Virginie off to the south. Other doctors would have 
saved her. She accused herself now, wanted to join her child, and broke 
into cries of distress in the middle of her dreams. One dream haunted her 
above all. Her husband, dressed as a sailor, was returning from a long 
voyage, and shedding tears he told her that he had been ordered to take 
Virginie away. Then they consulted how to hide her somewhere. 

She came in once from the garden quite upset. A moment ago — and 
she pointed out the place — the father and daughter had appeared to her, 
standing side by side, and they did nothing, but they looked at her. 

For several months after this she stayed inertly in her room. Felicite lec- 
tured her gently; she must, live for her son’s sake, and for the other, in re- 
membrance of ''her.” 

"Her,” answered Mme. Aubain, as though she were just waking up. "Ah, 
yes! . . . yes! . . You do not forget her!” This was an allusion to the 
cemetery, where she was strictly forbidden to go. 

. Felicite went there every day. 

Precisely at four she iskirted .the houses, climbed the hill, opened the 
gate, and came to Virginie’s/grave^Tt was a little column of pink marble 
with a stone underneath and a garden plot enclosed by chains. The beds 
were hidden.iinder a coverlet of flowers., She watered their leaves, fresh- 
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ened the gravel, and knelt down to break up the earth better. When Mme. 
Aubain was able to come there she felt a relief and a sort of consolation. 

Then years slipped away, one like another, and their only episodes were 
the great festivals as they recurred— -Easter, the Assumption, All Saints’ 
Day. Household occurrences marked dates that were referred to afterwards. 
In 1825, for instance, two glaziers whitewashed the hall; in 1827 a piece of 
the roof fell into the courtyard and nearly killed a man. In the summer of 
1828 it was Madame’s turn to offer the cGnsecrated bread; Bouraisy about 
this time, mysteriously absented himself; and one by one the old acquaint- 
ances passed away: Guyot, Liebard, Mme. Lechaptois, Robelin, and Uncle 
Gremanville, who had been paralysed for a long time. 

One night the driver of the mail-coach announced the Revolution of 
July in Pont-Ffiveque. A new sub-prefect was appointed a few days later 
— Baron de Larsonniere, who had been consul in America, and brought 
with him, besides his wife, a sister-in-law and three young ladies, already 
growing up. They were to be seen about on their lawn, in loose blouses, 
and they had a negro and a parrot. They paid a call on Mme. Aubain 
which she did not fail to return. The moment they were seen in the distance 
Fdicite ran to let her mistress know. But only one thing could really move 
her feelings — the letters from her son. 

He was swallowed up in a tavern life and could follow no career. She 
paid his debts, he made new ones; and the sighs that Mme. Aubain uttered 
as she sat knitting by the window reached Felicite at her spinning-wheel in 
the kitchen. 

They took walks together along the espaliered wall, always talking of 
Virginie and wondering if such and such a thing would have pleased her 
and what, on some occasion, she would have been likely to say. 

All her small belongings filled a cupboard in the two-bedded room. Mme. 
Aubain inspected them as seldom as she could. One summer day she made 
up her mind to it — and some moths flew out of the wardrobe. 

Virginie’s dresses were in a row underneath a shelf, on which there were 
three dolls, some hoops, a set of toy pots and pans, and the basin that she 
used. They took out her petticoats as well, and the stockings and handker- 
chiefs, and laid them out on the two beds before folding them up again. 
The sunshine lit up these poor things, bringing out their stains and the 
creases made by the body’s movements. The air was warm and blue, a black- 
bird warbled, life seemed bathed in a deep sweetness. They found a little 
plush hat with thick, chestnut-coloured pile; but it was eaten all over by 
moth. Felicite begged it for her own. Their eyes met fixedly and filled with 
tears; at last the mistress opened her, arms, the servant threw herself into 
them, and they embraced each other, satisfying their grief in a kiss that 

It was the first time in their lives, Mme.-, Apbain’s nature not being ex- 
pansive. Felicite was as gtateful _4s she had received a favour, and 
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cherished her mistress from that moment with the devotion of an animal 
and a religious worship. 

The kindness of her heart unfolded. 

When she heard the drums of a marching regiment in the street she 
posted herself at the door with a pitcher of cider and asked the soldiers to 
drink. She nursed cholera patients and protected the Polish refugees; one 
of these even declared that he wished to marry her. They quarrelled, how- 
ever; for when she came back from the Angelus one morning she found 
that he had got into her kitchen and made himself a vinegar salad which 
he was quietly eating. 

After the Poles came father Colmiche, an old man who was supposed 
to have committed atrocities in ’ 93 . He lived by the side of the river in 
the ruins of a pigsty. The little boys watched him through the cracks in the 
wall, and threw pebbles at him which fell on the pallet where he lay con- 
stantly shaken by a catarrh; his hair was very long, his eyes inflamed, 
and there was a tumour on his arm bigger than his head. She got him some 
linen and tried to clean up his miserable hole; her dream was to establish 
him in the bakehouse, without letting him annoy Madame. When the 
tumour burst she dressed it every day; sometimes she brought him cake, 
and would put him in the sunshine on a truss of straw. The poor old man, 
slobbering and trembling, thanked her in his worn-out voice, was terrified 
that he might lose her, and stretched out his hands when he saw her go 
away. He died; and she had a mass said for the repose of his soul. 

That very day a great happiness befell her; just at dinner-time appeared 
Mme. de Larsonniere’s negro, carrying the parrot in its cage, with perch, 
chain, and padlock. A note from the baroness informed Mme. Aubain that 
her husband had been raised to a prefecture and they were starting that 
evening; she begged her to accept the bird as a memento and mark of her 
regard. 

For a long time he had absorbed Felicite's imagination, because he came 
from America; and that name reminded her of Victor, so much so that 
she made inquiries of the negro. She had once gone so far as to say '‘How 
Madame would enjoy having him!” 

The negro repeated the remark to his mistress; and as she could not take 
the bird away with her she chose this way of getting rid of him. 


His name was Loulou. His body was green and the tips of his wings 
rose-pink; his forehead was blue and his throat golden. 

But he had the tiresome habits of biting his perch, tearing out his 
feathers, sprinkling his dirt about, and spattering the water of his tub. He 
annoyed Mme. Aubain, and she gsive him to Felicite for good. 

She endeavoured to train him; soon he could repeat ''Nice boy! Your 
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servaiitj sir! Good morningj Marie!” He was placed by the side of the doofy 
and astonished several people by not answering to the name Jacquot, for all 
parrots are called Jacquot. People compared him to a turkey and a log of 
wood, and stabbed Felicite to the heart each time. Strange obstinacy on 
Loulou’s part!— directly you looked at him he refused to speak. 

None the less he was eager for society; for on Sundays, while the Roche- 
feuille ladies, M. de Houppeville, and new familiars— Onfroy the apothe- 
caryv Monsieur Varin, and Captain Mathieu — were playing their game of 
cards, he beat the windows with his wings and threw himself about so 
frantically that they could not hear each other speak. 

Bourais’ face, undoubtedly, struck him as extremely droll. Directly he 
saw it he began to laugh — and laugh with all his might. His peals rang 
through the courtyard and were repeated by the echo ; the neighbours came 
to their windows and laughed too; while M. Bourais, gliding along under 
the wall to escape the parrot’s eye, and hiding his profile with his hat, got 
to the river and then entered by the garden gate. There was a lack of ten- 
derness in the looks which he darted at the bird. 

Loulou had been slapped by the butcher-boy for making so free as to 
plunge his head into his basket; and since then he was always trying to 
nip him through his shirt. Fabu threatened to wring his neck, although he 
was not cruel, for all his tattooed arms and large whiskers. Far from it; he 
really rather liked the parrot, and in a jovial humour even wanted to teach 
him to swear. Felicite, who was alarmed by such proceedings, put the bird 
in the kitchen. His little chain was taken off and he roamed about the 
house.' ■ ' ■ ' ■ 

His way of going downstairs was to lean on each step with the curve of 
his beak, raise the right foot, and then the left; and Felicite was afraid that 
these gymnastics brought on fits of giddiness. He fell ill and could not talk 
or eat any longer. There was a growth under his tongue, such as fowls have 
sometimes. She cured him by tearing the pellicle off with her finger-nails. 
Mr. Paul was thoughtless enough one day to blow some cigar smoke into 
his nostrils, and another time when Mme. Lormeau was teasing him with 
the end of her umbrella he snapped at the ferrule. Finally he got lost. 

Felicite had put him on the grass to refresh him, and gone away for a 
minute, and when she came back— no sign of the parrot! She began by look- 
ing for him in the shrubs, by the waterside, and over the roofs, without 
listening to her mistress’s cries of ‘‘Take care, do! You are out of your 
wits!” Then she investigated all the gardens in Pont-l’Eveque, and stopped 
the passers-by. “You don’t ever happen to have seen my parrot, by any 
chance, do you?” And she gave a description of the parrot to those who 
did not know him. Suddenly, behind the mills at the foot of the hill she 
thought she could make out something green that fluttered. But on the top 
of the hill there was nothing. A hawker assured her that he had come 
across the parrot just before, at Saint-Melaine, in Mere Simon’s shop. She 
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rushed there; they had no idea of what she meant. At last she came hom 
exhausted, with her slippers in shreds and despair in her soul; and as she 
j was sitting in the middle of the garden-seat at Madame’s side, telling the 

j whole story of her eifortSi a light weight dropped on to her shoulder— it 

i was Loulou! What on earth had he been doing? Taking a walk in the 

r neighbourhood, perhaps! 

She had some trouble in recovering from this, or rather never did re- 
cover. As the result of a chill she had an attack of quinsy, and soon after- 
wards an earache. Three years later she was deaf; and she spoke very loud, 

^ even in church. Though Felicite’s sins might have been published in every 

corner of the diocese without dishonour to her or scandal to anybody, his 
Reverence the priest thought it right now to hear her confession in the 
sacristy only. i 

Imaginary noises in the head completed her upset. Her mistress often i 

said to her,. “Heavens! how stupid you are!” “Yes, Madame,” she replied, 
and looked about for something. 

Her little circle of ideas grew still narrower; the peal of church-bells and 
the lowing of cattle ceased to exist for her. All living beings moved as 
silently as ghosts. One sound only reached her ears now — the parrot’s 
voice. 

Loulou, as though to amuse her, reproduced the click-clack of the turn- 
spit, the shrill call of a man selling fish, and the noise of the saw in the 
joiner’s house opposite; when the bell rang he imitated Mme. Aubain’s 
“Felicite! the door! the door!” 

They carried on conversations, he endlessly reciting the three phrases in 
his repertory, to which she replied with words that were just as discon- 
;; nected but uttered what was in her heart. Loulou was almost a son and a 

lover to her in her isolated state. He climbed up her fingers, nibbled at her 
lips, and clung to her kerchief; and when she bent her forehead and shook 
‘‘ her head gently to and fro, as nurses do, the great wings of her bonnet and 

;■ the bird’s wings quivered together. 

; When the clouds massed and the thunder rumbled Loulou broke into 

' cries, perhaps remembering the downpours in his native forests. The / 

streaming rain made him absolutely mad; he fluttered wildly about, dashed I 

up to the ceiling, upset everything, and went out through the window to 
dabble in the garden; but he was back quickly to perch on one of the fire- 
dogs and hopped about to dry himself, exhibiting his tail and his beak 

One morning in the terrible winter of 1837 she had put him in front of 
the fireplace because of the cold. She found him dead, in the middle of his 
cage: head downwards, with his claws; in the wires. He had died from con- 
gestion, no doubt But Fflicite thought he had been poisoned with parsley, 
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She wept so piteously that her mistress said to her, “Well, then, have him 
stuffed!” ' 

She asked advice from the chemist, who had always been kind to the 
parrot. He wrote to Havre, and a person called Fallacher undertook the 
business. But as parcels sometimes got lost in the coach she decided to take 
the parrot as far as Honfleur herself. 

Along the sides of the road were leafless apple-trees, one after the other. 
Ice covered the ditches. Dogs barked about the farms; and Felicite, with 
her hands under her cloak, her little black sabots and her basket, walked 
briskly in the middle of the road. 

She crossed the forest, passed High Oak, and reached St. Gatieii. 

A cloud of dust rose behind her, and in it a mail-coach, carried away by 
the steep hill, rushed down at full gallop like a hurricane. Seeing this 
woman who would not get out of the way, the driver stood up in front and 
the postilion shouted too. He could not hold in his four horses, which 
increased their pace, and the two leaders were grazing her when he threw 
them to one side with a jerk of the reins. But he was wild with rage, and 
lifting his arm as he passed at full speed, gave her such a lash from waist to 
neck with his big whip that she fell on her back. 

Her first act, when she recovered consciousness, was to open her basket. 
Loulou was happily none the worse. She felt a burn in her right cheek, and 
when she put her hands against it they were red; the blood was flowing. 

She sat down on a heap of stones and bound up her face with her hand- 
kerchief. Then she ate a crust of bread which she had put in the basket as 
a precaution, and found a consolation for her wound in gazing at the bird. 

When she reached the crest of Ecquemauville she saw the Honfleur 
lights sparkling in the night sky like a company of stars; beyond, the sea 
stretched dimly. Then a faintness overtook her and she stopped; her 
wretched childhood, the disillusion of her first love, her nephew’s going 
away, and Virginie’s death all came back to her at once like the waves of 
an oncoming tide, rose to her throat, and choked her. 

Afterwards, at the boat, she made a point of speaking to the captain, 
begging him to take care of the parcel, though she did not tell him what was 
in it. 

Fellacher kept the parrot a long time. He was always promising it for 
the following week. After six months he announced that a packing-case 
had started, and then nothing more was heard of it. It really seemed as 
though Loulou was never coming back. “Ah, they have stolen him!” she 
thought. 

He arrived at last, and looked superb. There he was, erect upon a branch 
which screwed into a mahogany socket, with a foot in the air and his head 
on one side, biting a nut which the.bird-stuffer — with a taste for impres- 

Felicite shut him up in her room; It, was a place.-to which few people 
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were admitted, and held so many religious objects and miscellaiieoiis things 
that it looked like a chapel and bazaar in one. 

A big cupboard impeded you as you opened the door. Opposite the 
window commanding the garden a little round one looked into the court; 
there was a table by the folding-bed with a water-jug, two combs, and a 
cube of blue soap in a chipped plate. On the wails hung rosaries, medals, 
several benign Virgins, and a holy water vessel made out of cocoa-nut; on 
the chest of drawers, which was covered with a cloth like an altar, was the 
shell box that Victor had given her^ and after that a watering-can, a toy- 
balloon, exercise-books, the illustrated geography, and a pair of yoiing 
lady’s boots; and, fastened by its ribbons to the nail of the looking-glass, 
hung the little plush hat! Felicite carried observances of this kind so far as 
to keep one of Monsieur’s frock-coats. All the old rubbish which Mme. 
Aubain did not want any longer she laid hands on for her room. That was 
why there were artificial flowers along the edge of the chest of drawers and 
a portrait of the Comte d’Artois in the little window recess. 

With the aid of a bracket Loulou was established over the chimney, 
which jutted into the room. Every morning when she woke up she saw 
him there in the dawning light, and recalled old days arid the smallest 
details of insignificant acts in a deep quietness which knew no pain. 

Holding, as she did, no communication with anyone, Felicite lived as in- 
sensibly as if she were walking in her sleep. The Corpus Christi proces- 
sions roused her to life again. Then she went round begging mats and 
candlesticks from the neighbours to decorate the altar they put up in the 
street. 

In church she was always gazing at the Holy Ghost in the window, and 
observed that there was something of the parrot in him. The likeness was 
still clearer, she thought, on a crude colour-print representing the bap- 
tism of Our Lord. With his purple wings and emerald body he was the 
very image of Loulou. 

She bought him, and hung him up instead of the Comte d’Artois, so 
that she could see them both together in one glance. They were linked in 
her thoughts; and the parrot was consecrated by his association with the 
Holy Ghost, which became more vivid to her eye and more intelligible. 
The Father could not have, chosen to express Himself through a dove, for 
such creatures cannot speak; it must have been one of Loulou’s ancestors, 
surely. And though Felicite looked at the picture while she said her 
prayers she swerved a little from time to time towards the parrot. 

She wanted to join the Ladies of the Virgin, but Mme. Aubain dis- 
suaded her, 

^ And then a great event loomed up before them — ^Paul’s marriage. 

He had been a solicitor’s clerk to begin with, and then tried business, the 
Customs, the Inland Revenue, and made efforts, even, to get into the Rivers 
and Forests. By an iiispiration/from heaven he had suddenly, at thirty-six, 
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discovered his real line-— the Registrar’s Office. And there he showed such 
marked capacity that an inspector had offered him his daughter’s hand and 
promised him his influence. 

So Paul, grown serious, brought the lady to see his mother. 

She sniffed at the ways of Pont-rEveque, gave herself great airs, and 
wounded Felicite’s feelings. Mme. Aubain was relieved at her departure. 

The week after came news of M. Bourais’ death in an inn in Lower Brit- 
tany. The rumour of suicide was confirmed, and doubts arose as to his 
honesty. Mme. Aubain studied his accounts, and soon found out the whole 
tale of his misdoings — embezzled arrears, secret sales of wood, forged re- 
ceipts, etc. Besides that he had an illegitimate child, and ‘relations with a 
person at Dozule.” 

These shameful facts distressed her greatly. In March 1853 she was seized 
with a pain in the chest; her tongue seemed to be covered with film, and 
leeches did not ease the difficult breathing. On the ninth evening of her 
illness she died, just at seventy-two. 

She passed as being younger, owing to the bands of brown hair which 
framed her pale, pock-marked face. There were few friends to regret her, 
for she had a stiffness of manner which kept people at a distance. 

But Felicite mourned for her as one seldom mourns for a master. It up- 
set her ideas and seemed contrary to the order of things, impossible and 
monstrous, that Madame should die before her. 

Ten days afterwards, which was the time it took to hurry there from 
Besanfon, the heirs arrived. The daughter-in-law ransacked the drawers, 
chose some furniture, and sold the rest; and then they went back to 
their registering. 

Madame s armchair, her small round table, her foot-warmer, and the 
eight chairs were gone! Yellow patches in the middle of the panels showed 
where the engravings had hung. They had carried off the two little beds 
and the mattresses, and all Virginie’s belongings had disappeared from the 
cupboard. Felicite went from floor to floor dazed with sorrow. 

The next day there was a notice on the door, and the apothecary shouted 
in her ear that the house was for sale. 

She tottered, and was obliged to sit down. What distressed her most of 
all was to give up her room, so suitable as it was for poor Loulou. She 
enveloped him with a look of anguish when she was imploring the Holy 
Ghost, and formed the idolatrous habit of kneeling in front of the parrot to 
say her prayers. Sometimes the sun shone in at the attic window and caught 
his glass eye, and a great luminous ray shot out of it and put her in an 
■;Cestasy.;;''':..:':;;V/'' 

She had a pension of fifteen pounds a year which her mistress had left 
her. The garden gave her a supply of vegetables. As for clothes, she had 
enough to last her to the end of her days, and she economized in candles 
by going to bed at dusk. ^ . 
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She hardly ever w as she did not like passing the dealer’s shop, 

where some of the old furniture was exposed for sale. Since her fit of gid- 
diness she dragged one leg; and as her strength was failing Mere Simon, 
whose grocery business had collapsed, Game every morning to split the wood 
and pump water for her. 

Her eyes grew feeble. The shutters ceased to be thrown open. Years and 
years passed, and the house was neither let nor sold. 

Felicite never asked for repairs because she was afraid of being sent away. 
The boards on the roof rotted; her bolster was wet for a whole winter. 
After Easter she spat blood. 

Then Mere Simon called in a doctor. Felicite wanted to know^ w-Eat 
was the matter with her. But she was too deaf to hear, and the only word 
which reached her was '‘pneumonia.” It was a word she knew, and she 
answered softly “Ah! like Madame,” thinking it natural that she should 
follow her mistress. 

The time for the festal shrines was coming near. The first one was 
always at the bottom of the hill, the second in front of the post-office, and 
the third towards the middle of the street. There w^as some rivalry in the 
matter of this one, and the women of the parish ended by choosing Mme. 
Aubain’s courtyard. 

The hard breathing and fever increased. Fflicite was vexed at doing noth- 
ing for the altar. If only she could at least have put something there! Then 
she thought of the parrot. The neighbours objected that it would not be 
decent. But the priest gave her permission, which so intensely delighted 
her that she begged him to accept Loulou, her sole possession, wffien she 
died.:' ■■■■■ ' ■ ■ ■ 

From Tuesday to Saturday, the eve of the festival, she coughed more 
often. By the evening her face had shrivelled, her lips stuck to her gums, 
and she had vomitings; and at twilight next morning, feeling herself very 
low, she sent for a priest. 

Three kindly women were round her during the extreme unction. Then 
she announced that she must speak to Fabu. He arrived in his Sunday 
clothes, by no means at his ease in the funereal atmosphere. 

“Forgive me,” she said, with an effort to stretch out her arm: “I thought 
it was , you who had killed him.” 

What did she mean by such stories? She suspected him of murder — a 
man like him! He waxed indignant, and was on the point of making a 

“There,” said the women, “she is no longer in her senses, you can see it 
well enough!” 

Felicite spoke to shadows of her own from time to time. The women 
went away, and Mere Simon had breakfast. A little later she took Loulou 
and brought him close to Felicite with the words : 

“Come, now, say good-bye,tp him!’* 
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Loulou was not a corpse, but the worms devoured him; one of his wings 
was broken, and the tow was coming out of his stomach. But she was 
blind now; she kissed him on the forehead and kept him close against her 
cheek. Mere Simon took him back from her to put him on the altar. 


■ V ^ 

Summer scents came up from the meadows; flies buzzed; the sun made 
the river glitter and heated the slates. Mere Simon came back into the room 
and fell softly asleep. 

She woke at the noise of bells; the people were coming out from vespers. 
Felicites delirium subsided. She thought of the procession and saw it as 
if she had been there. 

All the school children, the church-singers^, and the firemen walked on 
the pavement, while in the middle of the road the verger armed with his 
hallebard and the beadle with a large cross advanced in front. Then came 
the schoolmaster, with an eye on the boys, and the sister, anxious about her 
little girls; three of the daintiest, with angelic curls, scattered rose-petals 
in the air; the deacon controlled the band with outstretched arms; and two 
censer-bearers turned back at every step towards the Holy Sacrament, 
which was borne by Monsieur the cur^ wearing his beautiful chasuble, 
under a canopy of dark-red velvet held up by four churchwardens. A crowd 
of people pressed behind, between the white cloths covering the house 
walls, and they reached the bottom of the hill. 

A cold sweat moistened Felicite's temples. Mere Simon sponged her with 
a piece of linen, saying to herself that one day she would have to go that 
way. 

The hum of the crowd increased, was very loud for an instant, and then 
went further away. 

A fusillade shook the window-panes. It was the postilions saluting the 
monstrance. Felicite rolled her eyes and said as audibly as she could: “Does 
he look well?” The parrot was weighing on her mind. 

Her agony began. A death-rattle that grew more and more convulsed 
made her sides heave. Bubbles of froth came at the corners of her mouth 
and her whole body trembled. 

Soon the booming of the ophicleides, the high voices of the children, and 
the deep voices of the men were distinguishable. At intervals all was silent, 
and the tread of feet, deadened by the flowers they walked on, sounded like 
a flock pattering on grass. 

The clergy appeared in the courtyard. Mere Simon clambered on to a 
chair to reach the attic window, and so looked down straight upon the 
shrine. Green garlands hung over the altar, which was decked with a flounce 
of English lace. In the middle was a. smalt frtoe with relics in it; there 
were two orange-trees at the comers, and all along stood silver candle 
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sticks and china vases, with sunflowers, lilies, peonies, foxgloves, and tufts 
of hortensia. This heap of blazing colour slanted from the level of the 
altar to the carpet which went on over the pavement; and some rare ob- 
jects caught the eye. There was a silver-gilt sugar-basin with a crown of 
violets; pendants of Alengon stone glittered on the moss, and two Chinese 
screens displayed their landscapes. Loulou was hidden under roses, and 
showed nothing but his blue forehead, like a plaque of lapis lazuli. 

The churchwardens, singers, and children took their places round the 
three sides of the court. The priest went slowly up the steps, and placed 
his great, radiant golden sun upon the lace. Everyone knelt down. There 
was a deep silence; and the censers glided to and fro on the full swing 
of their chains. 

An azure vapour rose up into Felicite’s room. Her nostrils met it; she 
inhaled it sensuously, mystically; and then closed her eyes. Her lips smiled. 
The beats of her heart lessened one by one, vaguer each time and softer, 
as a fountain sinks, an echo disappears; and when she sighed her last 
breath she thought she saw an opening in the heavens, and a gigantic par- 
rot hovering above her head. 

KRAMBAMBULI 

Marie von Ebner-Eschenbach 

(1830-1916) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


A MAN MAY FEEL a liking for all kinds of things, but real, undying love 
comes but once, if ever. That at least was the opinion of Hopp, the game- 
keeper. He had had any number of dogs and liked them all, but only 
Krambambuli inspired a love he could not forget. He bought him at the 
Lion at Wischau from a vagabond woodman, or rather swapped him. 
At the very first sight of the dog he took a fancy to him that was to last 
till his dying day. The dog’s master was sitting at the table with an 
empty glass in front of him, abusing the innkeeper because he would not 
let him have a second without payment. He was a little fellow, with a 
rascally look, and though still a young man he was as sallow as a withered 
tree, with yellow hair ahd a; sparse yellow beard. The coat he wore sug- 
gested the faded glories of his last settled job, and it bore the marks of a 
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night spent in a damp ditch. Although Hopp was not fond of keeping 
low company he sat down beside the man and began talking to him at 
once. It soon came out that the ne’er-do-well had already pledged his gun 
and cartridge-bag for drink and now wanted to pledge his dog too; but the 
innkeeper, the dirty skinflint, would have nothing to do with a pledge that 
needed feeding. , , , 

Hopp said nothing at first about having taken a fancy to the dog, 
but he ordered a bottle of the good Dantzig cherry brandy, which the 
Lion stocked at that time, and poured out a glass for the woodman—and, to 
cut a long story short, in an hour it was all settled. The gamekeeper offered 
twelve bottles of the same brand and the deal was done — the vagrant 
gave up his dog, much against his will, to his honour be it said. His hands 
trembled so violently as he tied the cord round the dog’s neck that it 
seemed he would never get it done. Hopp waited patiently, admiring 
the animal in silence, for he was a wonderful dog in spite of the poor 
condition he was in. He looked two years old at most and in colour he 
resembled the scoundrel who was handing him over, though a shade or two 
darker. He had a white mark on his forehead, which branched into two 
thin lines like the needles on a fir twig. His eyes were large, black and 
lustrous and rimmed with light yellow as clear as* dew; his long ears 
were set high and perfect in shape. Everything about him was perfect 
from his claws to his keenly scenting nose and his strong agile frame; his 
legs and feet were beyond all prmse, four living pillars which might have 
carried a stag, and no thicker than a hare’s. By St. Hubert, the animal 
must have had a pedigree as old and untarnished as that of a knight of a 
German order. 

The gamekeeper’s heart rejoiced within him at the fine bargain he had 
made. He stood up and took hold of the cord which the woodman had at 
last succeeded in knotting. /‘What’s his name.?” he asked. 

'‘His name is the same as what you gave for him— Krambambuli,” was 
the answer, ' ■ ■ ■ ■ 

“Right. Come along, Krambambuli.” 

It was no good calling, whistling and tugging — the dog would not 
obey him but turned his head to the man he still took to be his master, 
yelping when he was told to go, and though he got a kick into the bargain, 
even then he struggled hard to get loose. It took Hopp all his time to get 
hold of the dog. At last he had to put him in a sack and carry him on his 
back to his gamekeeper’s cottage, which was some hours’ walk away. 

Two whole months passed before Krambambuli, half beaten to death 
and kept on a chain with a spiked collar after every attempt to escape, 
at last understood to whom he now belonged. But, once his submission 
was complete, what a dog he was! No tongue can describe the heights 
he attained to, not only in the exercise of his profession, but as zealous 
servant, good friend and protector. It is often said of intelligent dogs that 
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they can do everything but speak. Krambambuli did not lack even this. 
His master at least had long talks with him. The gamekeeper’s wife was 
thoroughly jealous of Bulk as she contemptuously called him, and 
often reproached her husband. She spent the whole day knitting in silence 
when she was not tidying up, washing or cooking. At night after supper 
when she started on her knitting again she would have liked to have some- 
one to speak to for once. 

*Tou’ve plenty to say to Buli, but you’ve nothing to say to me. You talk 
so much to animals you’ve forgotten how to talk to human beings.” The 
gamekeeper admitted there was some truth in this but he did not know 
what to do about it. What was there they could talk about? They had 
never had children, they were not allowed to keep a cow, and chickens were 
of no interest to a gamekeeper in their living state and of not much more 
when roasted. On the other hand his wife took no interest in pheasant 
rearing or shooting stories. Hopp at last found a way out of his dilemma; 
instead of talking to Krambambuli he talked about Krambambuli, about 
the glories he reflected on him on every hand, about the envy he excited, 
about the fantastic sums he was offered for him and which he scornfully 
rejected. 

When two years had gone by the Countess, the wife of his employer, paid 
a visit one day to the keeper’s cottage. He knew at once what the object 
of it was and as soon as the amiable and beautiful lady began: ‘'Good 
morning, Hopp, it is the Count’s birthday-— he quietly concluded her 
sentence for her with a smile: “And so your ladyship would like to give 
the Count a present and you don’t know of anything that would please 
him so much as Krambambuli.” 

“Yes, Hopp ” and the Countess flushed with pleasure at his friendly 

way of meeting the suggestion, said how grateful she was and asked him 
to name what price he liked for the dog. 

The old fox of a gamekeeper chuckled and then, putting on an air of 
resignation, he came out with it; “Your ladyship, if the dog stays at the cas- 
tle and doesn’t bite through every cord and break every chain, or if he 
doesn’t strangle himself in trying, then you can keep him for nothing, for 
in that case he is no more good to me.” 

The trial was made, but it did not get as far as strangling, for before 
that the Count lost all interest in the obstinate animal. In vain they tried 
to win him over first by kindness and then with harshness. He bit every- 
one who approached him, refused, to eat and — for a keeper’s dog has little 
flesh to lose — ^began to pine away. After a few weeks Hopp was told he 
could come and fetch his cutv He lost no time and when he went to find 
the dog in his kennel there . was a scene of the wildest delight. Kram- 
bambuli barked in a frenzy of joy, jumped up at his master and with his 
forefeet on his chest licked away , the tears of joy which ran down 
the old man’s\ch!5eks. -■ 'i’' 
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On the evening of this happy day they went to the inn together. The 
keeper played Taroc with the doctor and the solicitor while Krambambuii 
lay in a corner behind his master, who often glanced round at him, and 
then the dog, however fast asleep he seemed to be, began to beat the floor 
with his tail, as though to say: “Here I am.” And when Hopp absent- 
mindedly started singing his little triumphal song: “What’s my Krambam- 
buii doing?” the dog rose with respectful dignity and his bright eyes an- 
swered,: “I’m all right.” , ■ 

About this time there was a gang of poachers at work, not only in the 
Count’s forests but throughout the whole neighbourhood. They were reck- 
less fellows and the leader of them was said to be a thorough bad lot. The 
woodmen, who sometimes came across him drinking brandy in dis- 
reputable alehouses, called him the Yellow-skin; so did the keepers, who 
had got on his track now and again hut had never been able to catch him, 
and so did his own spies of whom he had many among the roughs in every 
village. 

He was the most impudent customer that ever an honest keeper had to 
deal with and he must at one time have been a keeper or a woodman him- 
self, otherwise he would not have known so well where game was to be 
found nor been able to elude so skilfully every trap that was set for him. 

Such depredations had never been known before and keepers and 
foresters were roused to revengeful fury. In consequence insignificant 
trespasses were too often visited with harsher punishment than was either 
customary or justifiable. There was great indignation over this in all the 
villages. The head forester, who was the first to incur hatred, was given a 
number of well-meant warnings. It was going round that the poachers 
had sworn to take a stern revenge on him at the first opportunity. He was 
a headstrong and fearless man and instead of paying the least attention 
he let it be known far and wide that he had instructed his underlings to 
treat all trespassers with the utmost severity and that he took full responsi- 
bility for the consequences. He was always telling Hopp to keep his eyes 
open and sometimes accused him of being slow, at which the old man only 
smiled. But Krambambuii, whom the keeper was wont to look down at on 
such occasions, yawned loudly and contemptuously. Neither he nor his 
master took it amiss of the head forester. Hopp never forgot that it was the 
forester’s father who had taught him the noble art of venery and Hopp 
in turn had taught the son the rudiments of it when he was a little boy. The 
trouble he had spent on him once upon a time was still a pleasure to look 
back on; he was proud of his one-time pupil and loved him in spite of the 
rough treatment that he as well as everybody else had to take at his hands. 

One morning in June he came across him again when he was after some 

It was in the circular group of lime trees at the bottom of the park 
where it bordered on the “Counts Wood” and not far from the, tree nurs- 
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ery, which the head forester would dearly have liked to protect with gun- 
powder mines. The limes were just in full bloom and a gang of small boys 
had come stealing the blossom. They were climbing like squirrels along the 
branches of the fine trees, breaking off all the sprays they could reach and 
throwing them down to the ground. Two women were hastily collecting 
them and stuffing them into baskets, which were already more than half 
full of the fragrant plunder. The head forester came striding up in un- 
governable rage. He told his men to shake the children from the trees, 
never mind from what height they fell. While they crawled at his feet 
whimpering and crying, one with a torn face, another with his arm out of 
joint, a third with a broken leg, he thrashed the two women with his 
own hands. Hopp did not feel very happy about it when he recognised 
one of them as the wanton who was rumoured to be the Yellow-skin’s 
sweetheart. And when, after the baskets and shawls of the women and the 
hats of the boys had been impounded, Hopp was instructed to bring the 
culprits to justice, he could not help a dark foreboding. 

The head forester, raging like the devil in hell and like him surrounded 
by wailing and suffering sinners, shouted the order after him and these 
were the last words the keeper ever heard him speak. A week later he came 
across him again among the lime trees — dead. The state in which the body 
was found showed that it had been dragged over marshy as w^ell as stony 
ground in order to be laid out on that particular spot. The head forester 
lay on a bier of branches; round his head was a thick wreath of lime blos- 
som and another was wound about his chest as a bandolier. His hat was 
beside him, full of lime blossom. The murderer had left him his cartridge- 
bag, only he had taken out the cartridges and put in lime blossom instead. 
His fine breech-loader was missing and replaced by a wretched old blun- 
derbuss. When later the bullet was extracted from his chest, it was found 
to fit exactly in the barrel of the blunderbuss which had been mockingly 
laid over his shoulder. At the sight of the corpse Hopp came to a stop, 
motionless with horror. He could not have raised a finger, and even his 
brain seemed paralysed; he only stared and stared and at first thought of 
nothing at all. It was only after some moments that he came to his senses 
and mutely asked himself the question: What’s the matter with the dog? 

Krambambuli was sniffing at the dead man and then running round 
about him as though bereft of his senses, his nose always to the ground. 
Once he gave a whimper, once he uttered a shrill bark of joy, ran for- 
ward a few steps, barked again and behaved exactly as though the memory 
of something long forgotten had come back to him. 

'‘Come to heel,” Hopp called, "come here!” and Krambambuli obeyed 
but looked up at his master in the wildest excitement and — as the keeper 
used to say— :said to Kim: "I implore you by all that’s holy, don’t you see 
anything? Don’t you sinell anything? . . . Dear mother, just look, just 
smell! Master, do come! Come here!” and after nozzling at his knee, he 
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crept back to the corpse, looking .raurid3 as though to ask: “Are you 
following me?” and started lifting and pushing the heavy gun and taking 
it in his jaws with the obvious intention of bringing it along with him. 

A shudder ran down the keepers spine and a dim conjecture fornaed 
in his mind. But conjecture was no concern of his and also it was none of 
his business to teach the authorities their business, but rather to leave his 
ghastly find just as he had found it and go his way, which in this case was ' 
straight to the police. So he did simply what he thought it his business to do.- 

When he had done it, and all the formalities which* the law prescribes 
in such catastrophes had been completed and the whole day and part of 
the night spent over them, Hopp, before going to sleep took counsel once 
more with his dog. ‘ 

“Krambambuli,” he said, “the police are afoot now and therell be an* 
everlasting coming and going. Are we going to leave it to others to finish 
off the scoundrel who shot our head forester? My dog knows the dirty 
loafer, he knows him all right. But nobody need know that. I have never 
said a word . . . I . . . I’ll bring my dog into this story . . , that’s an idea!”: 
He bent over Krambambuli, who was sitting between his knees, pressed his 
cheek to the dog’s head and was gratefully caressed in return. Meanwhile 
he murmured: “What’s my Krambambuli doing?” until sleep overcame 
him. 

Psychologists have tried to explain the strange impulse that often takes a 
criminal back again and again to the scene of his crime. Hopp knew noth- 
ing of these learned investigations, but all the same he and his dog were 
never long away from the circle of lime trees. On the tenth day after the*, 
murder he had been thinking for the first time for some hours on end of 
something else than his revenge and was busied in the “Count’s Wood” 
marking the trees which were next to be felled. 

When he had done he slung his gun over his shoulder again and made 
a bee-line through the w^ood for the pheasant coops near the limes. Just as 
he was about to emerge on to the footpath which ran along the .beech hedge 
he thought he heard a rustle among the leaves. But next nionient there 
was utter silence. He might have thought he had been mistaken if the dog’s 
attention had not been so strangely roused. He stood with his coat bris- 
tling, his neck stretched out, his tail erect, gazing at a particular spot in the 
hedge. Ha, ha! Hopp thought. You wait, my lad, if that’s you. He ’then- 
stepped behind a tree and cocked his gun. His heart pounded and, as he 
was always a bit short-winded, he was scarcely able to breathe. Then sud- 
denly the Yellow-skin stepped out of the hedge on to the footpath. Two 
leverets hung out of his side pockets and over his shoulder, by the leather 
strap Hopp knew so well, hung the head forester’s breech-loader. 

Now was the moment to shoot the blackguard from a safe ambush. 

But Hopp was not the man to shoot at even the worst of scoundrels with- 
out giving him warning. In one stride he left the shelter of the tree and 
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shouted from the footpath: ‘'Hands up, you skunk!’* Then as the poacher’s 
only answer was to snatch the breech-loader from his shoulder, the keeper 
fired ... by all the saints in heaven, a fine shot. The only report was a 
click. He had left his gun too long against a tree, with the cap exposed and 
there was a misfire. 

Goodnight, that’s what dying meaiis—went through the old man’s head 
and at the same moment his hat flew into the grass . . . The other’s luck 
was out too, the swine. He had wasted the only shot he had in the breech 
and there was an interval while he felt in his pocket for another car- 
tridge . . . ^ ' 

“Go for him!” Hopp shouted hoarsely to his dog, “go for him!” 

“Come here to me, here, Krambambuli,” the dog heard from over there 
in a caressing voice he had once known and loved so well. 

Krambambuli recognised his old master and ran half way towards him. 
Then Hopp whistled and he turned round. The Yellow-skin whistled and 
he turned round again, and kept on revolving on one spot midway between 
the keeper and the poacher, torn both ways ... 

At last the poor animal gave up and made an end of his agonising doubts, 
though not of the agonies they caused him. Whimpering and whining, with 
his belly to the ground, wriggling his body along, head in air as though 
calling heaven to witness his agony of mind, he crawled — to his first master. 

Hopp saw red at the sight. His fingers trembled as he put a fresh cap 
beneath the hammer and deliberately took his aim. The Yellow-skin too 
put his rifle to his shoulder. This time there would be no mistake. Both 
knew that, as they drew a bead on each other and, come what might, 
aimed as quietly as if they were marksmen in a painted picture. 

Two bullets flew. The keeper’s found its mark, the poacher’s — missed. At 
the very moment he pressed the trigger the dog jumped up at him in a 
frenzy of joy to lick his face and jerked his aim. “You beast,” he hissed and 
then fell backwards and moved no more. 

The man who had killed him came slowly up. You’ve clone for yourself, 
he thought, you’re not worth powder and shot. Nevertheless he put the 
stock to the ground and loaded again. The dog sat upright on his liaunches, 
his tongue out, his breath coming in short pants, looking at him. And when 
the keeper had done loading and picked up his gun they had a talk of 
which no third person would have understood a word even though he had 
been alive instead of dead. 

“Do you know who this bullet’s for?” 

“I can make a guess,” - 

“Yes, master, I know” , ! 

“You were my joy. Now it’s over. I shall never have joy in you again,” 

“I quite understand, master ” and Krambambuli laid his head on his 
paws and looked at the gamekeeper. 
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Yesj if only the eorsed brute had not looked at him! Then he would 
have put an end to him on the spot and saved himself and the dog much 
misery. But you cannot shoot a creature that looks at you like that. Hopp 
muttered a few curses through his teeth, one blasphemy after another, 
shouldered his gun, took the poacher’sdeverets from him and went away. 

The dog followed him with his eyes until he was lost to sight among the 
trees and then he got up and his long-drawn, piercing howl rang through 
the wood. He turned round in circles once or twice and then sat down on 
his haunches again beside the dead man. He was still there when the police, 
and Hopp with them, came back at nightfall to view the poacher’s body and 
remove it. Krambambuli retreated a little way as the men came up. ‘‘That’s 
your dog, isn’t it?” one of them remarked to the keeper. “I left him there 
on guard,” Hopp replied, for he was ashamed to confess the truth. But what 
was the use? It all came out when the corpse was put in the cart and driven 
away and Krambambuli trotted behind it with his head down and his tail 
between his legs. Next day the court usher saw him hanging about the 
mortuary, where the body of the Yellow-skin had been laid out. He gave 
him a kick and told him to go home. Krambambuli showed his teeth and 
ran away in the direction of the keeper’s cottage, the man said. But he never 
got there. He led a wretched vagabond life. 

He slunk about the outskirts of the village, where the poorer cottagers 
lived, in a half wild state until he was reduced to skin and bone. One day 
he rushed out at a child outside a cottage on the extreme edge of the 
village and greedily snatched from his hand the piece of bread he was eating. 
The child was transfixed with fright, but a little Pomeranian ran out 
of the cottage and barked at the thief, who let his plunder drop and ran 
away. • ■ ■ 

That night Hopp was standing at the window before going to bed and 
looking out into the starlit summer night. He thought he saw his dog sit- 
ting at the edge of the wood across the meadow, gazing fixedly and yearn- 
ingly at the scene of his past happiness — the truest of the true, homeless 
and masterless. 

The keeper shut the window and went to bed. But after a time he got up 
and went back to the window — the dog was no longer there. He lay down 
and tried to sleep and again could find no rest. 

He could stand it no longer. Let bygones be bygones — ^lie could stand it 
no longer without his dog. I’ll fetch him home, he thought, and as soon as 
he came to this decision he felt a new man. He put on his clothes at day- 
break, told his wife not to wait dinner for him and hurried out. But as he 
opened the door his journey was ended. His foot kicked against a body on 
the doorstep. It was Krambambuli, dead, with his head pressed to the 
threshold he had not dared to cross again. ; 

The gamekeeper never got over his grief. His happiest moments were 
those in which he forgot that he: had lost him. Then sunk in ; happy 
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memories he hummed his famous “What’s my Krambambuli . . But 
stopping in the middle, he shook his head and said with a deep sigh: “Pity 
about that dog.” 


THE OUTCASTS OF POKER FLAT 

Francis Bret Harte 

(1839-1902) 

A.S MR. JOHN OAKHURST, gambler, stepped into the main street of Poker 
Flat on the morning of the twenty-third of November^ 1850, he was con- 
scious of a change in its moral atmosphere since the preceding night. Two 
or three men, conversing earnestly together, ceased as he approached, and 
exchanged significant glances. There was a Sabbath lull in the air, which, in 
a settlement unused to Sabbath influences, looked ominous. 

Mr. Oakhurst’s calm, handsome face betrayed small concern of these in- 
dications. Whether he was conscious of any predisposing cause, was an- 
other question. '1 reckon they’re after somebody,” he reflected; ‘likely it’s 
me.” He returned to his pocket the handkerchief with which he had been 
whipping away the red dust of Poker Flat from his neat boots, and quietly 
discharged his mind of any further conjecture. 

In point of fact, Poker Flat was “after somebody.” It had lately suffered 
the loss of several thousand dollars, two valuable horses, and a prominent 
citizen. It was experiencing a spasm of virtuous reaction, quite as lawless 
and ungovernable as any of the acts that had provoked it. A secret com- 
mittee had determined to rid the town of all improper persons. This was 
done permanently in regard to two men who were then hanging from the 
boughs of a sycamore in the gulch, and temporarily in the banishment of 
certain other objectionable characters. I regret to say that some of these 
were ladies. It is but due to the sex, however, to state that their impropriety 
was professional, and it was only in such easily established standards of 
evil that Poker Flat ventured to sit in judgment. 

Mr. Oakhurst was right in supposing that he was included in this cate- 
gory. A few of the committee had urged hanging him as a possible example, 
and a sure method of reimbursing themselves from his pockets of the 
sums he had won from themf, “It’s, agin .justice,” said Jim Wheeler,' “to let 
this yer young man ixom Roaring 'Camp— an entire stranger— carry away 
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Gur money/' But a crude sentiment of equality residing in the breasts of 
those who had been fortunate enough to win from Mr. Oakhurst over- 
ruled this narrower local prejudice. 

Mr. Oakhurst received his sentence with philosophic calmness, none the 
less coolly that he was aware of the hesitation of his judges. He was too 
much of a gambler not to accept Fate. With him life was at best an uncer- 
tain. game, and he recognized the usual percentage in favor of the dealer. 

A body of armed men accompanied the‘ deported wickedness of Poker 
Flat to the outskirts of the settlement. Besides Mr. Oakhurst, who was 
known to be a coolly desperate man, and for whose intimidation the armed 
escort was intended, the expatriated party consisted of a young woman 
familiarly known as “The Duchess”; another, who had gained the in- 
felicitous title of “Mother Shipton”; and “Uncle Billy,” a suspected sluice- 
robber and confirmed drunkard. The cavalcade provoked no comments 
from the spectators, nor was any word uttered by the escort. Only, when 
the gulch which marked the uttermost limit of Poker Flat was reached, the 
leader spoke briefly and to the point. The exiles were forbidden to return 
at the peril of their lives. 

As the escort disappeared, their pent-up feelings found vent in a few 
hysterical tears from the Duchess, some bad language from Mother Ship- 
ton, and a Parthian volley of expletives from Uncle Billy. The philosophic 
Oakhurst alone remained still. He listened calmly to Mother Shipton’s 
desire to cut somebody’s heart out, to the repeated statements of the 
Duchess that she would die on the road, and to the alarming oaths that 
seemed to be bumped out of Uiicie Billy as he rode forward. With the easy 
good humor characteristic of his class, he insisted upon exchanging his own 
riding-horse, Five Spot, for the sorry mule which the Duchess rode. But 
even this act did not draw the party into any closer sympathy. The young 
woman readjusted her somewhat draggled plumes with a feeble, faded 
coquetry; Mother Shipton eyed the possessor of Five Spot with malevo- 
lence, and Uncle Billy included the whole party in one sweeping anathema. 

The road to Sandy Bar — a camp that, not having as yet experienced the 
regenerating influences of Poker Flat, consequently seemed to offer some 
invitation to the emigrants — lay over a steep mountain range. It was dis- 
tant a day’s severe journey. In that advanced season, the party soon passed 
out of the moist, temperate regions of the foothills into the dry, cold brac- 
ing air of the Sierras. The trail was narrow and difficult. At noon the 
Duchess, rolling out of her saddle upon the ground, declared her intention 
of going no farther, and the party halted. 

The spot was singularly wild and impressive. A wooded amphitheater, 
surrounded on three sides by precipitous cliffs of naked granite, sloped 
gently toward the crest of another precipice that overlooked the valley. It 
was undoubtedly the most suitable spot for a camp, had camping been 
advisable. But Mr. Oakhurst knew' •that..scarcely:half .the journey to Sandy 
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Bar was accomplished, and the party were not or provisioned for 

delay. This fact he pointed out to his companions curtly, with a philosophic 
commentary on the folly of “throwing up their hand before the game was 
played out.” But they were furnished with liquor, which in this erne rgeiicy 
stood them in place of food, fuel, rest, and prescience. In spite of his 
remonstrances, it was not long before they were more or less under its in- 
fluence. Uncle Billy passed rapidly from a bellicose state into one of stupor, 
the Duchess became maudlin, and Mother Shipton snored. Mr. Oakhiirst 
alone remained erect, leaning against a rock, calmly surveying them. 

Mr. Oakhurst did not drink. It interfered with a profession which re- 
quired coolness, impassiveness, and presence of mind, and, in his own 
language, he “couldn’t aflord it.” As he gazed at his recumbent fellow- 
exiles, the loneliness begotten of his pariah-trade, his habits of life, his very 
vices, for the first time seriously oppressed him. He bestirred himself in 
dusting his black clothes, washing his hands and face, and other acts char- 
acteristic of his studiously neat habits, and for a moment forgot his annoy- 
ance. The thought of deserting his weaker and more pitiable companions 
never perhaps occurred to him. Yet he could not help feeling the want of 
that excitement which, singularly enough, was. most conducive to that calm 
equanimity for which he was notorious. He looked at the gloomy walls 
that rose a thousand feet sheer above the circling pines around him; at the 
sky, ominously clouded; at the valley below, already deepening into 
shadow. And, doing so, suddenly he heard his own name called. 

A horseman slowly ascended the trail. In. the fresh, open face of the new- 
comer Mr. Oakhurst recognized Tom Simson, otherwise known as “The 
Innocent” of Sandy Bar. He had met him some months before over a “little 
game,” and had, with perfect equanimity, won the entire fortune — amount- 
ing to some forty dollars—of that guileless youth. After the game was fiii- 
ished, Mr. Oakhurst drew the youthful speculator behind the door and thus 
addressed him: “Tommy, you’re a good little man, but you can’t gamble 
worth a cent. Don’t try it over again.” He then handed him his money 
back, pushed him gently from the room, and so made a devoted slave of 
Tom Simson. 

There was a remembrance of this in his boyish and enthusiastic greet- 
ing of Mr. Oakhurst. He had started, he said, to go to Poker Flat to seek 
his fortune. “Alone?” No, not exactly alone; in fact — a giggle — ^he had run 
away with.Piney Woods. Didn’t Mr. Oakhurst remember Piney? She that 
used to wait on the table at the Temperance House? They had been en- 
gaged a long time, but old Jake Woods had objected, and so they had run 
away, and were going to Poker Flat to be married, and here they were. 
And they were tired out, and how. lucky it was they had found a place to 
camp and company. All this the InnoCeBt delivered rapidly, while Piney 
—a stout, comely damsel ' of &eeix— emerged from behind the pine tree, 
where she had been blushingj:imseen, and -rode to the side of her lover* 


157 


' THE OUTCASTS' OF POKER FLAT 

Mr, Oakhurst seldom troubled himself with sentiment, still less with 
propriety; but he had a vague idea that the situation was not felicitous. 
He retained, however, his presence of mind sufficiently to kick Uncle Billy, 
who was about to say something, and Uncle Billy was sober enough to 
recognize in Mr. Oakhurst’s kick a superior power that would not bear 
trifling. He then endeavored to dissuade Tom Simson from delaying 
further, but in vain. He even pointed out the fact that there was no 
provision, nor means of making a camp. But, unluckily, the Innocent met 
this objection by assuring the party that he was provided with an extra 
mule loaded with provisions, and by the discovery of a rude attempt at a 
log-house near the trail “Piney can stay with Mrs. Oakhurst,” said the 
Innocent, pointing to the Duchess, “and I can shift for myself.” 

Nothing but Mr. OakhursBs admonishing foot saved Uncle Billy from 
bursting into a roar of laughter. As it was, he felt compelled to retire up 
the canyon until he could recover his gravity. There he confided the joke 
to the tall pine trees, with many slaps of his leg, contortions of his face, 
and the usual profanity. But when he returned to the party, he found them 
seated by aEre— for the air had grown strangely chill and the sky overcast 
•—in apparently amicable conversation. Piney was actually talking in an 
impulsive, girlish fashion to the Duchess, who was listening with an interest 
and animation she had not shown for many days. The Innocent was hold- 
ing forth, apparently with equal effect, to Mr. Oakhurst and Mother Ship- 
ton, who was actually relaxing into amiability. “Is this yer a d — d picnic.?” 
said Uncle Billy, with inward scorn, as he surveyed the sylvan group, the 
glancing fire-light, and the tethered animals in the foreground. Suddenly 
an idea mingled with the alcoholic fumes that disturbed his brain. It was 
apparently of a jocular nature, for he felt impelled to slap his leg again 
and cram his fist into his mouth. 

As the shadows crept slowly up the mountain, a slight breeze rocked 
the tops of the pine trees, and moaned through their long and gloomy 
aisles. The ruined cabin, patched and covered with pine boughs, was set 
apart for the ladies. As the lovers parted, they unaffectedly exchanged a 
kiss, so honest and sincere that it might have been heard above the sway- 
ing pines. The frail Duchess and the malevolent Mother Shipton were 
probably too stunned ^ to remark upon this last evidence of simplicity, 
and so turned without a word to the hut. The fire was replenished, the 
men lay down before the door, and in a few minutes were asleep. 

Mr. Oakhurst was a light sleeper. Toward morning he awoke benumbed 
and cold. As he stirred the dying fire, the wind, which was now blowing 
strongly, brought to his cheek that which caused the blood to leave it — 
snow! , - ■ 

He started to his feet with the intention of awakening the sleepers, for 
there was no time to lose. But turning to where Uncle Billy had been lying, 
he found him gone. A suspicion leaped to his brain and a curse to his lips. 
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He raa to the spot where the mules had been tethered; they were no 
longer there. The tracks were already rapidly disappearing in the snow. 

The momentary excitement brought Mr. Oakhurst back to the fire with 
his usual calm. He did not waken the sleepers. The Imioceiit slumbered 
peacefully, with a smile on his good-humored, freckled face; the virgin 
Piney slept beside her frailer sisters as sweetly as though attended by 
celestial guardians, and Mr. Oakhurst, drawing his blanket over his 
shoulders, stroked his miistachios and waited for the dawn. It came slowly 
in the whirling mist of snowflakes, that dazzled and confused the eye. 
What could be seen of the landscape appeared magically changed. He 
looked over the valley, and summed up the present and future in two 
words — “Snowed in!” 

A careful inventory of the provisions, which, fortunately for the party, 
had been stored within the hut, and so escaped the felonious fingers of 
Uncle Billy, disclosed the fact that with care and prudence they might 
last ten days longer. “That is,” said ’ Mr. Oakhurst, sotto voce to the 
Innocent, “if you re willing to board us. If you ain’t — and perhaps you’d 
better not — you can wait till Uncle Billy gets back with provisions.” For 
some occult reason, Mr. Oakhurst could not bring himself to disclose 
Uncle Billy’s rascality, and so offered the hypothesis that he had wandered 
from the camp and had accidentally stampeded the animals. He dropped a 
warning to the Duchess and Mother Shipton, who of course knew the 
facts of their associate’s defection. “They’ll find out the truth about us all, 
when they find out anything,” he added, significantly, “and there’s no good 
frightening them now.” 

Tom Simson not only put all his worldly store at the disposal of Mr, 
Oakhurst, but seemed to enjoy the prospect of their enforced seclusion. 
“We’ll have a good camp for a week, and then the snow’ll melt, and wee’ll 
all go back together,” The' cheerful gayety of the young man and Mr. Oak- 
hurst’s calm infected the others. The Innocent, with the aid of pine boughs, 
extemporized a thatch for the roofless cabin, and the Duchess directed 
Piney in the rearrangement of the interior with a taste and tact that opened 
the blue eyes of that provincial maiden to their fullest extent. 

“I reckon now you’re used to fine things at Poker Flat,” said Piney. The 
Duchess turned aw^ay sharply to conceal something that reddened her 
cheek through its professional tint, and Mother Shipton requested Piney 
not to “chatter.” But when Mr. Oakhurst returned from a weary search 
for the trail, he heard the sound of happy laughter echoed from the rocks. 
He stopped in some alarm,, and his thoughts first naturally reverted to the 
whisky, which he had prudently cached. “And yet it don’t somehow sound 
like whisky,” said the gambler. It was not until he caught sight of the 
blazing fire through the stifl biindiag storm, and the group around it, that 
he settled to the conviction that it: was “square fun ” 

'■Whether Mr.- Oakhurst ■'had::f<icA<?4 his cards with the whisky as some- 
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thing debarred the free access of the community, I cannot say. It was 
certain that, in Mother Shipton’s words, he “didn’t say cards once” during 
the evening. Haply the time was beguiled by an accordion produced some- 
what ostentatiously by Tom Simson, from his pack. Notwithstanding some 
difficulties attending the manipulation of this instrument, Piiiey Woods 
managed to pluck several reluctant melodies from its keys, to an accom- 
paniment by the Innocent on a pair of bone castinets. But the crowning 
festivity of the evening was reached in a rude camp-meeting hymn, which 
the lovers, joining hands, sang with great earnestness and vociferation. I 
fear that a certain defiant tone and Covenanter’s swing to its chorus, rather 
than any devotional quality, caused it speedily to infect the others, who at 
lastjoinedintherefrain: 

Fm proud to live in the service of the Lord, 

And Fm bound to die in His army. 

. The pines rocked, the storm eddied and whirled above the miserable 
group, and the flames of their altar leaped heavenward, as if in token of 
the vow, . - 

- At midnight the storm abated, the rolling clouds parted, and the stars 
glittered keenly above the sleeping camp. Mr. Oakhurst, whose, professional 
habits had enabled him to live on the smallest possible amount: of sleep, in 
dividing the watch.with Tom Simson, somehow managed to take upon him- 
self the greater part of-that duty. He excused himself to the Innocent, by say- 
ing that he had “often been a week without sleep.” “Doing what.?” asked 
Tom. “Poker ! ” replied Oakhurst, sententiously, “when a man gets a streak of 
luck-nigger-luck— -he don’t get tired. The luck gives in first. Luck,” con- 
tinued the gambler, reflectively, “is a mighty queer thing. All you- know 
about it for certain is that it’s bound to change. And it’s finding. out when 
it’s going to- change that makes you. We’ve had a streak of bad luck since 
we left Poker Flat — you come along, and slap you get into it, too. If you 
can hold your cards right along you’re all right. For,” added the gambler, 
with cheerful irrelevance, . 

“Fm proud to live, in the service of the Lord, 

And Fm bouiid to die in His army.” 

The -third day came, and the sun, looking through the white-curtained 
valley, saw the outcasts* divide their- slowly decreasing store of provisions 
for -the morning meal. It was one of . the peculiarities of that mountain 
climate that its rays diffused a .kindly, warmth over the wintry -landscape, 
■as- if in regretful commiseration of fhe.past. But it revealed drift on ..drift of 
snow piled high around the hut; a " hopeless,,, uncharted, trackless sea of 
white lying below the rocky shore^s .to .which the castaways still, clung. 
Through the marvelously- clqar-. airj:. the ismake.-o£ A pastoral village of 
Poker Flat rose miles away. Mother Shipton saw, it,, and, from a. remote 
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pinnacle of her rocky fastness, hurled in that direction a final iBalediction. 
It ^vas her last vituperative atternpt, and perhaps for that reason was 
invested with a certain degree of sublimity. It did her good, she privately 
informed the Duchess, “J^st to go out there and cuss, and see ” She then 
set herself to the task of amusing “the child,” as she and the Duchess were 
pleased to call Piney. Piney was no chicken, but it was a soothing and 
ingenious theory of the pair thus to account for the fact that she didn’t 
swear and wasn’t improper. 

When night crept up again through the gorges, the reedy notes of the 
accordion rose and fell in fitful spasms and long-drawn gasps by the flicker- 
ing camp-fire. But music failedi to fill entirely the aching void left by 
insufficient food, and a new diversion was proposed by Piney— story- 
telling. Neither Mr. Oakhurst nor his female companions caring to relate 
their personal experiences, this plan would have failed, too, but for the 
Innocent. Some months before he had chanced upon a stray copy of Mr, 
Pope’s ingenious translation of the Iliad. He now proposed to narrate the 
principal incidents of that poem — shaving thoroughly mastered the argu- 
ment and fairly forgotten the words — in the current vernacular of Sandy 
Bar. And so for the rest of that night the Homeric demigods again walked 
the earth. Trojan bully and wily Greek wrestled in the winds, and the great 
pines in the canyon seemed to bow, to the wrath of the son of Peleus, Mr. 
Oakhurst listened with quiet satisfaction. Most especially was he interested 
in the fate of “Ash-heels,” as the Innocent persisted in denominating the 
“swift-footed Achilles.” 

So with small food and much of Homer and the accordion, a week 
passed over the heads of the outcasts. The sun again forsook them, and 
again from leaden skies the snowflakes were sifted over the land. Day by 
day closer around them drew the snowy circle, until at last they looked 
from their prison over drifted walls of dazzling white, that towered twenty 
feet above their heads. It became more and more difficult to replenish their 
fires, even from the fallen trees beside them, now half-hidden in the drifts. 
And yet no one complained. The lovers turned from the dreary prospect 
and looked into each other’s eyes, and were happy. Mr. Oakhurst settled 
himself coolly to the losing game before him. The Duchess, more cheerful 
than she had been, assumed the care of Piney. Only Mother Shipton — once 
the strongest of the party — seemed to sicken and fade. At midnight on the 
tenth day she called Oakhurst to her side, “Fm going,” she said, in a voice 
of querulous weakness, “but don’t say anything about it. Don’t waken the 
kids. Take the bundle from under my head and open it.” Mr. Oakhurst did 
so. It contained Mother Ship ton’s rations for the last week, untouched. 
“Give ’em to the child,” she said, pointing to the sleeping Piney. '‘You’ve 
starved yourself,” said the gambler. “That’s what they call it,” said the 
woman, querulously, as she lay down ‘ again, and, turning her face to the 
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The accordion and the bones were put aside that dayj and Homer was 
forgotten. When the body of Mother Shipton had been committed to the 
snow^ Mr. Oakhurst took the Innocent aside^ and showed him a pair of 
snov/shoes, which he had fashioned from the old pack-saddle. 'There’s 
one chance in a hundred to save her yet/’ he said, pointing to Piney; "but 
it’s there/’ he added, pointing toward Poker Flat. "If you can reach there in 
two days she’s safe.” "And you?” asked Tom Simson. "I’ll stay here/’ was 
the curt reply. 

The lovers parted with a long embrace. “You are not going, too?” said 
the Duchess, as she saw Mr. Oakhurst apparently waiting to accompany 
him. “As far as the canyon/’ he replied. He turned suddenly, and kissed 
the Duchess, leaving her pallid face aflame, and her trembling limbs rigid 
with amazement. 

Night came, but not Mr. Oakhurst. It brought the storm again and the 
whirling snow. Then the Duchess, feeding the fire, found that some one 
had quietly piled beside the hut enough fuel to last a few days longer. The 
tears rose to her eyes, but she hid them from Piney. 

The women slept but little. In the morning, looking into each other’s 
faces, they read their fate. Neither spoke; but Piney, accepting the position 
of the stronger, drew near and placed her arm around the Duchess’s waist. 
They kept this attitude for the rest of the day. That night the storm 
reached its greatest fury, and, rending asunder the protecting pines, in- 
vaded the very hut. 

Toward morning they found themselves unable to feed the fire, which 
gradually died away. As the embers slowly blackened, the Duchess crept 
closer to Piney, and broke the silence of many hours; “Piney, can you 
pray?” “No, dear/’ said Piney, simply. The Duchess without knowing 
exactly why, felt relieved, and, putting her head upon Piney’s shoulder, 
spoke no more. And so reclining, the younger and purer pillowing the head 
of her soiled sister upon her virgin breast, they fell asleep. 

The wind lulled as if it feared to waken them. Feathery drifts of snow*, 
shaken from the long pine boughs, flew like white-winged.birds, and settled 
about them as they slept. The moon through the rifted clouds looked down 
upon what had been the camp. But all human stain, all trace of earthly 
travail, was hidden beneath the spotless mantle mercifully flung from 
above. 

They slept all that day and the next, nor did they waken when voices 
and footsteps broke the silence of the carnp, And when pitying fingers 
brushed the snow from their wan faces, yon could scarcely have told from 
the equal peace that dwelt upon them, which was she that had sinned. 
Even the Law of Poker Flat recognized this, ; and . turned away, leaving 
them still locked in each other’s arms. , ' , ' ■ 

But at the head of the gulch, oh one of the' largest fine trees, “they, found ' ^ 
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the deuce of clubs pinned to the bark with a bowie knife. It bore the 
following, written in pencil, in a firm hand : 

, "t '■ 

BENEATH THIS TREE 
LIES THE BODY 
OF 

JOHN OAKHURST, 

WHO STRUCK A STREAK OF BAD LUCK 
ON THE 23D OF NOVEMBER, 1850, 

and .■ 

HANDED IN HIS CHECKS 
ON THE 7TH OF DECEMBER, 1850. 

■ + 

And pulseless and cold, with a Derringer by his side and a bullet in his 
heart, though still calm as in life, beneath the snow lay he who was at once 
the strongest and yet the weakest of the outcasts of Poker Flat. 


OLYMPE AND HENRIETTE 

Villiers de Vlsle Adam 

(1838-1889) 

TRANSLATED BY HAMISH MILES 


[To M. Theodore de Banville] 

' ' “Light,iightr 

Last words of goethe 

Bscal tells us that, so far as actions are concerned, good and evii are a 
question of “latitude.’' One human action, in fact, is called a crime in one 
place, but somewhere else a good deed; and so inversely. 

In Europe, for instance, one generally cherishes one’s aged parents; but 
among certain tribes of America one persuades them to climb up into a 
tree— and then shakes the tree. If' they fall, then it is the sacred duty of 
every good son, as among the Messenians of old, to despatch them forth- 
with with a determined tomahawk and spare them the cares of decrepitude. 
But if they muster the strength to cling on to a branch, why, then they are 
still fit for the chase or for- fishingy. and their immolation is accordingly 
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postponed. Again, the northern peoples are fond of drinking wine, that 
gleaming stream wherein the cherished sunlight lies asleep, and our national 
religion even advises us that ‘‘good wine makes glad the heart of man/’ But 
southwards, among our Mahometan neighbours, the act is viewed as a 
grave misdeed. In Sparta, thieving was both practised and honoured; it was 
an hieratic institution, an indispensable piece of every sound Lacede- 
monian’s education—whence, no doubt, the Greeks. In Lapland, the father 
of a family holds it a point of honour that his daughter should receive all 
the affectionate favours which could be bestowed by the traveller who is 
enjoying his hospitality. In Bessarabia likewise. In the northern parts of 
Persia, and among the peoples of Cabul who have their habitation in 
ancient tombs, you may receive, in some comfortable sepulchre, a hospitable 
and cordial welcome, but if at the end of twenty-four hours you are not on 
the very best of terms with every one of your host’s offspring, be he fire- 
worshipper, Parsee, or Wahabite, there is every reason to expect that quite 
as a matter of course your head will be taken off — the punishment favoured 
in these climes. 

Actions, then, as regards their physical nature, are matters of indifference : 
it is the conscience of each one of us, and conscience alone, that makes 
them good or evil. The mysterious seed from which this immense misunder- 
standing is sprung, is the inborn need which Man feels of creating for him- 
self distinctions and scruples, of forbidding himself such and such an action 
rather than some other one. One might imagine, in fact, that there exists 
some great Law, lost and mysterious, forgotten by the whole mass of Man- 
kind, a law after which, in’ their efforts to recall it, men are blindly groping. 

Some years ago there flourished a certain cafe, spacious, luminous, the 
pride of our boulevards. It was situated almost directly opposite one of our 
important theatres, the pediment of which recalls that of a pagan' temple. 
It was a daily meeting-place for the choice spirits among' the youth, who 
since then have become distinguished, whether for their work as artists, 
for their incapacity, or for their attitude during the troubled times through 
which we have passed, .... 

Among the latter, some have even stood at the helm of the ship of state. 
And, looking back, they were no small beer, the frequenters of this 
Arabian Nights cafe. Respectable citizens of Paris bated their breath when- 
ever they mentioned it. Many a time, the prefer of the city used to fling 
down there, with a careless air, as one might a visiting-card, a choice nose- 
gay, an unexpected bouquet of police sergeants, who then, with that air 
of smiling absent-mindedness which is peculiarly their own, proceeded in 
an effortless way to lay about them with their loaded batons on mischievous 
and rebellious heads; an attention which> for all its delicacy, was none the 
less noticeable. On the following day he was not to be seen there any 

Out on the terrace, between fee; row/eff; hackney-cabs and the windoW' 
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front, was a paddock of women, a flowering of chignons plucked from the 
pencil of Guys. Bedecked with the utmost extremes of fashion, they were 
ensconced in the chairs beside the round wrought-iron tables painted in 
bright green. On these tables drinks were set. Their eyes had something ol: 
the falcon, something of poultry. Some would hold large bouquets upon 
their laps, others little dogs, others nothing. You would have said they were 
waiting for someone. 

Amongst these young women two were marked out by their constant 
attendance. By the regular frequenters of the famous room they were 
named Olympe and Henriette— just that. These two used to arrive about 
dusk; they installed themselves in a well-lighted corner, ordered a glass of 
vespetro or a mazagran, as an excuse rather than from any real need, and 
then surveyed the passer-by with meticulous scrutiny. 

And these were the daughters of Bienfilatre! 

Their parents, honest folk, hard-schooled in misfortune, had not had the 
means of letting them taste the joys of apprenticeship, the vocation of this 
austere couple consisting mainly of continually hanging, in attitudes of 
despair, upon that long spiral rope which communicates with the lock of a 
carriage gateway. A hard life! And to pick up, occasionally and just barely, 
a few scattered pence! No turn of luck ever came their way. And Bien- 
filatre grumbled away as he made his morning caramel for himself. 

As dutiful daughters, Olympe and Henriette understood early in life 
that some intervention was necessary. Sisters in the gay life from their 
tenderest childhood, they consecrated the price of their vigils and their toils 
to maintaining a degree of comfort in the home, modest, it is true, but 
honourable. ‘‘May God send His blessing on our efforts!” they used to say 
from time to time, for they had been imbued with good principles, and 
sooner or later the earliest teachings, based on solid principles, will bear 
fruit. When anyone was concerned to know if their labours, sometimes 
excessive, did not affect their health, they would answer evasively, with the 
gentle and embarrassed air of modesty, and lowering their eyes: “There 
are consolations. . . 

The daughters of Bienfilatre were among those work-women who, as 
they say, “go to their day’s work at night.” They accomplished with as 
much dignity as possible (considering certain prejudices people have) a 
thankless and often painful task. They were not amongst those idle women 
who proscribe, as degrading, the hand made horny and sacred by work, and 
they never blushed for it. Several fine anecdotes were told of them, which 
would have stirred the ashes of Monthyon in his noble cenotaph. One 
evening, for instance, they had vied in emulation of each other and had 
surpassed even themselves, in order to meet the expense of burying an aged 
uncle, who in any case had left them nothing but the memory of sundry 
cuffs on the ear, distributed long ago in the days of their childhood. More- 
over, they were favourably looked upon by all the frequenters of this 
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worthy resort, amongst whom were some who were not the kind to make 
allowances. A glance or smile of theirs always found the response of a 
friendly signal, a waved “Good evening.” Never had reproach or com- 
plaint been levelled against them by anyone. Their commerce was recog- 
nized by ail as kindly and affable. In short, they owed no man anything, 
they honoured all their engagements, and in consequence they could hold 
up their heads without fear. They were exemplary: did they not put some- 
thing aside against the unforeseen, something “for a rainy day,” so as one 
day to retire honourably from business ? They were orthodox : did they not 
close on Sundays? And as “good young girls,” they never lent an ear to the 
blandishments of young sparks fit only to turn maidens aside from the 
straight path of work and duty. They considered that nowadays the only 
gratuitous thing in lovers the moon. Their motto was: “Celerity, Security, 
Discretion.” And on their professional cards they added “Specialties.” 

One day, Olympe, the younger sister, broke down. Up to then irre- 
proachable, this unhappy child yielded to temptations to which, more than 
other people (who will perhaps be too prompt in blaming her), she was 
inevitably exposed by the surroundings of her life. In short, she took a false 
step: she 

It was her first error. But who, after all, has ever fathomed the abyss to 
which a first error can lead us? A young student, frank, handsome, gifted 
with an impassioned artisds soul (but poor as Job himself), a youth named 
Maxime, whose family name we suppress, beguiled her with pretty words, 
and led her astray. 

He inspired a heavenly passion in this poor girl who, considering her 
situation, had no more right to experience this than Eve had to taste of 
the divine fruit of the Tree of Life. From that day onwards all her duties 
were forgotten. Everything fell into disorder and confusion. When a girl 
has her head filled with love — the game is up! 

And as for her sister — alas! the noble Henriette was now bending, as it 
were, beneath the burden! Sometimes she used to clasp her head between, 
her hands, with grave doubts of everything, of the family, of principles, of 
society even! “They’re nothing but words!” she exclaimed. One day she 
had met Olympe clothed in a little black dress, bare-headed, with a small 
tin milk-basin in her hand. As she passed, Henriette had said to her, with- 
out any appearance of recognizing her:, “Sister, your conduct is unpardon- 
able. You might at least have some respect for appearances!” 

By these words she perhaps hoped for a return to propriety. 

All was in vain. Henriette felt that Olympe was lost. She blushed, and 
passed on. . ' . , ■ 

The fact is that there had been gossiping in the celebrated room. When 
she arrived alone in the evening, Henriette’s welcome was no longer the 
same. She noticed differences, and humiliating ones. She was remarked to 
be colder since the news of Olympe’s. downfall Proudly she smiled, like 
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-the young Spartan with the fox gnawing at his vitals, but, deep within that 
sensitive and upright heart, ail these blows told. To the truly delicate, a 
trifle will often hurt more keenly than a gross outrage, and in this respect 
Henriette had the most sensitive of feelings. How she must have suffered! 

And the evenings too, at the family supper! The father and mother, with 
bowed heads, ate in silence. Not even one word passed of the absent one. 
■With the dessert, when the moment for the liqueur came, Henriette and 
■her mother would exchange a quick, secret glance, wipe away each a tear, 
.and clasp hands silently under the, table. And the old door-keeper, com- 
:pletely upset, then tugged unbidden at the cord, to conceal a tear. Some- 
times, turning away his head, he abruptly put his hand up to his button- 
hole as if to tear away some vague decorations. 

On one occasion the porter even made an attempt to reclaim his 
daughter. Gloomily he took it upon himself to mount the several flights 
•of stairs where the young man lodged. Arrived there, he sobbed; “My poor 
child, I want her!” 

, “Sir,” answered Maxime, “I love her, and I beg you to grant me her 
hand.” 

“Wretch!” exclaimed Bienfilatre as he hurried off, revolted by this 
“cynicism.” 

Henriette had drained the cup to the dregs. One last attempt was neces- 
sary, and so she resigned herself to risking everything, even scandal Learn- 
ing one evening that the deplorable Olympe was to go to the cafe to settle 
some small debt remaining from the old days, she warned the family, and 
a procession was made towards the illuminated cafe.. 

Like Mallonia dishonoured by Tiberius, and presenting herself before 
the Roman senate to lay accusation against her violator before stabbing her- 
self in despair, Henriette entered the room of the austere. The father and 
mother, from a sense of dignity, remained by the door. Coffee was being 
drunk. At the sight of Henriette faces Jengthened gravely and with a 
certain severity, but when it was seen that she wanted to speak, the long 
panels of the newspapers were lowered on to the marble tables, and there 
fell a religious silence: there was question of a judgment. ’ 

In a corner, ashamed and making herself almost invisible, Olympe and 
her little black dress could be distinguished at a small isolated table. 

Henriette ' spoke. During her speech one could catch glimpses of the 
Bienfilatres, uneasy, watching without hearing. At last the. father could bear 
it no longer., .He* pushed the, door ajar, and leaning forward with attentive 
ear, one hand on the door-handle, . lie, listened. 

And shreds of phrases reached him whenever Henriette raised her voice 
a little; One should keep., to:ohe>’own: senrt.. , . . Such conduct ... it was 
putting all respectable folk against;Gne. . A silly boy who doesn't give a 
brass farthing . . . ! A good-fqt-hothibg-v.... ! The weight of ostracism 
on her. . v . Throwing off her responsibilities. ... A girl who has flung 
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away her reputation . . . who stares' like a stupid . . . and only a little 
while ago . , . could keep her end up with anyone. . . . She hoped that 
the words o£ these gentlemen, which had more authority than hers, that 
the counsels of their enlightened experience . . . would bring her back to 
saner ideas, more practical. . . . One isn’t in this world for one’s amuse- 
ment. . . . She implored them to intervene. , . . She had appealed to 
memories of childhood . , . ! To the call of the blood! All in vain! Not 
one answering chord could be struck in her. A lost girl! And what an 
aberration .,.!; Alas!' Alas! ■ 

At that moment, bowed down, the father entered the distinguished 
gathering-place. At this spectacle of unmerited woe, everyone rose. There 
are some sorrows before which one does not try to proffer consolatiGn. 
Silently everyone came up to shake the hand of the deserving old man, to 
give discreet evidence of their sharing his misfortune. 

Olympe withdrew, pale and shamefaced. For an instant, with the sense 
of guilt in her heart, she had hesitated, on the point of throwing herself 
into the arms of the family and of friendship, ever open to repentance. But 
passion had carried her away. A first love throws down into the heart deep- 
spreading roots which will stifle earlier sentiments, even to their smallest 
germs. 

All the same, the shock of the scandal had dealt a shattering blow to 
Olympe’s personality. Her tortured conscience rose in revolt, and next day 
a fever seized her. She took to her bed. Quite literally she died of shame. 
The physical was slain by the moral. The sheath was worn out by the 
blade. '■ 

Lying in her tiny room, and feeling that the hour of her passing was at 
hand, she called out. Some good souls among the neighbours brought her 
a heavenly minister. One of them let fall the remark that Olympe was very 
weak, and ought to be fortified. Whereupon a maid-of-all-work brought up 
some soup for her. 

The priest appeared. 

The old ecclesiastic strove to calm her with words of peace, forgetfulness, 
and forgiveness. 

have had a lover . . murmured Olympe, using these words to accuse 
herself of her disgrace. - 

She omitted all the peccadilloes, the complainings, the impatience of her 
life. That, and that only, came to her mind. It obsessed her. “A lover! For 
pleasure! Without a penny of gain!” There lay the crime. 

She was not concerned to whittle away her transgression by telling of 
her former life, always up till then pure and full of self-denial In all that, 
she felt certain, she was beyond reproach. But to have succumbed to this 
shame, to have faithfully cherished a love for a youth who had no position 
and, in the truthful and avenging words ; of her , sister, never gave her so 
much as a brass farthing! Henriette, who had never yielded, appeared to 
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her as crowried with ^ halo. She ;felt herself condemned,, and. dreaded 
already the thiinder-bolts of the All-powerful Judge, face to face with whom 
she might now at any moment be standing. 

.-. ■The: priest, used to- all the , woes, of humanity,, attributed to delirium 
certain points in Olympe’s confessions which seemed to him to be im 
explicable, diffuse even. There was in this perhaps a quid pro certain 
of the poor girl’s expressions having once or twice left the abbe wondering. 
But as repentance, remorse, was his sole concern, the detail of the sin 
mattered little; the good-will of the penitent and her sincere grief— -these 
were enough. And at the very moment when he was about to raise his hand 
to grant the absolution, the door burst noisily open: it was Maxime, glow- 
ing, with a joyful, beaming air, with a handful of a few silver crowns and 
three or four gold pieces which he was tossing and jingling triumphaiitly. 
His family had raised the money on the occasion of his examinations: it 
was for his entrance. . . . 

At first Olympe did not notice this significant and extenuating circum- 
stance. She threw out her arms towards him, with horror. 

Maxime had stopped short, stupefied at what he saw before him. 

‘‘Courage, my daughter!” murmured the priest, who read in this gesture 
of Olympe’s a final farewell to her partner in guilty and immodest joys. 

In reality it was only the young man’s crime that she was thrusting from 
her— and the crime was that of not being “serious.” 

But on the instant when the august pardon was descending upon her, a 
heavenly smile lit up her innocent features: the priest imagined that she 
felt herself saved, that through the mortal shadows of these last moments 

there shone for her some dim seraphic vision. But in reality Olympe 

had just caught sight, vaguely, of the pieces of the sacred metal gleaming 
between the transfigured fingers of Maxime. Then, and only then, did she 
experience the life-giving effects of the supreme forgiveness! A veil was 
rent asunder. A miracle! By this manifest sign she saw herself pardoned 
from on high, and ransomed. 

Dazzled, with conscience set at rest, she closed her eyelids as if to gather 
strength before spreading her wings towards the everlasting blue. Then her 
lips were parted, and like the perfume of a lily her last breath issued forth, 
murmuring the words of hope— “It has grown light!” 
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THE THREE STRANGERS 

Thomas Hardy 

(1840-1928) 


A.MONG THE FEW FEATURES of agricultural England which retain an appear- 
ance but little modified by the lapse of centuries, may be reckoned the 
high, grassy and furzy downs, coombs, or ewe-leases, as they are iiidifi 
ferently called, that fill a large area of certain counties in the south and 
southwest. If any mark of human occupation is met with hereon, it usually 
takes the form of the solitary cottage of some shepherd. 

Fifty years ago such a lonely cottage stood on such a down, and may 
possibly be standing there now. In spite of its loneliness, however, the spot, 
by actual measurement, was not more than five miles from a county-town. 
Yet that affected it little. Five miles of irregular upland, during the long 
inimical seasons, with their sleets, snows, rains, and mists, afford with- 
drawing space enough to isolate a Timoh or a Nebuchadnezzar; much less, 
in fair weather, to please that less repellent tribe, the poets, philosophers, 
artists, and others who ‘‘conceive and meditate of pleasant things.'* 

Some old earthen camp or barrow, some clump of trees, at least some 
starved fragment of ancient hedge is usually taken advantage of in the 
erection of these forlorn dwellings. But, in the present case, such a kind of 
shelter had been disregarded. Higher Crowstairs, as the house was called, 
stood quite detached and undefended. The only reason for its precise 
situation seemed to be the crossing of two footpaths at right angles hard 
by, w^hich may have crossed there and thus for a good five hundred years. 
Hence the house was exposed to the elements on all sides. But, though 
the wind up here blew unmistakably when it did blow, and the rain hit 
hard whenever it fell, the various weathers of the winter season were not 
quite so formidable on the coomb as they were imagined to be by dwellers 
on low ground. The raw rimes were not so pernicious as in the hollows, 
and the frosts were scarcely so severe. When the shepherd and his family 
who tenanted the house were pitied for their sufferings from the exposure, 
they said that upon the whole they were less inconvenienced by “wuzzes 
and flames” (hoarses and phlegms) than when they had lived by the stream 
of a snug neighboring valley. 

The night of March 28, i82-> 


was precisely one of the nights that were 
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wont to call forth these expressions of commiseration. The level rainstorm 
smote walls, slopes, and hedges like the clothyard shafts of Senlac and 
Crecy. Such sheep and, outdoor animals as. .had no shelter, stood with their 
buttocks to the winds; while the tails of little birds trying to roost on some 
scraggy thorn were blown inside-out like umbrellas. The gable-end of the 
cottage was stained with wet, and the eavesdroppings flapped against the 
wall. Yet never was commiseration for the shepherd more misplaced. For 
that cheerfur rustic was entertaining a large party in glorification of the 
christening of his second girl. 

The guests had arrived before the rain began to fall, and they were all 
now assembled in the chief or living room of the dwelling. A glance into 
the apartment at eight o’clock on this evening would have resulted in the 
opinion that it was as cozy and comfortable a nook as could be wished for 
in boisterous weather. The calling of its inhabitant was proclaimed by a 
number of highly-polished sheep-crooks without stems that were hung 
ornamentally over the fireplace, the curl of each shining crook varying from 
the antiquated type engraved in the patriarchal pictures of old family 
Bibles to the most approved fashion of the last local sheep-fair. The room 
was lighted by half-a-dozen candles, having wicks only a trifle smaller than 
the grease which enveloped them, in candlesticks that were never used 
but at high-days, holy-days, and family feasts. The lights were scattered 
about the room, two of them standing on the chimney-piece. This position 
of candles was in itself magnificent. Candles on the chimney-piece always 
meant a party. 

On the hearth, in front of a back-brand to give substance, blazed a fire of 
thorns, that crackled “like the laughter of the fool.” 

Nineteen persons were gathered there. Of these, five women, wearing 
gowns of various bright hues, sat in chairs along the wall; girls shy and not 
shy filled the window-bench; four men, including Charley Jake the hedge- 
carpenter, Elijah New the parish-clerk, and John Pitcher, a neighboring 
dairyman, the shepherd’s father-in-law, lolled in the settle; a young man 
and maid, who were blushing over tentative pourparlers on a life- 
companionship, sat beneath the corner-cupboard; and an elderly engaged 
man of fifty or upward moved restlessly about from spots where his 
betrothed was not to the spot where she was. Enjoyment was pretty gcmeral 
and so much the more prevailed in being unhampered by conventional 
restrictions. Absolute confidence in each other’s good opinion begat perfect 
ease, while the finishing stroke of manner, amounting to a truly princely 
serenity,, was lent to the majority by the absence of any expression or trait 
denoting that they wished to get on in the world, enlarge their minds, or 
do any eclipsing thing whatever--which nowadays so generally nips the 
bloom and bonhomie of alLexcep.t the two extrei^^ of the social scale. 

Shepherd Fennel had married well, his wife, being a dairyman’s duugliter 
from a vale aLa .distance,,wEoifhi:Qiight fifty guineas fin her ppeket— and 
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kept them there, till they should be required for ministering to the needs 
of a coming family. This frugal woman had been somewhat exercised as to 
the character that should be given to the gathering. A sit-still party had its 
advantages; but an undisturbed position of ease in chairs and settles was 
apt to lead on the men to such an unconscionable deal of toping that they 
would sometimes fairly drink the house dry. A dancing-party was the 
alternative; but this, while avoiding the foregoing objection on the score 
of good drink, had a counterbalancing disadvantage in the matter of good 
victuals, the ravenous appetites engendered by the exercise causing im- 
mense havoc in the buttery. Shepherdess Fennel fell back upon the inter- 
mediate plan of mingling short dances with short periods of talk and 
singing, so as to hinder any ungovernable rage in either. But this scheme 
was entirely confined to her own gentle mind: the shepherd himself was 
in the mood to exhibit the most reckless phases of hospitality. 

The fiddler was a boy of those parts, about twelve years of age, who had 
a wonderful dexterity in jigs and reels, though his fingers were so small 
and short as to necessitate a constant shifting for the high notes, from 
which he scrambled back to the first position with sounds not of unmixed 
purity of tone. At seven the shrill tweedle-dee of this youngster had begun, 
accompanied by a booming ground-ba$s from Elijah New, the parish-clerk, 
who had thoughtfully brought with: him his favorite musical instrument, 
the serpent. Dancing was instantaneous, Mrs. Fennel privately enjoining 
the players on no account to let the dance exceed the length of a quarter 
of an.'hour.'' ' ' 

But Elijah and the boy, in the excitement of their position, quite forgot 
the injunction. Moreover, Oliver Giles, a man of seventeen, one of the 
dancers, who was enamored of his partner, a fair girl of thirty-three rolling 
years, had recklessly . handed a new crown-piece to the musicians, as a bribe 
to keep going as long as they had muscle and wind. Mrs. Fennel, seeing the 
steam begin to generate on the countenances of her guests, crossed over 
and touched the fiddler’s elbow and put her hand on the serpent’s mouth. 
But they took no notice, and fearing she might lose her character of genial 
hostess if she were to interfere too markedly, she retired and sat down 
helpless. And so the dance whizzed on with cumulative fury, the per- 
formers moving in their planet-like courses, direct and retrograde, from 
apogee to perigee, till the hand of the well-kicked clock at the bottom of 
the room had travelled over the circumference of an hour. 

While these cheerful events, were in. course of enactment within Fennel’s 
pastoral dwelling, an incident having considerable bearing on the party 
,had occurred in the gloomy might without. ; Mrs. Fennel’s concern about 
the growing fierceness of the dance, corresponded in' point of time with 
the ascent of a human figure to the solitary hill of -Higher Crows tairs from 
the direction of the distant tow This' pmonage strode on through the 


172 


TELLERS OF TALES 

* rain without a pause, following the little-worn path which, further on in 
its course, skirted the shepherd’s cottage. 

It was nearly the time of full moon, and on this account, though the sky 
was lined with a uniform sheet of dripping cloud, ordinary objects out of 
doors were readily visible. The sad wan light revealed the lonely pedestrian 
to be a man of supple frame; his gait suggested that he had somewhat 
passed the period of perfect and instinctive agility, though not so far as to 
be otherwise than rapid of motion when occasion required. At a rough 
guess, he might have been about forty years of age. He appeared tall, but 
a recruiting sergeant, or other person accustomed to the judging of men’s 
heights by the eye, would have discerned that this was chiefly owing to his 
gauntness, and that he was not more than five-feet-eight or nine. 

Notwithstanding the regularity of his tread, there was caution in it, as in 
that of one who mentally feels his way; and despite the fact that it was not 
a black coat nor a dark garment of any sort that he wore, there was some- 
thing about him which suggested that he naturally belonged to the black- 
coated tribes of men. His clothes were of fustian, and his boots hobnailed, 
yet in his progress he showed not the mud-accustomed bearing of hob- 
nailed and fustianed peasantry. 

By the time that he had arrived abreast of the shepherd’s premises the 
rain came down, or rather came along, with yet more determined violence. 
The outskirts of the little settlement partially broke the force of wind and 
rain, and this induced him to stand still. The most salient of the shepherd’s 
domestic erections was an empty sty at the forward corner of his hedgeless 
garden, for in these latitudes the principle of masking the homelier features 
of your establishment by a conventional frontage was unknown. The 
traveler’s eye was attracted to this small building by the pallid shine of 
the wet slates that covered it. He turned aside, and, finding it empty, stood 
under the pent-roof for shelter. 

While he stood, the boom of the serpent within the adjacent house, and 
the lesser strains of the fiddler, reached the spot as an accompaniment to 
the surging hiss of the flying rain on the sod, its louder beiiting on the 
cabbage-leaves of the garden, on the eight or ten beehives just discernible 
by the path, and its dripping from the eaves into a row of buckets and pans 
that had been placed under the walls of the cottage. For at Higher Crow- 
stairs, as at all such elevated domiciles, the grand difficulty of housekeeping 
was an insufficiency of water; and a casual rainfall was utilized by turning 
out, as catchers, every utensil that the house contained. Some queer stories 
, might be told of the contrivances for economy in suds and dish-waters that 
are absolutely necessitated in upland habitations during the droughts of 
summer. But, at this season -there ■wejte' no such exigencies; a mere accept- 
ance of what the skies bestowed was sufficient for an abundant store. 

At last the 'botes of 'the serpent': ceased and the house was silent. This 
cessation nf activity arousedvthe solitary pedestrian from the reverie into 
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which he had lapsed, and, emerging from the shed, with an apparently 
new intention, he walked up the path to the house-door. Arrived here, his 
first act was to kneel down on a large stone beside the row of vessels, and 
to drink a copious draught from one of them. Having quenched his thirst 
he rose and lifted his hand to knock, but paused with his eye upon the 
panel Since the dark surface of the wood revealed absolutely nothing, it 
was evident that he must be mentally looking through the door, as if he 
wished to measure thereby all the possibilities that a house of this sort 
might include, and how they might bear upon the question of his entry. 

In his indecision he turned and surveyed the scene around. Not a soul 
was anywhere visible. The garden-path stretched downward from his feet, 
gleaming like the track of a snail; the roof of the little well (mostly dry), 
the well-cover, the top rail of the garden-gate, were varnished with the 
same dull liquid glaze; while, far av^ay in the vale, a faint whiteness of 
more than usual extent showed that the rivers were high in the meads. 
Beyond all this winked a few bleared lamplights through the beating drops 
—lights that denoted the situation of the county-town from which he had 
appeared to come. The absence of all notes of life in that direction seemed 
to clinch his intentions, and he knocked at the door. 

Within, a desultory chat had taken the place of movement and musical 
sound. The hedge-carpenter was suggesting a song to the company, which 
nobody just then was inGlined to undertake, so that the knock afforded a 
not unwelcome diversion. 

"'Walk in!” said the shepherd promptly. 

The latch clicked upward, and out of the night our pedestrian appeared 
upon the door-mat. The shepherd arose, snuffed two of the nearest candles, 
and turned to look at him. 

Their light disclosed that the stranger was dark in complexion and not 
unprepossessing as to feature. His hat, which for a moment he did not re- 
move, hung low over his eyes, without concealing that they were large, 
open, and determined, moving with a flash rather than a glance round the 
room. He seemed pleased with his survey, and, baring his shaggy head, 
said, in a rich deep voice, "‘The rain is so heavy, friends, that I ask leave to 
come in and rest awhile.” 

""To be sure, stranger,” said the shepherd, ""And faith, you’ve been lucky 
in choosing your time, for we are having a bit of a fling for a glad cause — 
though, to be sure, a man could hardly M^ish that glad cause to happen more 
than once a year.” • ' . 

""Nor less,” spoke up a woman. ""For ’tis best to get your family over and 
done with, as soon as you can, so as to be all the earlier out of the fag o’t.” 

""And what may be this glad cause?” asked the stranger. 

""A birth and christening,” said the shepherd., ■ : ; / 

The stranger hoped his host might not be made unhappy either by too 
many or too few of such episodes, and being invited; by a gesture to a pull 
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at the mug, he readily acquiesced. His manner, which, before entering, had 
been so dubious, was now altogether that of a careless and candid man. 

“Late to be traipsing athwart this coomb— hey.?” said the engaged man 
of fifty. . ■ 

- “Late it is, master, as you say.— I’ll take a seat in the chimney-corner, if 
you have nothing -to urge against it, ma’am; for I am a little moist on the 
side that was -next the rain.” 

. Mrs. Shepherd Fennel assented, and made room for the self-invited 
comer, who, having got completely inside' the chimney-corner, stretched 
out his legs and his arms with the expansiveness of a person quite at home. 

, “Yes, Lam rather cracked in the vamp,” he said freely, seeing that the 
eyes of the shepherd’s wife fell upon his boots, “and I am not well fitted 
either. I have had some rough times lately, and have been forced to pick up 
what I. can get in the way of wearing, but I must find a suit better fit for 
working-days 'when I reach home.” 

“One of hereabouts?” she inquired. 

“Not quite that — further up the county.” 

“I .thought so. And so be I; and by your tongue you come from my 
neighborhood” 

“But you would hardly have heard of rrie,” he said quickly. “My time 
would be long before yours, ma’arii, you see.” 

This testimony to the.- youthfulness of his hostess had the effect of 
stopping her cross-examination. 

“There is only one thing more wanted to rriake me happy,” continued 
the new-comer. “And that is a little baccy, which I ani sorry to say I am 
out of.” 

“Ill fill your pipe,” said the shepherd. 

“I must ask you to lend me' a pipe likewise.” 

“A smoker, and no pipe about ’ee?” 

“I have dropped it somewhere on the road.” 

The shepherd filled and handed him a new clay pipe, saying, as he did 
so, “Hand me your baccy-box— 111 fill that too, now I am about it.” 

The: man went through the movement of searching his pockets. 

“Lost that too?” said his entertainer, with some surprise. 

“I am afraid so/’ said the nlan with some confusion. “Give it to me in a 
screw of paper.” Lighting liis pipe at the candle with a suction that drew 
the whole flame into the bowl,, he resettled himself in the corner and bent 
his looks upon the faint steam from his damp legs, as if he wished to say no 

Meanwhile the general body of guests had been taking little notice of this 
visitor by reason of an absorbing discussion in which they were engaged 
with the band about a tune for, the next dance. The matter being settled, 
they were about to stand'.up, when aninterruption’ came in" the shape of an- i 
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At sound of the same the man in the chimney-corner took up the poker 
and began stirring the brands as if doing it thoroughly were the one aim of 
his existence; and a second time the shepherd said, “Walk in!” In a moment 
another man stood upon the straw-woven door-mat. He too was a stranger. 

This individual was one of a type radically different from the first.' Thdre 
was more of the commonplace in his manner, and a certain jovial cosnio- 
politanism sat upon his features. He was several years older than the first 
arrival, his hair being slightly frosted, his eyebrows bristly, and his whiskers 
cut back from his cheeks. His face was rather full and flabby, and yet it was 
not altogether a face without power. A few grog-blossoms marked the 
neighborhood of his nose. He flung back his long drab greatcoat, revealing 
that beneath it he wore a suit of cinder-gray shade throughout, large heavy 
seals, of some metal or other that would take a polish, dangling from his 
fob as his only personal ornament. Shaking the water-drops from his low- 
crowned glazed hat, he said, “I must ask for a few minutes’ shelter, com- 
rades, or I shall be wetted to my skin before I get to Casterbridge.” 

“Make yourself at home, master,” said the shepherd, perhaps a trifle less 
heartily than on the first occasion. Not that Fennel had the least tinge of 
niggardliness in his composition; but the room was far from large, spare 
chairs were not numerous, and damp companions were not altogether de- 
sirable at close quarters for the women and girls in their bright-colored 
gowns. 

However, the second comer, after taking off his greatcoat, and hanging 
his hat on a nail in one of the ceiling-beams as if he had been specially 
invited to put it there, advanced and sat down at the table. This had been 
pushed so closely into the chimney-corner, to give all available room to the 
dancers, that its inner edge grazed the elbow of the man who had 
ensconced himself by the fire; and thus the two strangers were brought 
into close companionship. They nodded to each other by way of breaking 
the ice of unacquaintance, and the first stranger handed his neighbor the 
family mug — a huge vessel of brown ware, having its upper edge worn 
away like a threshold by the rub of whole generations of thirsty lips that 
had gone the way of all flesh, and bearing the following inscription burnt 
upon its rotund side in yellow letters: — 

THERE IS NO FUN 
UNTILL i CUM. 

The other man, nothing loath, raised the mug to his lips, and drank on, 
and on, and on — till a curious blueness overspread the countenance of the 
shepherd’s wife, who had regarded with no little surprise the first stranger’s 
free offer to the second of what did not belong to him to dispense. 

“I knew it!” said the toper to the shepherd with much satisfaction. 
“When I walked up your garden before, coming in, and saw the hives all 
oi a row, I said to myself, 'Where there’s bees there’s honey, and where 
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there’s ::honey there’s, m Buf -mead o.f such^ a'' truly comfortable ..sort as 
this I really :didii’t expec^ my older days.” He took yet another 

pull at the mug, till it assumed an omirious elevation. 

“Glad you enjoy itl” said the shepherd warmly. 

“It is goodish mead,” assented Mrs. Fennel, with an absence of enthusiasm 
which seemed to say that it was possible to buy praise for one’s cellar at 
too heavy a price, “It is trouble enough to make—and really I hardly think 
we shall make any more. For honey sells well, and we ourselves can make 
shift with a drop o’ small mead and metheglin for common use from the 
comb-washings.” 

“Oh, but you’ll never have the heart!” reproachfully cried the stranger in 
cinder-gray, after taking up the mug a third time and setting it down 
empty. “I love mead, when ’tis old like this, as I love to go to church o’ 
Sundays, or to relieve the needy any day of the week ” 

“Ha, ha, hal” said the man. in the chimney-corner, who in spite of the 
taciturnity induced by the pipe of tobacco, could not or would not refrain 
from this slight testimony to his comrade’s humor. 

Now the old mead of those days, brewed of the purest first-year or 
maiden honey, four pounds to the gallon — with its due complement of 
white of eggs, cinnamon, ginger, cloves, mace, rosemary, yeast, and processes 
of working, bottling, and cellaring— tasted remarkably strong; but it did 
not taste so strong as it actually was. Hence, presently, the stranger in 
cinder-gray at the table, moved by its creeping influence, unbuttoned his 
waistcoat, threw himself back in his chair, spread his legs, and made his 
presence felt in various ways. 

“Well, well, as I say,” he resumed, “I am going to Casterbridge, and to 
Casterbridge I must go. I should have been almost there by this time; but 
the rain drove me into your dwelling, and I’m not sorry for it,” 

“You don’t live in Casterbridge.?^” said the shepherd. 

“Not as yet; though I shortly mean to move there.” 

“Going to set up in trade, perhaps.?” 

“No, no,” said the shepherd’s wife. “It is easy to see that the gentleman 
is rich, and don’t want to work at anything.” 

The cinder-gray stranger paused, as if to consider whether he would 
accept that definition of himself. He presently rejected it by answering, 
“Rich is not quite the word for me, dame. I do work, and I must work.' 
And even if I only get to Casterbridge by midnight I must begin work 
there at eight tomorrow morning. Yes, het or wet, blow or snow, famine 
or sword, my day’s work tomorrow must be done.” 

“Poor man! Then, in spite o’ seeming, you be worse oS than we?” replied 
the shepherd’s wife. . , 

“ ’Tis the nature of my trade, men and maidens. ’Tis the nature of my 
trade more than my poverty. . , . But really and truly I must up and oB, 
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or i shaii’t get a lodging in the town.” However, the speaker did not move, 
and directly added, “There’s time for one more draught of friendship be- 
fore I go; and I’d perform it at once if the mug were not dry.” 

“Here’s a mug o’ small,” said Mrs. Fennel, “Small, we call it, though to 
be sure ’tis only the first wash o’ the combs,” 

“No,” said the stranger disdainfully. “I won’t spoil your first kindness by 
partaking o’ your second.” 

“Certainly not,” broke in Fennel. “We don’t increase and multiply every 
day, and I’ll fill the mug again.” He went away to the dark place under the 
stairs where the barrel stood. The shepherdess followed him. 

“Why should you do this?” she said reproachfully, as soon as they were 
alone. “He’s emptied it once, though it held enough for ten people; and 
now he’s not contented wi’ the small, but must needs call for more o’ the 
strong! And a stranger unbeknown to any of us. For my part, L don’t like 
the look o’ the man at all.” 

“But he’s in the house, my honey; and ’tis a wet night, and a christening. 
Daze it, what’s a cup of mead more or less? There’ll be plenty more next 
bee-burning.” 

“Very well— this time, then,” she answered, looking wistfully at the bar- 
rel. “But what is the man’s calling, and where is he one of, that he should 
come in and join us like this?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll ask him again.” 

The catastrophe of having the mug drained dry at one pull by the 
stranger in cinder-gray was effectually guarded against this time by Mrs. 
Fennel. She poured out his allowance in, a small cup, keeping the large one 
at a discreet distance from him. When he had tossed off his portion the 
shepherd renewed his inquiry about the stranger’s occupation. 

The latter did not immediately reply, and the man in the chimney- 
corner, with sudden demonstrativeness, said, “Anybody may know my 
trade — I’m a wheelwright.” 

“A very good trade for these parts,” said the shepherd. 

“And anybody may know mine — if they’ve the sense to find it out,” said 
the stranger in cinder-gray. 

“You may generally tell what a man is by his claws,” observed the hedge- 
carpenter, looking at his own hands. “My fingers be as full of thorns as an 
old pin-cushion is of pins.” 

The hands of the man in the chimney-corner instinctively sought the 
shade, and he gazed into the fire as he resumed his pipe. The man at the 
table took up the hedge-carpenter’s remark, and added smartly, “True; 
but the oddity of my trade is that, instead of setting a mark upon me, it 
sets a mark upon my customers.” . 

No observation being offered by anybody in elucidation of this enigma, 
the shepherd’s wife once more called for a song. The same obstacles pre- 
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seated themselves as at the former: time— one , had: no >oicej» ano^ A had 
forgotten the first verse.' The- stranger ^ at the- table,, whose j soul' .had no 
risen to a good working temperature, relieved the difficulty by exclaiming 
that, to start the company, he would sing himself. Tliriistiiig one thumb 
into the arm-hole of his waistcoat, he waved the other hand in the air, and, 
with an extemporizing gaze at the shining sheep-crooks above the mantel- 
piece, began: — 

“O my trade it is the rarest one, 

Simple shepherds all- — 

My trade is a sight to see; 

For my customers I tie, and take them up on high, 

And waft em to a far countree r* 

The room was silent when he had finished the verse—with one exception, 
that of the man in the chimney-corner, who, at the singer’s word, “Chorus!” 
joined him in a deep bass voice of musical relish — 

“And waft ^em to a far countree!” 

Oliver Giles, John Pitcher thei dairyman, the parish-clerk, the engaged man 
of fifty, the row of young women against the wall, seemed lost in thought 
not of the gayest kind. The shepherd looked irieditatively on the ground, 
the shepherdess gazed keenly at the singer, and with some suspicion; she 
was doubting whether this stranger were merely singing an old song from 
recollection, or’ was composing one there and then for the occasion. All 
were as perplexed at the obscure revelation as the guests at Belshazzar’s 
Feast, except the man in the chimney-corner, who quietly said, “Second 
verse, stranger,” and smoked on. 

The singer thoroughly moistened himself from his lips inwards, and w'ent 
onwiththenextstanzaasrequested:— 

“My tools are but common ones, 

Simple shepherds all — 

My tools are no sight to see: 

A little hempen string, and a post whereon to swing, 

Are implements enough for me 

Shepherd Fennel glanced round. There was no longer any doubt that the 
stranger was answering his question rhythmically. The guests one and all 
started back with suppressed exclamations. The young woman engaged to 
the man of fifty fainted half-way, and would have proceeded, but finding 
him wanting in alacrity for catching her she sat down trembling. 

“Oh, he’s the—!” whispered the people in the background, mentioning 
the name of an ominous public officer. “He’s come to do it! Tis to be at 
Casterbridge jail tomorrow— the man for sheep-stealing— the poor clock- 
maker we heard of, who used to live away at Shottsford and had no work 
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to do— Timothy : Summer s> whose. family-. .were a-starvingy and so he went 
out of Shottsford by the high road, and took a sheep in open daylight 
defying the farmer and the farmer’s wife and the farmers lad, and every 
man jack among ’em. He” (and they nodded towards the stranger of the 
deadly trade) “is come from up the country to do it because there’s not 
enough to do in his own county-town, and he’s got the place here now our 
own county man’s dead; he’s going to live in the same cottage under the 
prison wall.”,: :: 

The stranger in cinder-gray took no notice of this whispered string of 
observations, but agairx wetted his lips. Seeing that his friend in' the 
chimney-corner was the only one who reciprocated his joviality in any way, 
he held out his cup towards that appreciative comrade, who also held out 
his own. They clinked together, the eyes of the rest of the room hanging 
upon the singer’s actions. He parted his lips for the third verse; but at that 
moment another knock was audible upon the door. This time the knock 
was faint and hesitating. 

The company seemed scared; the shepherd looked with consternation 
towards the entrance, and it was with some ejffort that he resisted his 
alarmed wife’s deprecatory glance, and uttered for the third time the wel- 
coming words “Walk in!” 

The door was gently opened, and another man stood upon the mat. He, 
like those who had preceded him, was a stranger. This time it was a short, 
small personage, of fair complexion, and dressed in a decent suit of dark 
clothes. 

“Can you tell me the way to ” he began: when, gazing round the 

room to observe the nature of the company amongst whom he had fallen, 
his eyes lighted on the stranger in cinder-gray. It was just at the instant 
when the latter, who had thrown his mind into his song with such a will 
that he scarcely heeded the interruption, silenced all whispers and inquiries 
by bursting into his third verse: — 

“Tomorrow is my working day. 

Simple shepherds all— 

Tomorrow is a working day for me: 

For the farmer’s sheep is slain, and the lad who did it ta’en, 

And on his soul may God ha’ merc-y!” 

The stranger in the chimney-corner, waving cups with the singer so 
heartily that his mead splashed oyer on the hearth, repeated in his bass 
voice as before: — 

“And on his soul may God ha’ merc-y!” 

All this time the third stranger had been;Standing in the doorway. Find- 
ing now that he did not come forward .or go on speaking, the guests par- 
ticularly regarded him. They noticed to their surprise that he stood before 
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them ^the .piGture -of' abject terror— his knees trembling, hisliand' shaking 
so violently -^that the. door-latch ''Ey which he supported' himself, rattled 
audibly: his' white lips' were ..parted,. 'and his eyes 'fixed mn the merry officer 
of justice in the middle of the room. A moment more and he had turned, 
closed the door, and fled. 

“What a man can it be?” said the shepherd. 

The rest, between the awfulness of their late discovery and the odd con- 
duct of this third visitor, looked as if they knew not what to think, and said 
nothing. Instinctively they Withdrew further and further from the grim 
gentleman in their midst, whom some of them seemed to take for the 
Prince of Darkness himself, till they formed a remote circle, an empty 
soace of floor being left between them and him— 

‘k . . circulus, cujus centrum diabolus.” 

The room was so silent — though there were more than twenty people in it 
— that nothing could be heard but the patter of the rain against the 
window-shutters, accompanied by the occasional hiss of a stray drop that 
fell down the chimney into the fire, and the steady puffing of the man in 
the corner, who had now resumed his long pipe of clay. 

The stillness was unexpectedly broken. The distant sound of a gun 
reverberated through the air — apparently from the direction of the county- 
town. 

‘'Be jiggered!” cried the stranger who had sung the song, jumping up. 

“What does that mean?” asked several. 

“A prisoner escaped from the jail — that’s what it means.” 

All listened. The sound was repeated, and none of them spoke but the 
man in the chimney-corner, who said quietly, “Fve often been told that in 
this county they fire a gun at such times; but I never heard it till now.” 

“I wonder if it is my man?” murmured the personage in cinder-gray. 

“Surely it is!” said the shepherd involuntarily. “And surely we Ve zeed 
him! That little man who looked in at the door by now, and quivered like 
a leaf when he zeed ye and heard your song!” 

“His teeth chattered, and the breath went out of his body,” said the dairy- 
man. 

“And his heart seemed to sink within him like a stone,” said Oliver 
Giles. 

“And he bolted as if he’d been shot at,” said the hedge-carpenter. 

“True— his teeth chattered, and his heart seemed to sink; and he bolted 
as if he’d been shot at,” slowly summed up the man in the chimney-corner. 

“I didn’t notice it,” remarked the hangman, 

“We were all a-wonderiiig what made hin) run off in such a fright,” 
faltered one of the womeh: against the wall, “and now ’tis explained!” 

The firing of the alarm-gun xvent ori.: at intervals, low and sullenly, and 
their suspicions became a certainty. The sinister gentleman in cindcr-gray 
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roused himself. there a constable here?” he asked^ in thick tones, “If so, 
let him step forward.”. 

The engaged man of fifty stepped quavering out from the walh his be- 
trothed beginning to sob on the back of the chair. 

“You are a sworn constable?” 

“I be, sir.” ^ 

“Then pursue the criminal at once, with assistance^ and bring him back 
here. He can’t have gone far.” 

“I will, sir, I will—when I’ve got my staff. I’ll go home and get it, and 
come sharp here, and start in a body.” 

“Staff!~never mind your staff; the man’ll be gone!” 

“But I can’t do nothing without my staff-— can I, William, and John, and 
Charles Jake? No; for there’s the king’s royal crown a painted on en in 
yaller and gold, and the lion and the unicorn, so as when I raise en up and 
hit my prisoner, ’tis made a lawful blow thereby. I wouldn’t ’tempt to take 
up a man without my staff— no, not I. If I hadn’t the law to gie me courage, 
why, instead o’ my taking up him he might take up me!” 

“Now, I’m a king’s man myself, and can give you authority enough for 
this,” said the formidable officer in gray. “Now then, all of ye, be ready. 

Have ye any lanterns?” 

“Yes — have ye any lanterns? — I demand it!” said the constable. 

“And the rest of you able-bodied ” 

“Able-bodied men — yes — the rest of ye!” said the constable. 

“Have you some good stout staves and pitchforks ” 

“Staves and pitchforks — in the name o’ the law! And take ’em in yer 
hands and go in quest, and do as we in authority tell ye!” 

Thus aroused, the men prepared to give chase. The evidence was, in- \ 

deed, though circumstantial, so convincing, that but little argument was j 

needed to show the shepherd’s guests that after what they had seen it j 

would look very much like connivance if they did not instantly pursue the 
unhappy third stranger, who could not as yet have gone more than a few 
hundred yards over such uneven country. ' 

A shepherd is always 'well provided with lanterns; and, lighting these 
hastily, and with hurdle-staves in their hands, they poured out of the 
door, taking a direction along the crest of the hill, away from the town, the 
rain having fortunately a little abated. 

Disturbed by the noise, or possibly by unpleasant dreams of her baptism, 
the child who had been christened began to cry heart-brokenly in the room 
overhead. These notes of grief came down through the chinks of the floor i 

to the ears of the women below, who jumped up one by one, and seemed i 

glad of the excuse to ascend and comfort the baby, for the incidents of the s 

last half-hour greatly oppressed them. Thus in the space of two or three ■ | 

minutes the room on the ground-floor was , -deserted quite. V' 'I 

But it was not for long. Hardly had the sound of footsteps died away » 


I 



182 TELLERS OF TALES 

when a man returned round the corner of the house from the direction 
the pursuers had taken. Peeping in at the door, and seeing nobody there, 
he entered leisurely. It was the stranger of the chimney-corner, who had 
gone out with the rest. The motive of his return was shown by his helping 
himself to a cut piece of skimmer-cake that lay on a ledge beside where 
he had sat, and which he had apparently forgotten to take with him. He 
also poured out half a cup more mead from the quantity that remained, 
ravenously eating and drinking these as he stood. He had not finished 
when another figure came in just as quietly— his friend in cinder-gray. 

“Oh— you here?” said the latter, smiling. “I thought you had gone to 
help in the capture.” And this speaker also revealed the object of his re- 
turn by looking solicitously round for the fascinating mug of old mead. 

“And I thought you had gone,” said the other, continuing his skimmer- 
cake with some effort. 

“Well, on second thoughts, I felt there were enough without me,” said 
the first confidentially, “and such a night as it is, too. Besides, ’tis the busi- 
ness o’ the Government to take care of its criminals — not mine.” 

“True; so it is. And I felt as you did, that there were enough without 
me, 

'1 don’t want to break my limbs running over the humps and hollows o.t' 
this wild country.” 

“Nor I neither, between you and me.” 

“These shepherd-people are used to it — simple-minded souls, you know, 
stirred up to anything in a moment. They’ll have him ready for me before 
the morning, and no trouble to me at all” 

“They’ll have him, and we shall have saved ourselves all labor in the 
matter.’^ 

“True, true. Well, my way is to Casterbridge; and ’tis as much as my 
legs will do to take me that far. Going the same way ? ” 

“No, I am sorry to say! I have to get home over there” (he nodded in- 
definitely to the right), “and I feel as you do, that it. is quite enough for my 
legs to do before bedtime,” 

The other had by this time finished the mead in the mug, after which, 
shaking hands heartily at the door, and wishing each other well, they went 
their several ways. 

In the meantime the company of pursuers had reached the end of the 
hogVback elevation which dominated this part of the down. They had de- 
cided on no particular plan of action; and, finding that the man of the 
baleful trade was no longer in their company, they seemed quite unable to 
form any such plan now. They descended in all directions down the hill, 
and straightway several of the party fell into the snare set by Nature for all 
misguided midnight ramblers over this part of the cretaceous formation. 
The “lanchets,” or flint slope$,;which: belted the escarpment at intervals of 
a dozen yards, took the less cautious ones unawares, and losing their foot- 
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ing on the rubbly steep they slid sharply downwards, the lanterns rolling 
from their hands to the bottom, and there lying on their sides till the horn 
was scorched through. ■ 

When they had again gathered themselves together, the shepherd, as the 
man who knew the country best, took the lead, and guided them round 
these treacherous inclines. The lanterns, which seemed rather to dazzle 
their eyes and warn the fugitive than to assist them in the exploration, 
were extinguished, due silence was observed; and in this more rational 
order they plunged into the vale. It was grassy, briery, moist defile, afford- 
ing some shelter to any person who had sought it; but the party perambu- 
lated it in vain, and ascended on the other side. Here they wandered apart^ 
and after an interval closed together again to report progress. At the second 
time of closing in they found themselves near a lonely ash, the single 
tree on this part of the coomb, probably sown there by a passing bird some 
fifty years before. And here, standing a little to one side of the trunk, as 
motionless as the trunk itself, appeared the man they were in quest of, his 
outline being well defined against the sky beyond. The band noiselessly 
drew up and faced him. 

“Your money or your life!” said the constable sternly to the still figure. 

“No, no,” whispered John Pitcher. “’Tisn’t our side ought to say that. 
That’s the doctrine of vagabonds like him, and we be on the side of the 
law.”' , 

“Well, well,” replied the constable impatiently; “I must say something, 
mustn’t I? and if you had all the weight this undertaking upon your 
mind, perhaps you’d say the wrong thing tool— Prisoner at the bar, sur- 
render, in the name of the Father— the Grown, I mane!” 

The man under the tree seemed now to notice them for the first time, 
and, giving them no opportunity whatever for exhibiting their courage, he 
strolled slowly towards them. He was, indeed, the little man, the third 
stranger; but his trepidation had in a great measure gone. 

“Well, travelers,” he said, “did I hear ye speak to me.?” 

“You did: you’ve got to come and be our prisoner at once!” said the 
constable. “We arrest ’ee on the charge of not biding in Casterbridge jail 
in a decent proper manner to be hung tomorrow morning. Neighbors, do 
your duty, and seize the culpet!” 

On hearing the charge, the man seemed enlightened, and, saying not 
another word, resigned himself with preternatural civility to the search- 
party, who, with their staves in their hands, surrounded him on all sides, 
and marched him back towards the shepherd’s cottage. 

It was eleven o’clock by the time they , arrived. The light shining from 
the open door, a sound of men’s voices within, proclaimed to them as they 
approached the house that some new events had arisen in their absence. 
On entering they discovered the shepherd’s living room to be invaded by 
two officers from Casterbridge jail, and a wfelRknown magistrate who lived 
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at the nearest country-seat, intelligence of the escape having become gen- 
erally circulated. 

“Gentlemen/' said the constable, “I have brought back your man — not 
without risk and danger; but every one must do his duty! He is inside this 
circle of able-bodied persons, who have lent me useful aid, considering 
their ignorance of Crown work. Men, bring forward your prisoner!" And 
the third stranger was led to the light. 

“Who is this.?" said one of the officials. 

“The man/’ said the constable. 

“Certainly not," said the turnkey; and the first corroborated his state- 
ment. 

“But how can it be otherwise.?" asked the constable. “Or w-hy wns he 
so terrified at sight o’ the singing instrument of the law who sat there?" 
Here he related the strange behavior of the third stranger on entering 
the house during the hangman’s song. 

“Can’t understand it," said the officer coolly. “All I know^ is that it is not 
the condemned man. He’s quite a different character from this one; a 
gauntish fellow, with dark hair and eyes, rather good-looking, and with a 
musical bass voice that if you heard it once you’d never mistake as long 
as you lived."' 

“Why, souls — ’twas the man in the chimney-corner!" 

“Hey — what?" said the magistrate, coming forward after inquiring par- 
ticulars from the shepherd in the background. “Haven’t you got the man 
after all?" 

“Well, sir," said the constable, “he’s the man we were in search of, that's 
true; and yet he’s not the man we were in search of. For the man wc were 
in search of was not the man we wanted, sir, if you understand my every- 
day way; for ’twas the man in the chimney-corner!" 

“A pretty kettle of fish altogether!" said the magistrate. “You had better 
start for the other man at once." 

The prisoner now spoke for the first time. The mention of the man in 
the chimney-corner seemed to have moved him as nothing else could do. 
“Sir," he said, stepping forward to the magistrate, “take no more trouble 
about me. The time is come when I may as well speak. I have done noth- 
ing; my crime is that the condemned man is my brother. Early this after- 
noon I left home at Shottsford to tramp it all the way to Casterbridge jail 
to bid him farewell. I was benighted, and called here to rest and ask the 
way. When I opened the door I saw before me the very man, my brother, 
that I thought to see in the condemned cell at Casterbridge. He was in this 
chimney-corner; and jammed cldse to him, so that he could not have got 
out if he had tried, was the executioner who’d come to take his life, sing- 
ing a song about it and not knowing that it was his victim who was close 
by, joining in to save appearances. My brother looked a glance of agony 
at me, and I knew he meant; 'BonT reveal' what = you see; my life depends 
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GB it.’ I was so terroBstruck that I could hardly stand, and, not knowirig 
what I did, I turned and hurried away.” 

The narrator’s manner and tone had the stamp of truth, and his story 
made a great impression on all around. “And do you know where your 
brother is at the present time.^” asked the magistrate. 

“I do not. I have never seen hirn since I closed this door.” 

“I can testify to that, for weve been between ye ever since,” said the 
constable. . , , 

“Where does he think to fly to.?—what is his occupation?” 

“He’s a watch-and-clock-maker, sir.” 

“’A said ’a was a wheelwright— a wicked rogue,” said the constable. 

“The wheels of clocks and watches he meant, no doubt,” said Shepherd 
Fennel. “I thought his hands were palish for’s trade.” 

“Well, it appears to me that nothing can be gained by retaining this poor 
man in custody,” said the magistrate; “your business lies with the other, 
unquestionably.” 

And so the little man was released off-hand; but he looked nothing the 
less sad on that account, it being beyond the power of magistrate or con- 
stable to raze out the written troubles in his brain, for they concerned 
another whom he regarded with more solicitude than himself. When this 
was done, and the man had gone his way, the night was found to be so 
far advanced that it was deemed useless to renew the search before the 
next morning. 

Next day, accordingly, the quest for the clever sheep-stealer became gen- 
eral and keen, to all appearance at least. But the intended punishment was 
cruelly disproportioned to the transgression, and the sympathy of a great 
many country-folk in that district was strongly on the side of the fugitive. 
Moreover, his marvelous coolness and daring in hob-and-nobbing with the 
hangman, under the unprecedented circumstances of the shepherd’s party, 
won their admiration. So that it may be questioned if all those who osten- 
sibly made themselves so busy in exploring woods and fields and lanes 
were quite so thorough when it came to the private examination of their 
own lofts and outhouses. Stories were afloat of a mysterious figure being 
occasionally seen in some old overgrown trackway or other, remote from 
turnpike roads; but when a search was instituted in any of these sus- 
pected quarters nobody was found. Thus the days and weeks passed with- 
out tidings. 

In brief, the bass-voiced man of the chimney-corner was never recap- 
tured. Some said that he went across the sea, others that he did not, but 
buried himself in the depths of a populous city. At any rate, the gentle- 
man in cinder-gray never did his rnorning’s work at Casterbridge, nor met 
anywhere at all, for business purposes, the genial comrade with whom he 
had passed an hour of relaxation in the lonely house on the coomb. - 

The grass has long been greeamn the .graves, of Shephe^^^ and 
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his frugal wife; the guests who made up the christening party have mainly 
followed their entertainers to the tomb; the baby in whose honor they all 
had met is a matron in the sere and yellow leaf. But the arrival of the three 
strangers at the shepherd’s that night, and the details connected therewith, 
is a story as well known as ever in the country about Higher Crowstairs. 


THE JOLLY CORNER 

Henry James 

(1843-1916) 


Every one asks me what I ‘think’ of everything,” said Spencer Brydon; 
“and I make answer as I can — begging or dodging the question, putting 
them ojff with any nonsense. It wouldn’t matter to any o£ them really/’ he 
went on^ “for, even were it possible to meet in that stand-and-deliver way 
so silly a demand on so big a subject, my ‘thoughts’ would still be almost 
altogether about something that concerns only myself.” He was talking to 
Miss Staverton, with whom for a couple of months now he had availed 
himself of every possible occasion to talk; this disposition and this re- 
source, this comfort and support, as the situation in fact presented itself, 
having promptly enough taken the first place in the considerable array of 
rather unattenuated surprises attending his so strangely belated return to 
America. Everything was somehow a surprise; and that might be natural 
when one had so long and so consistently neglected everything, taken 
pains to give surprises so much margin for play. He had given them more 
than thirty years — thirty-three, to be exact; and they now seemed to him 
to have organised their performance quite on the scale of that licence. He 
had been twenty-three on leaving New York — he was fifty-six to-day: un- 
less indeed he were to reckon as he had sometimes, since his repatriation, 
found himself feeling; in which case he would have lived longer than is 
often allotted to man. It would have taken a century, he repeatedly said 
to himself, and said also to Alice Staverton, it would have taken a longer 
absence and a more averted mind than those even of which he had been 
guilty, to pile up the dijfferences, the newnesses, the queernesses, above 
all the bignesses, for the better or the worse, that at present assaulted his 
vision wherever he looked, ; 

’'.The great fact all the while 'however 'had been the incalculability; since 
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he had supposed himself, from decade to decade, to be allowing, and in the 
most liberal and intelligent manner, for brilliancy of change. He actually 
saw that he had allowed for nothing; he missed what he would have been 
sure of finding, he found what he would never have imagined. Propor- 
tions and values were upside-down; the ugly things he had expected, the 
ugly things of his far-away youth, when he had too promptly waked up to 
a sense of the ugly — these uncanny phenomena placed him rather, as it hap- 
pened, under the charm; whereas the ‘"swagger” things, the modern, the 
monstrous, the famous things, those he had more particularly, like 
thousands of ingenuous inquirers every year, come over to see, were exactly 
his sources of dismay. They were as so many set traps for displeasure, above 
all for reaction, of which his restless tread was constantly pressing the 
spring. It was interesting, doubtless, the whole show, but it would have 
been too disconcerting hadn’t a certain finer truth saved the situation. He 
had distinctly not, in this steadier light, come over all for the monstrosities; 
he had come, not only in the last analysis but quite on the face of the act, 
under an impulse with which they had nothing to do. He had come— 
putting the thing pompously — ^to look at his “property,” which he had thus 
for a third of a century not been within four thousand miles of; or, ex- 
pressing it less sordidly, he had yielded to the humour of seeing again his 
house on the jolly corner, as he usually, and quite fondly, described it— -the 
one in which he had first seen the light, in which various members of his 
family had lived and had died, in which the holidays of his overschooled 
boyhood had been passed and the few social flowers of his chilled ado- 
lescence gathered, and which, alienated then for so long a period, had, 
through the successive deaths of his two brothers and the termination of 
old arrangements, come wholly into his hands. He was the owner of an- 
other, not quite so “good”^ — the jolly corner having been, froxn far back, 
superlatively extended and consecrated; and the value of the pair repre- 
sented his main capital, with an income consisting, in these later years, of 
their respective rents which (thanks precisely to their original excellent 
type) had never been depressingly low. He could live in “Europe,” as he 
had been in the habit of living, on the product of these flourishing New 
York leases, and all the better since, that of the second structure, the mere 
number in its long row, having within a twelvemonth fallen in, renovation 
at a high advance had proved beautifully possible. 

These were items of property indeed, but he had found himself since his 
arrival distinguishing more than ever between them. The house within the 
street, two bristling blocks westward, was already in course of reconstruc- 
tion as a tall mass of flats; he had acceded, some time before, to overtures 
for this conversion— in which, now that it was going forward, it had been 
not the least of his astonishments to find himself able, on the spot, and 
thought without a previous ounce of such experience, to participate with a 
certain intelligence, almost with a certain authority. He had lived his life 
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with his back so turned to such concerns and his face addressed to those of 
so different an order that he scarce knew what to make oi: this lively stir, 
in a compartment of his mind never yet penetrated, of a capacity for busi- 
ness and a sense for construction. These virtures, so common all round 
him now, had been dormant in his own organism — where it might be 
said of them perhaps that they had slept the sleep of the just. At present, 
in the splendid autumn weather — the autumn at least was a pure boon in 
the terrible place — he loafed about his “work” undeterred, secretly agitated; 
not in the least “minding” that the whole proposition, as they said, was 
vulgar and sordid, and ready to climb ladders, to walk the plank, to handle 
materials and look wise about them, to ask questions, in fine, and challenge 
explanations and really “go into” figures. 

It amused, it verily quite charmed him; and, by the same stroke, it 
amused, and even more, Alice Staverton, though perhaps charming her 
perceptibly less. She wasn’t however going to be better-off for it, as Ae was 
— and so astonishingly much: nothing was now likely, he knew, ever to 
make her better-off than she found herself, in the afternoon of life, as the 
delicately frugal possessor and tenant of the small house in Irving Place to 
which she had subtly managed to cling through her almost unbroken New 
York career. If he knew the way to it now better than to any other 
address among the dreadful multiplied numberings which seemed to him 
to reduce the whole place to some vast ledger-page, overgrown, fantastic, 
of ruled and criss-crossed lines and figures — if he had formed, for his con- 
solation, that habit, it was really not a little because of the charm of his 
having encountered and recognised, in the vast wilderness of the whole- 
sale, breaking through the mere gross generalisation of wx^alth and force 
and success, a small still scene where items and shades, all delicate things, 
kept the sharpness of the notes of a high voice perfectly trained, and where 
economy hung about like the scent of a garden. His old friend lived with 
one maid and herself dusted her relics and trimmed her lamps and polished 
her silver; she stood off, in the awful modern crush, when she could, but 
she sallied forth and did battle when the challenge was really to “spirit,” 
the spirit she after all confessed to, proudly and a little shyly, as to that of 
the better time, that of common, their quite far-away and antedilu- 
vian social period and order. She made use of the street-cars when need 
be, the terrible things that people scrambled for as the panic-stricken at 
sea scramble for the boats; she affronted, inscrutably, under stress, all the 
public concussions and ordeals; and yet, wdth that slim mystifying grace 
of her appearance, which defied you to say if she were a fair young \voman 
who looked older through trouble, or a, fine smooth older one who looked 
young through successful indifference; with her precious reference, above 
all, to memories and histories into which he ’could enter, she was as 
exquisite for him as. some pale pressed flower (a rarity to begin with), 
and, failing other.; sweetnesses^ she- was-. a suJEEcient reward of his effort. 
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They had communities of knowledge, ‘"their” knowledge (this discrim^^^i^^ 
nating possessive was always on her lips) of presences of the other age, 
presences all overlaid, in his case, by the experience of a man and the free- 
dom of a wanderer, overlaid by pleasure, by infidelity, by passages of life 
that were strange and dim to her, just by “Europe” in short, but still un- 
obscured, still exposed and cherished, under that pious visitation of the 
spirit from which she had never been diverted. 

She had come with him one day to see how his “apartment-house” was 
rising; he had helped her over gaps and explained to her plans, and whilt 
they were there had happened to have, before her, a brief but lively dis- 
cussion with the man in charge, the representative of the building-firm that 
had undertaken his work. He had found himself quite “standing-up” to 
this personage over a failure on the latter’s part to observe some detail of : 

one of their noted conditions, and had so lucidly argued his case that, 
besides ever so prettily flushing, at the time, for sympathy ill his triumph, 
she had afterwards said to him (though to a slightly greater effect of irony) 
that he had clearly for too many years neglected a real gift. If he had 
but stayed at home he would have anticipated the inventor of the sky- 
scraper. If he had but stayed at home he would have discovered his genius 
in time really to start some new variety of awful architectural hare and run 
it till it burrowed in a gold-mine. He was to remember these words, while 
the weeks elapsed, for the small silver ring they had sounded over the 
queerest and deepest of his own lately most disguised and most muffled 
vibrations, 

It had begun to be present to him after the first fortnight, it had broken ^ 

out with the oddest abruptness, this particular wanton wonderment: it met 
him there — and this was the image under which he himself judged the mat- 
ter, or at least, not a little, thrilled and flushed with it — very much as he 
might have been met by some strange figure, some unexpected occupant, 
at a turn of one of the dim passages of an empty house. The quaint 
analogy quite hauntingly remained with him, when he didn’t indeed 
rather improve it by a still intenser form: that of his opening a door behind 
which he would have made sure of finding nothing, a door into a room ; 

shuttered and void, and yet so coming, with a great suppressed start, on 
some quite erect confronting presence, something planted in the middle of 
the place and facing him through the dusk. After that visit to the house in 
construction he walked with his companion to see the other and always 
so much the better one, which in the eastward direction formed one of the 
corners, the ' plly” one precisely, of the street now so generally dis- 1 

honoured and disfigured in its westward reaches, and of the compara- | 

tively conservative Avenue. The Avenue still had pretensions, as Miss I 

Staverton said, to decency j'^thc' old people bad mostly gone, the bid names ■ ' ' ‘ 1 

were unknown, and here and .there. /an' 'did 'association- seemed' to stray, I 

all vaguely, like some very aged’persdhV'Out' too ■ late, whom you might - ^ ' i 
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.meet aiid' feel the impulse to watch or follow^ in kindness, for. safe restora- 
tion to ..shelter.',, 

' They went 'in' together, our friends;, he admitted himself with his .key," 
as he kept no one there, he explained, preferring, for his reasons, to leave 
the place empty, under a simple arrangement with a good woman living 
.in.the neighbourhood and who came for a daily hour to open windows and 
dust and sweep. Spencer Brydon had his reasons and was growingly 
aware of them; they seemed to him better each time he was there, though 
he didn’t name them all to his companion, any more than he told lier as 
yet how often, how quite absurdly often, he himself came. He only let 
her see for the present, while they walked through the great blank rooms, 
that absolute vacancy reigned and that, from top to bottom, there wais 
nothing but Mrs. Muldoon’s broomstick, in a corner, to tempt the burglar. 
Mrs. Muldoon w'^as then on the premises, and she loquaciously attended the 
visitors, preceding them from room to room and pushing back shatters 
and throwing up sashes — all to show them, as she remarked, how little 
there was to see. There was little indeed to see in the great gaunt shell 
where the main dispositions and the general apportionment of space, the 
style of an age of ampler allowances, had nevertheless for its master their 
honest pleading message, affecting him as some good old servant’s, some 
lifelong retainer’s appeal for a character, or even for a retiring-pension; yet 
it was also a remark of Mrs. Muldoon’s that, glad as she w^as to oblige him 
by her noonday round, there was a request she greatly hoped he would 
never make of her. If he should wish her for any reason to come in after 
dark she would just tell him, if he “plased,” that he must ask it of some- 
body else. 

The fact that there was nothing to see didn’t militate for the w*orthy 
woman against what one might see, and she put it frankly to Miss vStaver- 
ton that no lady could be expected to like, could she? “craping up to 
thim top storeys in the ayvil hours.” The gas and the electric light w^ere off 
the house, and she fairly evoked a gruesome vision of her march through 
the great grey rooms — so many of them as there were too!-— -with her glim- 
mering taper. Miss Staverton met her honest glare with a smile arid the 
profession that she herself certainly would recoil from such an adventure. 
Spencer Brydon meanwhile held his peace— for the moment; the question 
of the “evil” hours in his old home had already become too grave for him. 
He had begun some time since to “crape,” and he knew just why a paxkct 
of candles addressed to that pursuit had been stowed by his own hand, 
three weeks before, at the back of a drawer of the fine old sideboard that 
occupied, as a “fixture,” the deep recess in the dining-room. Just now he 
laughed at his companions— quickly however changing the subject; for the 
reason that, in the first place,. his laugh struck him even at that moment 
as starting the odd echo,, the conscious human resonance (he scarce knew 
how to qualify it) that SQupds made while he was there alone sent back to 
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his ear or his fancy; and that, in the second, he imagined Alice Staver ton 
for the instant on the point of asking him, with a divination, if he ever so 
prowled. There were divinations he was unprepared for, and he had at all 
events averted inquiry by the time Mrs. Muldoon had left them, passing on 
to other parts. ^ . 

There was happily enough to say, on so consecrated a spot, that could be 
said freely and fairly; so that a whole train of declarations was precipitated 
by his friend’s having herself broken out, after a yearning look round : "'But 
I hope you don’t mean they want you to pull this to pieces!” His answer 
came, promptly, with his reawakened wrath: it was of course exactly what 
they wanted, and what they were “at” him for, daily, with the iteration of 
people who couldn’t for their life understand a man’s liability to decent 
feelings. He had found the place, just as it stood and beyond what he could 
express, an interest and a joy. There were values other than the beastly rent- 

values, and in short, in short ! But it was thus Miss Staverton took him 

up. “In short you’re to make so good a thing of your sky-scraper that, living 
in luxury on those ill-gotten gains, you can afford for a while to be senti- 
mental here!” Her smile had for him, with the words, the particular mild 
irony with which he found half her talk suffused; an irony without bitter- 
ness and that came, exactly, from her having so much imagination — ^not, 
like the cheap sarcasms with which one heard most people, about the world 
of ""society,” bid for the reputation of cleverness, from nobody’s really having 
any. It was agreeable to him at this very moment to be sure that when he 
had answered, after a brief demur, “Well yes: so, precisely, you may put it!” 
her imagination would still do him justice. He explained that even if never 
a dollar were to come to him from the other house he would nevertheless 
cherish this one; and he dwelt, further, while they lingered and wandered, 
on the fact of the stupefaction he was already exciting, the positive mystifi- 
cation he felt himself create. 

He spoke of the value of all he read into it, into the mere sight of the 
walls, mere shapes of the rooms, mere sound of the floors, mere feel, in his 
hand, of the old silver-plated knobs of the several mahogany doors, which 
suggested the pressure of the palms of the dead; the seventy years of the 
past in fine that these things represented, the annals of nearly three genera- 
tions, counting his grandfather s, the one that had ended there, and the im- 
palpable ashes of his long-extinct youth, afloat in the very air like microscopic 
motes. She listened to everything; she was a woman who answered inti- 
mately but who utterly didn’t chatter. She scattered abroad therefore no 
cloud of words; she could assent, she could agree, above all she could 
encourage, without doing that. Only at the last she went a little further than 
he had done himself. ""And then how do you know? You may still, after all, 
v/ant to live here.” It rather indeed pulled him up, for it wasn’t what he had 
been thinking, at least in her sense of the words. ""You mean I may decide 
to stay on for the sake of it?” ■ 
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‘TVell, '^^/i^/^^such a' home— — quite beautifully, she .had too much 
tact, to dot SO' monstrous zni, and it.-was precisely an illustration .of. the way 
she .didn’t .rattle. 'How could 'any one— of any wit— insist on any one.else's 
'Vanting’’ to live in New York? , ■ 

'‘Oh/’ he said, “I might have lived here (since I had my opportunity early, 
ill life); I : might have put in, here all these yearS'. Then everything would 
have been different enough— and, I daresay, ‘funny’ enough. But that’s an- 
other matter. And then the beauty of it— I mean of my perversity, of my 
refusal to agree to a 'dear— is just in the total absence of a reason. Don’t 
you see that if I had a reason about the matter at all it would to be 
the other way, and would then be inevitably a reason of dollars? There are 
no reasons here but of dollars. Let us therefore have none whatever— not 
the ghost of one.” 

They were back in the hall then for departure, but from where they stood 
the vista was large, through an open door, into the great square main saloon, 
with its almost antique felicity of brave spaces between windows. Her eyes 
came back from that reach and met his own a moment. “Are you very sure 
the 'ghost’ of one doesn’t, much rather, serve— — "?” 

He had a positive sense of turning pale. But it was as near as they were 
then to come. For he made answer, he believed, between a glare and a grin: 
“Oh ghosts — of course the place must swarm with them! I should be 
ashamed of it if it didn’t. Poor Mrs. Muldoon’s right, and it’s why I haven’t 
asked her to do more than look in.” 

Miss Staverton’s gaze lost itself, and things she didn’t utter, it was clear, 
came and went in her mind. She might even for the minute, off there in the 
fine room, have imagined some element dimly gathering. Simplified like 
the death-mask of a handsome face, it perhaps produced for her just then 
an effect akin to the stir of an expression in the “set” commemorative piaster. 
Yet whatever her impression may have been she produced instead a vague 
platitude. “Well, if it were only furnished and lived in !” 

She appeared to imply that in case of its being still furnished he might 
have been a little less opposed to the idea of a return. But she passed straight 
into the vestibule, as if to leave her words behind her, and the next aiioment 
he had opened the house-door and was standing with her on the steps. He 
closed the door and, while he re-pocketed his key, looking up and down, 
they took in the comparatively harsh actuality of the Avenue, which re- 
minded him of the assault of the outer light of the Desert on the traveller 
emerging from an Egyptian tomb. But he risked before they stepped into 
the street his gathered answer to her speech. “For me it is lived in. For me 

it is furnished.” At which it was easy for her to sigh “Ah yes !” all 

vaguely and discreetly; since his parents and his favourite sister, to say 
nothing of other kin, in numbers, had run their course and met their end 
there. That represented, within the walls, ineffaceable life. 
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It was a few days after this that, during an hour passed with her again, he 
had expressed his impatience of the too flattering curiosity— among the 
people he met— about his appreciation of New York. He had arrived at none 
at all that was socially producible, and as for that matter of his ‘'thinking’’ 
(thinking the better or the worse of anything there) he has wholly taken up 
with one subject of thought. It was mere vain egoism, and it was moreover, 
if she liked, a morbid obsession. He found all things come back to the ques- 
tion of what he personally might have been, how he might have led his life 
and “turned out,” if he had not so, at the outset, given it up. And confessing 
for the first time to the intensity within him of his absurd speculation— 
which but proved also, no doubt, the habit of too selfishly thinking— he 
affirmed the impotence there of any other source of interest, any other native 
appeal. “What would it have made of me, what would it have made of me? 
I keep for ever wondering, all idiotically; as if I could possibly know! I see 
what it has made of dozens of others, those I meet, and it positively aches 
within me, to the point of exasperation, that it would have made something 
of me as well. Only I can’t make out what, and the worry of it, the small 
rage of curiosity never to be satisfied, brings back what I remember to have 
felt, once or twice, after judging best, for reasons, to burn some important 
letter unopened. I’ve been sorry. I’ve hated it — ^I’ve never known what was 
in the letter. You may of course say ids a trifle 1” 

“I don’t say it’s a trifle,” Miss Staverton gravely interrupted. 

She was seated by her fire, and before her, on his feet and restless, he 
turned to and fro between this intensity of his idea and a fitful and unseeing 
inspection, through his single eye-glass, of the dear little old objects on her 
chimney-piece. Her interruption made him for an instant look at her harder. 
“I shouldn’t care if you did!” he laughed, however; “and it’s only a figure, at 
any rate, for the way I now feel. ISIot to have followed my perverse young 
course — and almost in the teeth of my father’s curse, as I may say; not to 
have kept it up, so, ‘over there,’ from that day to this, without a doubt or a 
pang; not, above all, to have liked it, to have loved it, so much, loved it, no 
doubt, with such an abysmal conceit of my own preference: some variation 
from that, I say, must have produced some different effect for my life and 
for my ‘form.’ I should have stuck here — ^if it had been possible; and I was 
too young, at tw’enty-three, to judge, pour deux sous, whether it u/ere pos- 
sible. If I had waited I might have seen it was, and then I might have been, 
by staying here, something nearer to one of these types who have been 
hammered so hard and made so keen by' their conditions. It isn’t that I 
admire them so m.uch — the question of any charm in them, or of any charm, 
beyond that of the rank money-passion, exerted hy their conditions for them, 
has nothing to do with the matter: it’s only a question of what fantastic, yet 
perfectly possible, development of my own nature I mayn’t have missed. It 
comes over me that I had then a strange ego deep down somewhere 
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withia me, as the fulhgrown flower is in the small tight bud, and that I just 
took the course, I just transferred him to the climate, that blighted him for 
once and for ever.” 

“And you wonder about the flower,” Miss Staverton said. “So do I, if you 
want, to know; and so I’ve been wondering these several weeks. I believe in 
the flower,” she continued, “I feel it would have been quite splendid, quite 
huge and monstrous.” 

“Monstrous above all!” her visitor echoed; “and I imagine, by the sanie 
stroke, quite hideous and offensive ” 

“You don’t believe that,” she returned; “if you did you wouldn’t wonder. 
You’d know, and that would be enough for you. What you feel — and what 
I feel for you— is that you’d have had power.” 

“You’d have liked me that way.?’” he asked. 

She barely hung fire. “How should I not have liked you?” 

“Tsee* You’d have liked me, have preferred me, a billionaire!” 

“How should I not have liked you?” she simply again asked. 

He stood before her still — ^her question kept him motionless. He took it 
in, so much there was of it; and indeed his not otherwise meeting it testified 
to that. “I know at least what I am,” he simply went on; “the other side of 
the medal’s clear enough. I’ve not been edifying — I believe I’m thought in a 
hundred quarters to have been barely decent. I’ve followed strange paths 
and worshipped strange gods; it must have come to you again and again — in 
fact you’ve admitted to me as much— that I was leading, at any time these 
thirty years, a selfish frivolous scandalous life. And you see what it has made 
of me.” 

She just waited, smiling at him. “You see what it has made of mef' 

“Oh you’re a person whom nothing can have altered. You were born to 
be what you are, anywhere, anyway; you’ve the perfection nothing else could 
have blighted. And don’t you see how, without my exile, I shouldn’t have 
been waiting till now ?” But he pulled up for the strange pang. 

“The great thing to see,” she presently said, “seems to me to be that it 
has spoiled nothing. It hasn’t spoiled your being here at last. It hasn’t spoiled 
this. It hasn’t spoiled your speaking—” She also however faltered. 

He wondered at everything her controlled emotion might mean. “Do \^ou 
believe then— too dreadfully! — that I as good as I might ever have 
been?” 

“Oh no! Far from it!” With which she got up from her chair and was 
nearer to him. “But I don’t care,” she smiled. 

“You mean I’m good enough?” 

She considered a little. “Will you believe it if I say so? I mean will you let 
that settle your question for you?” And then as if making out in his face that 
he drew back from this, that he bad some idea which, however absurd, he 
couldn’t 'yet bargain away: “Oh 'you -don’t' care either— but very differently: 
you don’t care for anything but yourself ” 
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Spencer Brydon recognised it — it was in fact what he had absolutely pro- 
fessed. Yet he importantly qualified. isn’t myself. He’s the just so totally 
other person. But I do want to see him/’ he added. “And I can. And I shall.'’ 

Their eyes met for a minute while he guessed from something in hers that 
she divined his strange sense. But neither of them otherwise expressed it^ 
and her apparent luiderstandingj with no protesting shock, no easy derision, 
touched him more deeply than anything yet, constituting for his stifled per- 
versity, on the spot, an element that was like breatheable air. What she said 
however was unexpected. “Well, Fve seen him.” 

-You—?”. 

'Tve seen him in a dream.” 

“Oh a ‘dream’* •!” It let him down. 

“But twice over,” she continued. “I saw him as I see you now/’ 

“You’ve dreamed the same dream—?” 

“Twice over,” she repeated. “The very same.” 

This did somehow a little speak to him, as it also gratified him. “You 
dream about me at that rate?” 

“Ah about she smiled. 

His eyes again sounded her. “Then you know all about him.” And as she 
said nothing more: “What’s the wretch like?” 

She hesitated, and it was as if he were pressing her so hard that, resisting 
for reasons of her own, she had to turn away. “I’ll tell you some other time!” 

• . ii 

It was after this that there was most of a virtue for him, most of a culti- 
vated charm, most of a preposterous secret thrill, in the particular form of 
surrender to his obsession and of address to what he more and more believed 
to be his privilege. It was what in these weeks he was living for — since he 
really felt life to begin but after Mrs. Muldoon had retired from the scene 
and, visiting the ample house from attic to cellar, making sure he was alone, 
he knew himself in safe possession and, as he tacitly expressed it, let himself 
go. He sometimes came twice in the twenty-four hours; the moments he 
liked best were those of gathering dusk, of the short autumn twilight; this 
was the time of which, again and again, he found himself hoping most. Then 
he could, as seemed to him, most intimately wander and wait, linger and 
listen, feel his fine attention, never in his life before so fine, on the pulse of 
the great vague place: he preferred the lampless hour and only wished he 
might have prolonged each day the deep crepuscular spell. Later — rarely 
much before midnight, but then for , a considerable vigil — ^he watched with 
his glimmering light; moving slowly, holding it high, playing it far, rejoicing 
above all, as much as he might, in open vistas, reaches of communication 
between rooms and by passages; the long straight chance or show, as he 
would have called it, for the revelation he pretended to invite. It was a : 
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practice he fouBd he could perfectly ‘VArk’’ without exciting remark; no 
one ■was„in the leasts the wiser for it; even Alice, Staverton, who was more- 
over a well of discretion, didn’t quite fully imagine. 

He let himself in and let himself out with the assurance of calm pro- 
prietorship; and accident so far favoured him that, if a fat Avenue “officer” 
had happened on occasion to see him entering at eleven-thirty, he had never 
yet, to the best of his belief, been noticed as emerging at two. He walked 
there on the crisp November nights, arrived regularly at the evening s end; 
it was as easy to do this after dining out as to take his way to a club or to his 
hotel. When he left his club, if he hadn’t been dining out, it was ostensibly 
to go to his hotel; and when he left his hotel, if he had spent a part of the 
evening there, it was ostensibly to go to his club. Everything wus easy in 
fine; everything conspired and promoted: there was truly even in the strain 
of his experience something that glossed over, something that salved and 
simplified, all the rest of consciousness. He circulated, talked, renewed, 
loosely and pleasantly, old relations — met indeed, so far as he could, new 
expectations and seemed to make out on the whole that in spite of the 
career, of such different contacts, which he had spoken of to Miss Staverton 
as ministering so little, for those who might have watched it, to edification, 
he was positively rather liked than not. He was a dim secondary social suc- 
cess — ^and all with people who had truly not an idea of him. It was all mere 
surface sound, this murmur of their welcome, this popping of their corks — 
just as his gestures of response were the extravagant shadows, emphatic in 
proportion as they meant little, of some game of ombres chinoiscs. He pro- 
jected himself all day, in thought, straight over the bristling line of hard 
unconscious heads and into the other, the real, the waiting life; the life that, 
as soon as he had heard behind him the click of his great house-door, began 
for him, on the jolly corner, as beguiling as the slow opening bars of some 
rich music follows the tap of the conductor’s wand. 

He always caught the first effect of the steel point of his stick on the old 
marble of the hall pavement, large black-and-white squares that he remem- 
bered as the admiration of his childhood and that had then made in him, 
as he now saw, for the growth of an early conception of style. This effect 
was the dim reverberating tinkle as of some far-off bell hung who should 
say where — ^in the depths of the house, of the past, of that mystical other 
world that might have flourished for him had he not, for weal or woe, 
abandoned it. On this impression he did ever the same thing; he put his 
stick noiselessly away in a corner — feeling the place once more in the like- 
ness of some great glass bowl, all precious concave crystal, set delicately 
humming by the play of a moist finger round its edge. The concave crystal 
held, as it were, this mystical other world, and the indescribably fine mur- 
mur of its rim was the sigh there, the scarce audible pathetic wail to his 
strained ear, of all the old . baffled forsworn possibilities. What he did there- 
fore by.thi$^'appe4_o£^Hs-jausHod■^pfesencc was to wake them into such 
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measure of ghostly life as they might still enjoy. They were shy, all but 
unappeasably shy, but they weren’t really sinister; at least they weren’t as 
he had hitherto felt them — before they had taken the Form he so yearned 
to make them take, the Form he at moments saw himself in the light of 
fairly hunting on tiptoe, the points of his evening-shoes, from room to room 
and from storey to storey; 

That was the essence of his vision— which was all rank folly, if one would, 
while he was out of the house and otherwise occupied, but which took on 
the last verisimilitude as soon as he was placed and posted. He knew what 
he meant and what he wanted; it was as clear as the figure on a cheque 
presented in demand for cash. His alter ego ‘‘walked” — that was the note 
of his image of him, while his image of his motive for his own odd pastime 
was the desire to waylay him and meet him. He roamed, slowly, warily, but 
all restlessly, he himself did— -Mrs. Muldoon had been right, absolutely, with 
her figure of their “craping”; and the presence he watched for would roam 
restlessly too. But it would be as cautious and as shifty; the conviction of its 
probable, in fact its already quite sensible, quite audible evasion of pursuit 
grew for him from night to night, laying on him finally a rigour to which 
nothing in his life had been comparable. lt had been the theory of many 
superficially-judging persons, he knew, that he was wasting that life in a 
surrender to sensations, but he had tasted of no pleasure so fine as his actual 
tension, had been introduced to no sport that demanded at once the patience 
and the nerve of this stalking of a creature more subtle, yet at bay perhaps 
more formidable, than any beast of the forest. The terms, the comparisons, 
the very practices of the chase positively came again into play; there were 
even moments when passages of his occasional experience as a sportsman, 
stirred memories, from his younger time, of moor and mountain and desert, 
revived for him — and to the increase of his keenness — by the tremendous 
force of analogy. He found himself at moments — once he had placed his 
single light on some mantel-shelf or in some recess — stepping back into 
shelter or shade, effacing himself behind a door or in an embrasure, as he 
had sought of old the vantage of rock and tree; he found himself holding 
his breath and living in the joy of the instant, the supreme suspense created 
by big game alone. 

He wasn’t afraid (though putting himself the question as he believed 
gentlemen on Bengal tiger-shoots or in close quarters with the great bear 
of the Rockies had been known to confess to having put it) ; and this indeed 
— since here at least he might be frank!— because of the impression, so 
intimate and so strange, that he himself produced as yet a dread, produced 
certainly a strain, beyond the liveliest he was likely to feel. They fell for him 
into categories, they fairly became familiar, the signs, for his own perception, 
of . the alarm his presence and his vigilance created; though leaving him 
always to remark, portentously, on his probably, having formed a relation^ 
his probably enjoying a consciousness, unique- in the experience of man* 
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People enough^ first and' last, had' been in, terror of apparitions, but who had 
ever be£o,re .so, turned the tables and become himself, in, the .apparitioiial 
world,, aU' incalculable terror? He might have,' found" this sublime diad he 
quite dared to think of it; but he didn’t too much insist, truly, on that side 
of his privilege. With habit and repetition he gained to an extraordinary 
degree the power to penetrate the dusk of distances and the darkness of 
corners, to resolve back into their innocence the treacheries of uncertain 
light, the evil-looking forms taken in the gloom by mere shadows, by acci- 
dents of the air, by shifting effects of perspective; putting down his dim 
luminary he could still wander on without it, pass into other rooms and, 
only knowing it was there behind him in case of need, see his way about, 
visually project for his purpose a comparative clearness. It made him feci, 
this acquired faculty, like some monstrous stealthy cat; he Vv'onclered if he 
would have glared at these moments with large shining yellow eyes, and 
what it mightn’t verily be, for the poor hard-pressed alter ego, to be con- 
fronted with such a type. 

: He liked however the open shutters; he opened everywhere those Mrs. 
Muldoon had closed, closing them as carefully afterwards, so that she 
shouldn’t notice: he liked — oh this he did like, and above all in the upper 
rooms! — the sense of the hard silver of the autumn stars through the 
window-panes, and scarcely less the flare of the street-lamps below, the white 
electric lustre which it W’-ould have taken curtains to keep out. This was 
human actual social; this was of the world he had lived in, and he was more 
at his ease certainly for the countenance, coldly general and impersonal, that 
all the while and in spite of his detachment it seemed to give him. He had 
support of course mostly in the rooms at the wide front and the prolonged 
side;, it failed him considerably in the central shades and the parts at the 
back. But if he sometimes, on his rounds, was glad of his optical reach, so 
none the less often the rear of the house affected him as the very jungle of 
his prey. The place was there more subdivided ; a large “extension” in par- 
ticular, where small rooms for servants had been multiplied, abounded in 
nooks and corners, in closets and passages, in the ramifications especially of 
an ample back staircase over which he leaned, many a time, to look far 
down— -not deterred from his gravity even while aware that he might, for a 
spectator, have figured some solemn simpleton playing at hide-and-seek. 
Outside in fact he might himself make that ironic rapprochement; but 
within the walls, and in spite of the clear windows, his consistency was proof 
against the cynical light of New York. 

It had belonged to that idea of the exasperated consciousness of his victim 
to become a real test for him; since he had quite put it to himself from the 
first that, oh distinctly! he could “cultivate” his whole perception. He had 
felt it as above all open to cultivation— which indeed was but another name 
for his manner of spending his, time., He was bringing it on, bringing it to 
perfection, by practice; in consequence of which it had grown so fine that 
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he was now aware of impressions, attestations of his general postulate, that 
couldh’t have broken upon him at once. This was the case more speeifically 
with a phenomenon at last quite frequent for him in the upper rooms, the 
recognition— absolutely unmistakable, and by a turn dating from a particular 
hour, his resumption of his campaign after a diplomatic drop, a calculated 
absence of three nights— of his being definitely followed, tracked at a dis-* 
tance carefully taken and to the express end that he should the less confi- 
dently, less arrogantly, appear to himself merely to pursue. It worried, it 
finally broke him up, for it proved, of all the conceivable impressions, the 
one least suited to his book. He W2is kept in sight while remaining himself— 
as regards the essence of his position— sightless, and his only recourse then 
was in abrupt turns, rapid recoveries of ground. He wheeled about, retracing 
his steps, as if he might so catch in his face at least the stirred air of some 
other quick revolution. It was indeed true that his fully dislocalised thought 
of these manoeuvres recalled to him Pantaloon, at the Christmas farce, buf- 
feted and tricked from behind by ubiquitous Harlequin; but it left intact 
the influence of the conditions themselves each time he was re-exposed to 
them, so that in fact this association, had he suffered it to become constant, 
would on a certain side have but ministered to his intenser gravity. He had 
made, as I have said, to create on the premises the baseless sense of a re- 
prieve, his three absences; and the result of the third was to confirm the 
after-effect of the second. < 

On his return, that night— the night succeeding his last intermission-^he 
stood in the hall and looked up the staircase with a certainty more intimate 
than any he had yet known. ‘Tie’s there, at the top, and waiting — not, as in 
general, falling back for disappearance. He’s holding his ground, and it’s the 
first time — which is a proof, isn’t it.^ that something has happened for him.” 
So Brydon argued with his hand on the banister and his foot on the lowest 
stair; in which position he felt as never before the air chilled by his logic. 
He himself turned cold in it, for he seemed of a sudden to know what now 
was involved. “Harder pressed? — yes, he takes it in, with its thus making 
clear to him that Fve come, as they say, ‘to stay.’ He finally doesn’t like and 
can’t bear it, in the sense, I mean, that his wrath, his menaced interest, now 
balances with his dread. I’ve hunted him till he has ‘turned’: that, up there, 
is what has happened — ^he’s the fanged or the antlered animal brought at 
last to bay.” There came to him, as I say— but determined by an influence 
beyond my notation! — the acuteness of this certainty; under which, however, 
the next moment he had broken into a sweat that he would as little have 
consented to attribute to fear as he would have dared immediately to act 
upon it for enterprise. It marked none the less a prodigious thrill, a thrill 
that represented sudden dismay, no doubt,, but also represented, and with 
the selfsame tiirob, the strangest, the m,pst joyous, possibly the next minute 
almost the proudest, duplication of consciousness. . T 

“He has been dodging, retreating, hiding, bat now, worked up to anger, 
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hell fight!”— this intense impression -made' a -single mouthfiifi as. it were, of 
terror and applause. But what was wondrous was that the applause, for the 
felt fact, was so eager, since, if it was his other self he was running to earth, 
this ineffable identity was thus in the last resort not unworthy of him. It 
bristled there — somewhere near at hand, however unseen still— as the hunted 
thing, even as the trodden worm of the adage must at last bristle; and 
Brydon at this instant tasted probably of a sensation more complex than had 
ever before found itself consistent with sanity. It was as if it would have 
shamed him that a character so associated with his own should triiimphantly 
succeed in just skulking, should to the end not risk the open; so that the 
drop of this danger was, on the spot, a great lift of the whole situation. Yet 
with another rare shift of the same subtlety he was already trying to measure 
by how much more he himself might now be in peril of fear; so rejoicing 
that he could, in another form, actively inspire that fear, and simultaneously 
quaking for the form in which he might passively know it. 

The apprehension of knowing it must after a little have grown in him, 
and the strangest moment of his adventure perhaps, the most memorable 
or really most interesting, afterwards, of his crisis, was the lapse of certain 
instants of concentrated conscious combat, the sense of a need to hold on to 
something, even after the manner of a man slipping and slipping on some 
awful incline; the vivid impulse, above all, to move, to act, to charge, some- 
how and upon something — to show himself, in a word, that he wasn’t afraid. 
The state of ‘Eolding-on” was thus the state to which he was momentarily 
reduced; if there had been anything, in the great vacancy, to seize, he would 
presently have been aware of having clutched it as he might under a shock 
at home have clutched the nearest chair-back. He had been surprised at any 
rate— of this he tms aware— into something unprecedented since his original 
appropriation of the place; he had closed his eyes, held them tight, for a 
long minute, as with that instinct of dismay and that terror of vision. When 
he opened them the room, the other contiguous rooms, extraordinarily, 
seemed lighter — so light, almost, that at first he took the change for day. He 
stood firm, however that might be, just where he had paused; his resistance' 
had helped him — it was as if there were something he had tided, over. He 
knew after a little what this was — it had been in the imminent danger of 
flight. He had stiffened his will against going; without this he would have 
made for the stairs, and it seemed to him that, still with his eyes closed, he 
would have descended them, would have known how, straight and swiftly, 
to the bottom. 

Well, as he had held out, here he was — still at the top, among the more 
intricate upper rooms and with the gauntlet of the others, of all the rest of 
the house, still to run when it should be his time to go. He would go at his 
time— only, at his time: didn’t he go every night very much at the same 
hour? He took out his watch— there was light for that: it was scarcely a 
quarter past one, and he had never withdrawn so soon. He reached his 
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lodgings for the most part at two— with his walk of a quarter of an hour. 
He would wait for the last quarter — ^he wouldn’t stir till then; and he kept 
his watch there with his eyes on it, reflecting while he held it that this 
deliberate wait, a wait with an effort, which he recognised, would serve per- 
fectly for the attestation he desired to make. It would prove his courage— 
unless indeed the latter might most be proved by his budging at last from 
his place. What he mainly felt now was that, since he hadn’t originally 
seuttled, he had his dignities — which had never in his life seemed so many- 
all to preserve and to carry aloft. This was before him in truth as a physical 
image, an image almost worthy of an age of greater romance. That remark 
indeed glimmered for him only to glow the next instant with a finer light; 
since what age of romance, after all, could have matched either the state of 
his mind or, “objectively,” as they said, the wonder of his situation? The 
only difference would have been that, brandishing his dignities over his head 
as in a parchment scroll, he might then — that is in the heroic time — ^have 
proceeded downstairs with a drawn sword in his other grasp. 

At present, really, the light he had set down on the mantel of the next 
room would have to figure his sword; which utensil, in the course of a 
minute, he had taken the requisite number of steps to possess himself of. 
The door between the rooms was open, and from the second another door 
opened to a third. These rooms, as he remembered, gave all three upon a 
common corridor as well, but there was a fourth, beyond them, without 
issue save through the preceding. To have moved, to have heard his step 
again, was appreciably a help ; though even in recognising this he lingered 
once more a little by the chimney-piece on which his light had rested. When 
he next moved, just hesitating where to turn, he found himself considering 
a circumstance that, after his first and comparatively vague apprehension of 
it, produced in him the start that often attends some pang of recollection, 
the violent shock of having ceased happily to forget. He had come into 
sight of the door in which the brief chain of communication ended and 
which he now surveyed from the nearer threshold, the one not directly 
facing it. Placed at some distance to the left of this point, it would have 
admitted him to the last room of the four, the room without other approach 
or egress, had it not, to his intimate conviction, been closed since his former 
visitation, the matter probably of a quarter of an hour before. He stared with 
all his eyes at the wonder of the fact, arreked again where he stood and 
again holding his breath while he sounded its sense. Surely it had been 
subsequently closed — that is it had been on his previous passage indubitably 

He took it full in the face that something had happened between — that 
he couldn’t not have noticed before (by which he meant on his original tour 
of all the rooms that evening) that such a barrier had -exceptionally pre- 
sented itself. He had indeed since that moment undergone an agitation so 
extraordinary that it might have muddled'fojc him lany earlier yicw; and he 
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tried to convince himself that he might perhaps then have gone into the 
room and, inadvertently, automatically, on coming out, have drawn the door 
after him. The difficulty was that this exactly was what he never did; it was 
against his whole policy, as he might have said, the essence of which was to 
keep vistas clear. He had them from the first, as he was well aware, quite 
on the brain: the strange apparition, at the far end of one of them, of his 
baffled ‘"prey” (which had become by so sharp an irony so little the term 
now to apply!) was the form of success his imagination had most cherished, 
projecting into it always a refinement of beauty. He had known fifty times 
the start of perception that had afterwards dropped; had fifty times gasped 
to himself “There!” under some fond brief hallucination. The house, as the 
case stood, admirably lent itself; he might wonder at the taste, the native 
architecture of the particular time, which could rejoice so in the multiplica- 
tion of doors — the opposite extreme to the modern, the actual almost com- 
plete proscription of them; but it had fairly contributed to provoke this 
obsession of the presence encountered telescopically, as he might say, 
focussed and studied in diminishing perspective and as by a rest for the 
elbow. 

It was with these considerations that his present attention was charged — 
they perfectly availed to make what he saw portentous. He couldnt, by any 
lapse, have blocked that aperture; and if he hadn’t, if it was unthinkable, 
why what else was clear but that there had been another agent.? Another 
agent.? — he had been catching, as he felt, a moment back, the very breath 
of him; but when he had been so close as in this simple, this logical, this 
completely personal act.? It was so logical, that is, that one might have ta]{en 
it for personal; yet for what did Brydon take it, he asked himself, while, 
softly panting, he felt his eyes almost leave their sockets. Ah this time at last 
they were, the two, the opposed projections of him, in presence; and this 
time, as much as one would, the question of danger loomed. With it rose, 
as not before, the question of courage — for what he knew the blank face of 
the door to say to him was '‘Show us how much you have!” It stared, it 
glared back at him with that challenge; it put to him the two alternatives: 
should he just push it open or not? Oh to have this consciousness was to 
thinly — and to think, Brydon knew, as he stood there, was, with the lapsing 
moments, not to have acted! Not to have acted— that was the misery and 
the pang— was even still not to act; was in fact all to feel the thing in an- 
other, in a new and terrible way. How long did he pause and how long did 
he debate? There was presently nothing to measure it; for his vibration had 
already changed— as just by the effect of its intensity. Shut up there, at bay, 
defiant, and with the prodigy of the thing palpably, proving done, thus 
giving notice like some stark signboard — under that accession of accent the 
situation itself had turned; and Brydon at last remarkably made up his mind 
on what it had turned to, , 

‘ It had turned altogether to a different admonition; to a supreme hint, for 
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him> of the value of Discretion! This slowly dawned, no doubt— -for it could 
take its time; so perfectly, on his threshold, had he been stayed, so little as 
yet had he either advanced or retreated. It was the strangest of all things 
that now when, by his taking ten steps and applying his hand to a latch, or 
even his shoulder and his knee, if necessary, to a panel, all the hunger of his 
prime need might have been met, his high curiosity crowned, his unrest 
assuaged— it was amazing, but it was also exquisite and rare, that insistence 
should have, at a touch, quite dropped from him. Discretion— he jumped at 
that; and yet not, verily, at such a pitch, because it saved his nerves or his 
skin, but because, much more valuably, it saved the situation. When I say 
he “jumped” at it I feel the consonance of this term with the fact that— at 
the end indeed of I know not how long— he did move again, he crossed 
straight to the door. He wouldn’t touch it— it seemed now that he might // 
he would: he would only just wait there a little, to show, to prove, that he 
wouldn’t. He had thus another station, close to the thin partition by which 
revelation was denied him; but with his eyes bent and his hands held ojff 
in a mere intensity of stillness. He listened as if there had been something 
to hear, but this attitude, while it lasted, was his own communication. “If 
you won’t then— good: I spare you and I give up. You affect me as by the 
appeal positively for pity: you convince me that for reasons rigid and 
sublime— what do I know?— we both of us should have suffered. I respect 
them then, and, though moved and privileged as, I believe, it has never been 
given to man, I retire, I renounce— never, on my honour, to try again. So 
rest for ever— and let 

That, for Brydon was the deep sense of this last demonstration — solemn, 
measured, directed, as he felt it to be. He brought it to a close, he turned 
away; and now verily he knew how deeply he had been stirred. He retraced 
his steps, taking up his candle, burnt, he observed, well-nigh to the socket, 
and marking again, lighten it as he would, the distinctness of his footfall; 
after which, in a moment, he knew himself at the other side of the house. 
He did here what he had not yet done at these hours — he opened half a 
casement, one of those in the front, and let in the air of the night; a thing 
he would have taken at any time previous for a sharp rupture of his spell. 
His spell was broken now, and it didn’t matter — ^broken by his concession 
and his surrender, which made it idle henceforth that he should ever come 
back. The empty street — ^its other life so marked even by the great lamplit 
vacancy— was within call, within touch; he stayed there as to be in it again, 
high above it though he was still perched; he watched as for some comfort- 
ing common fact, some vulgar human note, the passage of a scavenger or a 
thief, some night-bird however base.' He would have blessed that sign of 
life; he would have welcomed positively the slow approach of his friend the 
policeman, whom he had hitherto only sought to avoid, and was not sure 
that if the patrol had come into sight he mightn’t have felt the impulse to 
get into relation with it, to hail it, on some pretext, from his fourth floor, ; ’ 
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The pretext that wouldn’t have been too silly or too compromising, the 
explanation that would have saved his dignity and kept his name, in such a 
case, out of the papers, was not definite to him : he w^as so occupied with the 
thought of recording his Discretion — as an effect of the vow he had just 
littered to his intimate adversary — that the importance of this loomed large 
and something had overtaken all ironically his sense of proportion. If there 
had been a ladder applied to the front of the house, even one of the ver- 
tiginous perpendiculars employed by painters and roofers and sometimes 
left standing overnight, he would have managed somehow, astride of the 
window-sill, to compass by outstretched leg and arm that mode of descent. 
If there had been some such uncanny thing as he had found in his room at 
hotels, a workable fire-escape in the form of notched cable or a canvas shoot, 
he would have availed himself of it as a proof— well, of his present delicacy. 
He nursed that sentiment, as the question stood, a little in vain, and even— 
at the end of he scarce knew, once more, how long^ — found it, as by the 
action on his mind of the failure of response of the outer world, sinking back 
to vague anguish. It seemed to him he had waited an age for some stir of 
the great grim hush; the life of the town was itself under a spell— so un- 
naturally, up and down the whole prospect of known and rather ugly 
objects, the blankness and the silence lasted. Had they ever, he asked him- 
self, the hard-faced houses, which had begun to look livid in the dim dawn, 
had they ever spoken so little to any need of his spirit? Great builded voids, 
great crowded stillnesses put on, often, in the heart of cities, for the small 
hours, a sort of sinister mask, and it was of this large collective negation 
that Brydon presently became conscious — all the more that the break of 
day was, almost incredibly, now at hand, proving to him what a night he 
had made of it. 

He looked again at his watch, saw what had become of his time-values 
(he had taken hours for minutes — not, as in other tense situations, minutes 
for hours) and the strange air of the streets was but the weak, the sullen 
flush of a dawn in which everything was still locked up. His choked appeal 
from his own open window had been the sole note of life, and he could but 
break off at last as for a worse despair. Yet while so deeply demoralised he 
was capable again of an impulse denoting — at least by his present measure — 
extraordinary resolution; of retracing his steps to the spot where he had 
turned cold with the extinction of his last pulse of doubt as to there being 
in the place another presence than his own. This required an effort strong 
enough to sicken him; but he had his reason, which overmastered for the 
moment everything else. There was the whole of the rest of the house to 
traverse, and how should he screw himself to that if the door he had seen 
closed were at present open? He could hold to the idea that the closing had 
practically been for him an act of mercy, a chance offered him to descend, 
depart; get off the ground' and; nevef again profane it. This conception held 
together, it worked ;;but whatifemeantfor him depended now clearly on the 
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amount of forbearance bis recent action, or rather his recent inaction^ had 
engendered. The image of the -'‘presence,” whatever it was, waiting there 
for him to go— this image had not yet been so concrete for his nerves as 
when he stopped short of the point at which certainty would have come to 
him. For, with all bis resolution, or more exactly with all his dread, he did 
stop short — he hung back from really seeing. The risk was too great and 
his fear too definite : it took at this moment an awful specific form. 

He knew— yes, as he had never known anything— that, he see the 

door open, it would all too abjectly be the end of him. It would mean that 
the agent of his shame— for his shame was the deep abjection — was once 
more at large and in general possession; and what glared him thus in the 
face was the act that this would determine for him. It would send him 
straight about to the window he had left open, and by that window, be long 
ladder and dangling rope as absent as they would, he saw himself micon- 
trollably insanely fatally take his way to the street. The hideous chance of 
this he at least could avert; but he could only avert it by recoiling in time 
from assurance. He had the whole house to deal with, this fact was still 
there; only he now knew that uncertainty alone could start him. He stole 
back from where he had checked himself— merely to do so was suddenly 
like safety — and, making blindly for the greater staircase, left gaping rooms 
and sounding passages behind. Here was the top of the stairs, with a fine 
large dim descent and three spacious landings to mark off. His instinct was 
all for mildness, but his feet were harsh on the floors, and, strangely, when 
he had in a couple of minutes become aware of this, it counted somehow 
for help. He couldn’t have spoken, the tone of his voice would have scared 
him, and the common conceit or resource of “whistling in the dark” 
(whether literally or figuratively) have appeared basely vulgar; yet he liked 
none the less to hear himself go, and when he had reached his first landing 
— taking it all with no rush, but quite steadily — that stage of success drew 
from him a gasp of relief. 

The house, withal, seemed immense, the scale of space again inordinate; 
the open rooms, to no one of which his eyes deflected, gloomed in their 
shuttered state like mouths of caverns; only the high skylight that formed 
the crown of the deep well created for him a medium in which he could 
advance, but which might have been, for queerness of colour, some watery 
imdcr-world. He tried to think of something noble, as that his property was 
really grand, a splendid possession; but this nobleness took the form too of 
the clear delight with which he was finally, to sacrifice it. They might come 
in now, the builders, the destroyers — they might come as soon as they would. 
At the end of two flights he had dropped to another zone, and from the 
middle of the third, with only one more left, he recognised the influence of 
the lower windows, of half-drawn blinds, of the occasional gleam of street- 
lamps, of the glazed spaces of the. vestibule, This was the bottom of the 
sea, which showed an illumination of its own and which he even saw paved 
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—when at a given moment he drew up to sink a long look over the banis- 
ters— with the marble squares of his childhood. By that time indubitably he 
felt^ as he might have said in a commoner cause^ better; it had allowed him 
to stop and draw breath, and the ease increased wdth^the sight of the old 
black-and-white slabs. But what he most felt was that now surely, with the 
element of impunity pulling him as by hard firm hands, the case was settled 
for what he might have seen above had he dared that last look. The closed 
door, blessedly remote now, was still closed— and he had only in short to 
reach that of the house. 

He came down further, he crossed the passage forming the access to the 
last flight; arid if here again he stopped an instant it was almost for the 
sharpness of the thrill of assured escape. It made him shut his eyes — which 
opened again to the straight slope of the remainder of the stairs. Here was 
impunity still, but impunity almost excessive; inasmuch as the sidelights 
and the high fan-tracery of the entrance were glimmering straight into the 
hall; an appearance produced, he the next instant saw, by the fact that the 
vestibule gaped wide, that the hinged halves of the inner door had been 
thrown far back. Out of that again the question sprang at him, making his 
eyes, as he felt, half-start from his head, as they had done, at the top of 
the house, before the sign of the other door. If he had left that one open, 
hadn’t he left this one closed, and wasn’t he now in most immediate pres- 
ence of some inconceivable occult activity? It was as sharp, the question, as 
a knife in his side, but the answer hung fire still and seemed to lose itself in 
the vague darkness to which the thin admitted dawn, glimmering archwise 
over the whole outer door, made a semicircular margin, a cold silvery 
nimbus that seemed to play a little as he looked — to shift and expand and 
contract. 

It was as if there had been something within it, protected by indistinct- 
ness and corresponding in extent with the opaque surface behind, the 
painted panels of the last barrier to his escape, of which the key was in his 
pocket. The indistinctness mocked him even while he stared, affected him 
as somehow shrouding or challenging certitude, so that after faltering an 
instant on his step he let himself go with the sense that here tvas at last 
something to meet, to touch, to take, to know-something all unnatural and 
dreadful, but to advance upon which was the condition for him either of 
liberation or of supreme defeat. The penumbra, dense and dark, was the 
virtual screen of a figure which stood in it as still as some image erect in a 
niche or as some black-vizored sentinel guarding a treasure. Brydon was 
to know afterwards, was to recall and make out, the particular thing he had 
believed during the rest of his descents, He saw, in its great grey glimmering 
margin, the central vagueness dimmish, and he felt it to be taking the very 
form toward which, for so many days, the passion of his curiosity had 
yearned. It gloomed, it loomed it was something, it was somebody, the 
prodigy of a personal presence. 
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Rigid and conscious, spectral yet human, a man of his own substance and 
stature waited there to measure himself with his power to dismay. This 
only could it be— this only till he recognised, with his advance, that what 
made the face dim was the pair of raised hands that covered it and in which, 
so far from being offered in defiance, it was buried as for dark deprecation. 
So Brydon, before him, took him in; with every fact of him now, in the 
higher light, hard and acute — his planted stillness, his vivid truth, his griz- 
zled bent head and white masking hands, his queer actuality of evening- 
dress, of dangling double eye-glass, of gleaming silk lappet and white linen, 
of pearl button and gold watch-guard and polished shoe. No portrait by a 
great modern master could have presented him with more intensity, thrust 
him out of his frame with more art, as if there had been “treatment,’' of the 
consummate sort, in his every shade and salience. The revulsion, for our 
friend, had become, before he knew it, immense — ^this drop, in the act of 
apprehension, to the sense of his adversary’s inscrutable manoeuvre. That 
meaning at least, while he gaped, it offered him; for he could but gape at 
his other self in this other anguish, gape as a proof that standing there 
for the achieved, the enjoyed, the triumphant life, couldn’t be faced in his 
triumph. Wasn’t the proof in the splendid covering hands, strong and com- 
pletely spread ? — so spread and so intentional that, in spite of a special verity 
that surpassed every other, the fact that one of these hands had lost two 
fingers, which were reduced to stumps, as if accidentally shot away, the face 
was effectually guarded and saved. 

“Saved,” though, would it be.f’ — Brydon breathed his wonder till the very 
impunity of his attitude and the very insistence of his eyes produced, as he 
felt, a sudden stir which showed the next instant as a deeper portent, while 
the head raised itself, the betrayal of a braver purpose. The hands, as he 
looked, began to move to open; then, as if deciding in a flash, dropped from 
the face and left it uncovered and presented. Horror, with the sight, had 
leaped into Brydon’s throat, gasping there in a sound he couldn’t utter; for 
the bared identity was too hideous as his, and his glare was the passion of 
his protest. The face, that face. Spencer Brydon’s ? — he searched it still, but 
looking away from it in dismay and denial, falling straight from his height 
of sublimity. It was unknown, inconceivable, awful, disconnected from any 

possibility ! He had been “sold,” he inwardly moaned, stalking such 

game as this : the presence before him was a presence, the horror within him 
a horror, but the waste of his nights had been only grotesque and the success 
of his adventure an irony. Such an identity fitted his at no point, made its 
alternative monstrous. A thousand times yes, as it came upon him nearer 
now — the face was the face of a stranger, it came upon him nearer now, 
quite as one of those expanding fantastic images projected by the magic 
lantern of childhood; for the stranger, whoever he might be, evil, odious, 
blatant, vulgar, had advanced as for aggression, arid he knew himself give 
ground. Then harder pressed still, sick with the force of his shock, and fall- 
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ing back as under tHe ho^t and the roused passion of a life larger than 

his own, a rage of personality before which his own collapsed, he felt the 
whole vision turn to darkness and his very feet give way. His head went 
round; he was going; he had gone. 


Ill 

What had next brought him back, clearly— though after how long?— was 
Mrs. Muldoon’s voice, coming to him from quite near, from so near that he 
seemed presently to see her as kneeling on the ground before him while he 
lay looking up at her; himself not wholly on the ground, but half-raised and 
upheld — conscious, yes, of tenderness of support and, more particularly, of 
a head pillowed in extraordinary softness and fainly refreshing fragrance. 
He considered, he wondered, his wit but half at his service; then another 
face intervened, bending more directly over him, and he finally knew that 
Alice Staverton had made her lap an ample and perfect cushion to him, and 
that she had to this end seated herself on the lowest degree of the staircase, 
the rest of his long person remaining stretched on his old black-and-white 
slabs. They were cold, these marble squares of his youth; but he somehow 
was not, in this rich return of consciousness — the most wonderful hour, 
little by little, that he had ever known, leaving him, as it did, so gratefully, 
so abysmally passive, and yet as with a treasure of intelligence waiting all 
round him for quiet appropriation; dissolved, he might call it, in the air of 
the place and producing the golden glow of a late autumn afternoon. He 
had come back, yes — come back from further away than any man but him- 
self had ever travelled; but it was strange how with this sense what he had 
come back to seemed really the great thing, and as if his prodigious journey 
had been all for the sake of it. Slowly but surely his consciousness grew, his 
vision of his state thus completing itself: he had been miraculously carried 
back — lifted and carefully borne as from where he had been picked up, the 
uttermost end of an interminable grey passage. Even with this he was 
suffered to rest, and what had now brought him to knowledge was the 
break in the long mild motion. 

It had brought him to knowledge, to knowledge — yes, this was the 
beauty of his state; which came to resemble more and more that of a man 
who has gone to sleep on some news of a great inheritance, and then, after 
dreaming it away, after profaning it with matters strange to it, has waked 
up again to serenity of certitude and has only to lie and watch it grow. 
This was the drift of his patience-^that he had only to let it shine on him. 
He must moreover, with intermissions, still have been lifted and borne; 
since why and how else should be have known himself, later on, with the 
afternoon glow intenser, no longer at the foot of his stairs— situated as these 
now seemed at that dark other end of his tunnel — ^but on a deep window- 
bench of his high, saloon^ ' over , which' had been spread, couch-fashion, a 
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mantle of soft stuff lined with grey fur that was familiar to his eyes and that 
one of his hands kept fondly feeling as for its pledge of truth. Mrs. Muh 
doon's face had gone, but the other, the second he had recognised, hung 
over him, in a way that showed how he was still propped and pillowed. He 
took it all in, and the more he took it the more it seemed to suffice: he was 
as much at peace as if he had had food and drink. It was the two women 
who had found him, on Mrs. Muldoon’s having plied, at her usual hour, her 
latch-key — and on her having above all arrived while Miss Staverton still 
lingered near the house. She had been turning away, all anxiety, from worry- 
ing the vain bell-handle — her calculation having been of the hour of the 
good woman s visit; but the latter, blessedly, had come up while she was 
still there, and they had entered together. He had then lain, beyond the 
vestibule, very much as he was lying now — quite, that is, as he appeared to 
have fallen, but all so wondrously without bruise or gash; only in a depth 
of stupor. What he most took in, however, at present, with the steadier 
clearance, was that Alice Staverton had for a long unspeakable moment not 
doubted he was dead. 

‘It must have been that I was/' He made it out as she held him. “Yes — I 
can only have died. You brought me literally to life. Only,” he wondered, his 
eyes rising to her, “only, in the name of all the benedictions, how?” 

It took her but an instant to bend her face and kiss him, and something 
in the manner of it, and in the way her hands clasped and locked his head 
while he felt the cool charity and virtue of her lips, something in all this 
beatitude somehow answered everything. “And now I keep you,” she said. 

“Oh keep me, keep me!” he pleaded while her face still hung over him: 
in response to which it dropped again and stayed close, clingingly close. It 
was the seal of their situation — of which he tasted the impress for a long 
blissful moment in silence. But he came back. “Yet how did you know ?” 

“I was uneasy. You were to have come, you remember — and you had 
sent no word.” 

“Yes, I remember — I was to have gone to you at one to-day.” It caught on 
to their “old” life and relation — which were so near and so far. “I was still 
out there in my strange darkness — where was it, what was it? I must have 
stayed there so long.” He could but wonder at the depth and the duration 
of his swoon. 

“Since last night?” she asked with a shade of fear for her possible in- 
discretion. 

“Since this morning — it must have been: the cold dim dawn of to-day. 
Where have I been,” he vaguely wailed, “where have I been?” He felt her 
hold him close, and it was as if this helped him now to make in all security 
his mild moan. “What a long dark day!” 

All in her tenderness she had waited. a moment* “In the cold dim dawn?” 
she quavered. 
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But he bad on piecing together the parts of the whole 

prodigy. ''As I didn’t turn up you came straight* ?” 

She barely cast about. “I went first to your hotel — where they told me of 
your absence. You had dined out last evening and hadn’t been back since. 
But they appeared to know you had been at your club.” 

"‘So you had the idea of this-- — ?" 

“Gf what?” she asked in a moment. 

'‘Well—of what has happened.” 

‘T believed at least you’d have been here. I’ve known, all along,” she said, 
“that you’ve been coming.” 

“ ‘Known’ it~?” 

“Well, I’ve believed it. I said nothing to you after that talk we had a 
month ago — but I felt sure. 1 knew you would," she declared. 

“That I’d persist, you mean?” 

“That you’d see him.” 

“Ah but I didn’t!” cried Brydon with his long wail. “There’s somebody — 
an awful beast; whom I brought, too horribly, to bay. But it’s not me.” 

At this she bent over him again, and her eyes were in his eyes. “No — it’s 
not you.” And it was as if, while her face hovered, he might have made out 
in it, hadn’t it been so near, some particular meaning blurred by a smile. 
“No, thank heaven,” she repeated — “it’s not you! Of course it wasn’t to have 
been.” 

“Ah but it was" he gently insisted. And he stared before him now as he 
had been staring for so many weeks. “I was to have known myself.” 

“You couldn’t!” she returned consolingly. And then reverting, and as if 
to account further for what she had herself done, “But it wasn’t only that, 
that you hadn’t been at home,” she went on. “I waited till the hour at which 
we had found Mrs. Muldoon that day of my going with you; and she 
arrived, as I’ve told you, while, failing to bring any one to the door, I 
lingered in my despair on the steps. After a little, if she hadn’t come, by 
such a mercy, I should have found means to hunt her up. But it wasn’t,” 
said Alice Staverton, as if once more with her fine intention — “it wasn’t 
only that.” 

His eyes, as he lay, turned back to her* “What more then?” 

She met it, the wonder she had stirred. “In the cold dim dawn, you say? 
Well, in the cold dim dawn of this morning I too saw you.” 

“Saw fne ?" 

“Saw him" said Alice Staverton. “It must have been at the same 
moment.” 

He lay an instant taking it m~as if he wished to be quite reasonable. 
“At the same moment?” 

“Yes — in my dream again, the same one I’ve named to you. He came 
back to me. Then I knew it for a sigh. He had come to you.” 

At this Brydon raised himself; he had to see her better. She helped him 
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when she understood his movement, and he sat up, steadying himself 
beside her there on the window-bench and with his right hand grasping 
her left/" J7^ didn't come to me ” 

“You came to yourself,” she beautifully smiled. 

“Ah Fve come to myself now — thanks to you, dearest. But this brute, 
with his awful face— this brute’s a black stranger. He’s none of me, tv tn 
as I might have been,” Brydon sturdily declared. 

But she kept the clearness that was like the breath of infallibility. “Isn’t 
the whole point that you’d have been different.?” 

He almost scowled for it. “As different as 

Her look again was more beautiful to him than the things of this world. 
“Haven’t you exactly wanted to know how different.? So this morning,” she 
said, “you appeared to me.” 

“Like^im?” 

“A black stranger!” 

“Then how did you know it was I?” 

“Because, as I told you weeks ago, my mind, my imagination, had worked 
so over what you might, what you mightn’t have been — to show you, you 
see, how I’ve thought of you. In the midst of that you came to me — that my 
wonder might be answered. So I knew,” she went on; “and believed that, 
since the question held you too so fast, as you told me that day, you too 
would see for yourself. And when this morning I again saw I knew it 
would be because you had — and also then, from the first moment, because 
you somehow wanted me. He seemed to tell me of that. So why,” she 
strangely smiled, “shouldn’t I like him.?” 

It brought Spencer Brydon to his feet. “You like^ that horror ?” 

“I could have liked him. And to me,” she said, “he was no horror. I had 
accepted him.” 

“ "Accepted’ .?” Brydon oddly sounded. 

“Before, for the interest of his difference — ^yes. And as I didn’t disown 
him, as / knew him — which you at last, confronted with him in his differ- 
ence, so cruelly didn’t, my dear — well, he must have been, you see, less 
dreadful to me. And it may have pleased him that I pitied him.” 

She was beside him on her feet, but still holding his hand — still with her 
arm supporting him. But though it all brought for him thus a dim light, 
“You "pitied’ him?” he grudgingly, resentfully asked. 

“He has been unhappy, he has been ravaged,” she said. 

“And haven’t I been unhappy? Am not I — ^you’ve only to look at me! — 
ravaged?” 

“Ah I don’t say I like him better*/ she granted after a thought. “But he’s 
grim, he’s worn— and things have happened to him. He doesn’t make shift, 
for sight, with your charming monocle.” 

“No”— it struck Brydon; “I couldn^t have sported mine "downtown.’ 
They’d have guyed me there.” 
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• ‘'His,;, great convex, pinc^ -saw I recognised the kind— is for his 

poor ruined sight. And his poor right hand — 

“AhThBrydon winced — whether for his proved identity or for his lost 
fingers. Then, “He has a million a year/’ he lucidly added. “But he hasn’t 
„you.”'" , 

“And he isn’t — no, he isn’t— she murmured as he drew her to his 
breast. , 


THE PROCURATOR OF JUDAEA 

Anatole France 

(1844-1924) 

TRANSLATED BY FREDERICK CHAPMAN 


L. AELius LAMIA, bom in Italy of illustrious parents, had not yet discarded 
the toga prcstexta when he set out for the schools of Athens to study 
philosophy. Subsequently he took up his residence at Rome, and in his 
house on the Esquiline, amid a circle of youthful wastrels, abandoned 
himself to licentious courses. But being accused of engaging in criminal 
relations with Lepida, the wife of Sulpicius Quirinus, a man of consular 
rank, and being found guilty, he was exiled by Tiberius C^sar. At that 
time he was just entering his twenty-fourth year. During the eighteen years 
that his exile lasted he traversed Syria, Palestine, Cappadocia, and Armenia, 
and made prolonged visits to Antioch, Caesarea, and Jerusalem. When, after 
the death of Tiberius, Caius was raised to the purple, Lamia obtained per- 
mission to return to Rome. He even regained a portion of his possessions. 
Adversity had taught him wisdom. 

He avoided all intercourse with the wives and daughters of Roman 
citizens, made no efforts towards obtaining office, held aloof from public 
honours, and lived a, secluded life in his house on the Esquiline. Occupying 
himself with the task of recording all the remarkable things he had seen 
during his distant travels, he turned, as he said, the vicissitudes of his years 
of expiation into a diversion for his hours of rest. In the midst of these calm 
employments, alternating with assiduous study of the w^orks of Epicurus, 
he recognized with a mixture of surprise and vexation that age was stealing 
upon him. In his sixty-second . year, being afflicted with an illness wffiicli 
proved in no slight degree troublesome, he decided to have recourse to 
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the waters at Bai^E. The coast at thatpoint^ once frequented by the halcyons 
was at this date the resort of the wealthy Roman, greedy of pleasure. For a 
week Lamia lived alone, without a friend in the brilliant crowd. Then one 
day, after dinner, an inclination to which he yielded urged him to ascend 
the incline, which, covered with vines that resembled bacchantes, looked 
out upon the waves. 

Having reached the summit he seated himself by the side of a path 
beneath a terebinth, and let his glances wander over the lovely landscape. 
To his left, livid and bare, the Phlegrsean plain stretched out towards the 
ruins of Cumse. On his right, Cape Misenum plunged its abrupt spur 
beneath the Tyrrhenian sea. Beneath his feet luxurious Baise, following the 
graceful outline of the coast, displayed its gardens, its villas thronged with 
statues, its porticos, its marble terraces along the shores of the blue ocean 
where the dolphins sported. Before him, on the other side of the bay, on 
the Campanian coast, gilded by the already sinking sun, gleamed the 
temples which far away rose above the laurels of Posilippo, whilst on the 
extreme horizon Vesuvius looked forth smiling. 

Lamia drew from a fold of his toga a scroll containing the Treatise upon 
Nature, txttndtd himself upon the ground, and began to read. But the 
warning cries of a slave necessitated his rising to allow of the passage of a 
litter which was being carried along the narrow pathway through the vine- 
yards. The litter being uncurtained, permitted Lamia to see stretched upon 
the cushions as it was borne nearer to him the figure of an elderly man of 
immense bulk, who, supporting his head on his hand, gazed out with a 
gloomy and disdainful expression. His nose, which was aquiline, and his 
chin, which was prominent, seemed desirous of meeting across his lips, and 
his jaws were powerful. 

From the first moment Lamia was convinced that the face was familiar 
to him. He hesitated a moment before the name came to him. Then sud- 
denly hastening towards the litter with a display of surprise and de- 
light— 

“Pontius Pilate!” he cried. “The gods be praised who have permitted me 
to see you once again!” 

The old man gave a signal to the slaves to stop, and cast a keen glance 
upon the stranger who had addressed him. 

“Pontius, my dear host,” resumed the latter, “have twenty years so far 
whitened my hair and hollowed my cheeks that you no longer recognize 
your friend iElius Lamia?” 

At this time Pontius Pilate dismounted from the litter as actively as the 
weight of his years and the heaviness of his gait permitted him, and em- 
braced iElius Lamia again and again. , 

“Gods! what a treat it is to me to see you once more! But, alas, you call 
up memories of those long-vanished days when I was Procurator of Judaea 
in the province of Syria. Why> it must be thirty; years ago that I first met 
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you. It was at Caesarea, whither you came to drag out your weary term o£ 
exile. I was fortunate enough to alleviate it a little, and out of friendship, 
Lamia, you followed me to that depressing place Jerusalem, where the Jews 
filled me with bitterness and disgust. You remained for more than ten. 
years my guest and my companion, and in converse about Rome and things 
Roman we both of us managed to find consolation — you for your mis- 
fortunes, and I for my burdens of State.” 

Lamia embraced him afresh. 

'‘You forget two things, Pontius; you are overlooking the facts that you 
used your influence on my behalf with Herod Antipas, and that your purse 
was freely open to me.” 

“Let us not talk of that,” replied Pontius, “since after your return to 
Rome you sent me by one of your freedmen a sum of money which repaid 
me with usury,” 

“Pontius, I could never consider myself out of your debt by the mere 
payment of money. But tell me, have the gods fulfilled your desires? Are 
you in the enjoyment of all the happiness you deserve? Tell me about your 
family, your fortunes, your health.” 

“I have withdrawn to Sicily, where I possess estates, and v^here I culti- 
vate wheat for the market. My eldest daughter, my best-beloved Pontia, 
who has been left a widow, lives with me, and directs my household. The 
gods be praised, I have preserved my mental vigour; my memory is not in 
the least degree enfeebled. But old age always brings in its train a long 
procession of griefs and infirmities. I am cruelly tormented with gout. And 
at this very moment you find me on my way to the Phlegraean plain in 
search of a remedy for my sufferings. From that burning soil, whence at 
night flames burst forth, proceed acrid exhalations of sulphur, which, so 
they say, ease the pains and restore suppleness to the joints. At least, the 
physicians assure me that it is so.” 

“May you find it so in your case, Pontius! But, despite the gout and its 
burning torments, you scarcely look as old as myself, although in reality 
you must be my senior by ten years. Unmistakably you have retained a 
greater degree of vigour than I ever possessed, and I am overjoyed to .find 
you looking so hale. Why, dear friend, did you retire from the public 
service before the customary age? Why, on resigning your governorship in 
Judaea, did you withdraw to a voluntary exile on your Sicilian estates? Give 
me an account of your doings from the moment that I ceased to be a wit- 
, ness of them. You were preparing to suppress a Samaritan rising when I set 
out for Cappadocia, where I hoped to draw some profit from the breeding 
of horses and mules. I have not, seen you since then. How did that expedi- 
tion succeed? Pray tell me. Everything interests me that concerns you in 

Pontius Pilate sadly shook his head. 

“My natural disposition,”, h^ said, , “as . well as a sense of duty, impelled me 
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to fulfill my public responsibilities, not merely with diligence, but even with 
ardour. But I was pursued by unrelenting hatred. Intrigues and calumnies 
cut short my career in its prime, and the fruit it should have looked to bear 
has withered away. You ask me about the Samaritan insurrection. Let us 
sit down on this hillock. I shall be able to give you an answer in a few 
words. Those occurrences are as vividly present to me as if they had hap- 
pened yesterday. 

‘A man of the people, of persuasive speech — there are many such to be 
met with in Syria— induced the Samaritans to gather together in arms on 
Mount Gerizim (which in that country is looked upon as a holy place) 
under the promise that he would disclose to their sight the sacred vessels 
which in the ancient days of Evander and our father, iEneas, had been 
hidden away by an eponymous hero, or rather a tribal deity, named Moses. 
Upon this assurance the Samaritans rose in rebellion; but having been 
warned in time to forestall them, I dispatched detachments of infantry to 
occupy the mountain, and stationed cavalry to keep the approaches to it 
under observation. 

'These measures of prudence were urgent. The rebels were already lay- 
ing siege to the town of Tyrathaba, situated at the foot of Mount Gerizim. 
I easily dispersed them, and stifled the as yet scarcely organized revolt. 
Then, in order to give a forcible example with as few victims as possible, I 
handed over to execution the leaders of the rebellion. But you are aware, 
Lamia, in what strait dependence I was kept by the proconsul Vitellius, 
who governed Syria not in, but against the interests of Rome, and looked 
upon the provinces of the empire as territories which could be farmed out 
to tetrarchs. The head-men among the Samaritans, in their resentment 
against me, came and fell at his feet lamenting. To listen to them, nothing 
had been further from their thoughts than to disobey Caesar. It was I who 
had provoked the rising, and it was purely in order to withstand my 
violence that they had gathered together round Tyrathaba. Vitellius listened 
to their complaints, and handing over the affairs of Judaea to his friend 
Marcellus, commanded me to go and Justify my proceedings before the 
Emperor himself. With a heart overflowing with grief and resentment I 
took ship. Just as I approached the shores of Italy, Tiberius, worn out with 
age and the cares of empire, died suddenly on the selfsame Cape Misenum, 
whose peak we see from this very spot magnified in the mists of evening. 
I demanded justice of Caius, his successor, whose perception was naturally 
acute, and who was acquainted with Syrian affairs. But marvel with me. 
Lamia, at the maliciousness of fortune, resolved on my discomfiture. Caius 
then had in his suite at Rome the Jew Agrippa, his companion, the friend 
of his childhood, whom he cherished as his own eyes. Now Agrippa 
favoured Vitellius, inasmuch as Vitellius was the enemy of Antipas, whom 
Agrippa pursued with his hatred. The Emperor adopted the prejudices of 
his beloved Asiatic, and refused even to listen to me. There was nothing for 
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me to do but bow beneath the stroke of unmented misforto With tears 
for my meat and gall for my portion, I withdrew to my estates in Sicily, 
where I should have died of grief if my sweet Pontia had not come to 
console her father. I have cultivated wheat, and succeeded in producing the 
fullest ears in the whole province. But now my life is ended; the future 
will judge between Vitellius and me.” 

‘Tontius,” replied Lamia, “I am persuaded that you acted towards the 
Samaritans according to the rectitude of your character, and solely in the 
interests of Rome. But were you not perchance on that occasion a trifle 
too much influenced by that impetuous courage which has always swayed 
you? You will remember that in Jud^a it often happened that I who, 
younger than you, should naturally have been more impetuous than you, 
was obliged to urge you to clemency and suavity.” 

“Suavity towards the Jews!” cried Pontius Pilate. “Although you have 
lived amongst them, it seems clear that you ill understand those enemies 
of the human race. Haughty and at the same time base, combining an in- 
vincible obstinacy with a despicably mean spirit, they weary alike your love 
and your hatred. My character. Lamia, was formed upon the maxims of the 
divine Augustus. When I was appointed Procurator of Judaea, the world 
was already penetrated with the majestic ideal of the pax romana. No 
longer, as in the days of our internecine strife, were we witnesses to the 
sack of a province for the aggrandisement of a proconsul. I knew where my 
duty lay. I was careful that my actions should be governed by prudence 
and moderation. The gods are my witnesses that I was resolved upon mild- 
ness, and upon mildness only. Yet what did my benevolent intentions avail 
me? You were at my side, Lamia, when, at the outset of my career as ruler, 
the first rebellion came to a head. Is there any need for me to recall the 
details to you ? The garrison had been transferred from Caesarea to take up 
its winter quarters at Jerusalem. Upon the ensigns of the legionaries ap- 
peared the presentment of Caesar. The inhabitants of Jerusalem, who did 
not recognize the indwelling divinity of the Emperor, were scandalized at 
this, as though, when obedience is compulsory, it were not less abject to 
obey a god than a man. The priests of their nation appeared before my 
tribunal imploring me with supercilious humility to have the ensigns re- 
moved from within the holy city. Out of reverence for the divine nature of 
Caesar and the majesty of the empire, I refused to comply. Then the rabble 
made common cause : with the priests, and all around the pretorium por- 
tentous cries of supplication arosCi, I ordered the soldiers to stack their 
spears in front of the tower of Antonia, and to proceed, armed only with 
sticks like lictors, to disperse the insolent crowd. But, heedless of blows, 
the Jews continued their entreaties, and the more obstinate amongst them 
threw themselves on the ground and, exposing their throats to the rods, 
deliberately courted death. You were a witness of my humiliation on that 
occasion, Lamiav By the order of YiteJHus I was forced to send the insignia 
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back to C^sarea. That disgrace I had certainly not merited. Before the 
immortal gods I swear that never once during my term of office did I flout 
justice and the laws. But I am grown old. My enemies and detractors are 
dead, I shall die unavenged. Who will now retrieve my character.'^” 

He moaned and lapsed into silence. Lamia replied— 

“That man is prudent who neither hopes nor fears anything from the 
uncertain events of the future. Does it matter in the least what estimate 
men may form of us hereafter? We ourselves are after all our own wit- 
nesses^ and our own judges. You must rely, Pontius Pilate, on the testimony 
you yourself bear to your own rectitude. Be content with your own per- 
sonal respect and that of your friends. For the rest, we know that mildness 
by itself will not suffice for the work of government. There is but little 
room in the actions of public men for that indulgence of human frailty 
which the philosophers recommend.*' 

“We’ll say no more at present,” said Pontius. “The sulphureous fumes 
which rise from the Phlegrsean plain are more powerful when the ground 
which exhales them is still warm beneath the sun’s rays. I must hasten on. 
Adieu! But now that I have rediscovered a friend, I should wish to take 
advantage of my good fortune. Do me the favour, iElius Lamia, to give me 
your company at supper at my house to-morrow. My house stands on the 
seashore, at the extreme end of the town in the direction of Misenum. You 
will easily recognize it by the porch which bears a painting representing 
Orpheus surrounded by tigers and lions, whom he is charming with the 
strains from his lyre. 

“Till to-morrow, Lamia,” he repeated, as he climbed once more into his 
litter. “To-morrow we will talk about Judsea,” 

The following day at the supper hour Lamia presented himself at the 
house of Pontius Pilate. Two couches only were in readiness for occupants. 
Creditably but simply equipped, the table held a silver service in which 
were set out beccaficos in honey, thrushes, oysters from the Lucrine lake, 
and lampreys from Sicily. As they proceeded with their repast, Pontius and 
Lamia interchanged inquiries with one another about their ailments, the 
symptoms of which they described at considerable length, mutually emulous 
of communicating the various remedies which had been recommended to 
them. Then, congratulating themselves on being thrown together once 
more at Baise, they vied with one another in praise of the beauty of that 
enchanting coast and the mildness of the climate they enjoyed. Lamia was 
enthusiastic about the charms of the courtesans who frequented the sea- 
shore laden with golden ornaments and trailing draperies of barbaric 
broidery. But the aged Procurator deplored the ostentation with which by 
means of trumpery jewels and filmy garments foreigners and even enemies 
of the empire beguiled the Romans of , their gold. After a time they turned 
to the subject of the great engineering feats that had been accomplished 
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in the country ; the prodigious bridge constructed by Caius between Puteoli 
and BaiXs and the canals which Augustus excavated to convey the waters 
of the ocean to Lake Avernus and the Lucrine lake, 

‘‘I also,'’ said Pontius, with a sigh, ‘T also wished to set afoot public works 
of great utility. When, for my sins, I was appointed Governor of Judxa, I 
conceived the idea of furnishing Jerusalem with an abundant supply of 
pure water by means of an aqueduct. The elevation of the levels, the pro- 
portionate capacity of the various parts, the gradient for the brazen 
reservoirs to which the distribution pipes were to be fixed-— -I had gone into 
every detail, and decided everything for myself with the assistance of 
mechanical experts. I had drawn up regulations for the superintendents so 
as to prevent individuals from making unauthorized depredations. The 
architects and the workmen had their instructions. I gave orders for the 
commencement of operations. But far from viewing with satisfaction the 
construction of that conduit, which was intended to carry to their town 
upon its massive arches not only water but health, the inhabitants of Jeru- 
salem gave vent to lamentable outcries. They gathered tumultuously to- 
gether, exclaiming against the sacrilege and impiousness, and, hurling them- 
selves upon the workmen, scattered the foundation stones. Can you picture 
to yourself, Lamia, a filthier set of barbarians ? Nevertheless, Vitellius de- 
cided in their favour, and I received orders to put a stop to the work.** 

“It is a knotty point,*’ said Lamia, “how far one is justified in devising 
things for the commonweal against the will of the populace.” 

Pontius Pilate continued as though he had not heard this interruption. 
“Refuse an aqueduct! What madness! But whatever is of Roman origin 
is distasteful to the Jews. In their eyes we are an unclean race, and our very 
presence appears a profanation to them. You will remember that they 
would never venture to enter the pretorium for fear of defiling themselves, 
and that I was consecjuently obliged to discharge my magisterial functions 
in an open-air tribunal on that marble pavement your feet so often trod, 
“They fear us and they despise us. Yet is not Rome the mother and 
warden of all those peoples who nestle smiling upon her venerable bosom ? 
With her eagles in the van, peace and liberty have been carried to the very 
confines of the universe. Those whom we have subdued we look on as our 
friends, and we leave those conquered races, nay, we secure to them the 
permanence of their customs and their laws. Did Syria, aforetime rent 
asunder'by its rabble of petty kings, ever even begin to taste of peace and 
prosperity until it submitted to the armies of Pompey.? And when Rome 
might have reaped a golden harvest as the price of her goodwill, did she lay 
hands on the hoards that swell the treasuries of barbaric temples.? Did she 
despoil the shrine of Cybele at Pessinus, or the Morimene and Cilician 
sanctuaries of Jupiter, or the temple of the Jewish god at Jerusalem? 
Antioch, Palmyra, and Apamea,.isecure, despite their wealth, and no longer 
in dread of the wandering Arab df the desert, have erected temples to the 
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genius of Rome and the divine Csesar. The Jews alone hate and withstand 
us. They withhold their tribute till it is wrested from them, and obstinately 
rebel against military service.” 

‘‘The Jews,” replied Lamia, “are profoundly attached to their ancient 
customs. They suspected you, unreasonably I admit, of a desire to abolish 
their laws and change their usages. Do not resent it, Pontius, if I say that 
you did not always act in such a way as to disperse their unfortunate 
illusion. It gratified you, despite your habitual self-restraint, to play upon 
their fears, and more than once have I seen you betray in their presence 
the contempt with which their beliefs and religious ceremonies inspired 
you. You irritated them particularly by giving instructions for the sacerdotal 
garments and ornaments of their high priest to be kept in ward by your 
legionaries in the Antonine tower. One must admit that though they have 
never risen like us to an appreciation of things divine, the Jews celebrate 
rites which their very antiquity renders venerable.” 

Pontius Pilate shrugged his shoulders. 

“They have very little exact knowledge of the nature of the gods,” he 
said. “They worship Jupiter, yet they abstain from naming him or erecting 
a statue of him. They do not even adore him under the semblance of a rude 
stone, as certain of the Asiatic peoples are wont to do. They know nothing 
of Apollo, of Neptune, of Mars, nor of Pluto, nor of any goddess. At the 
same time, I am convinced that in days gone by they worshipped Venus. 
For even to this day their women bring doves to the altar as victims; and 
you know as well as I that the dealers who trade beneath the arcades of 
their temple supply those birds in couples for sacrifice. I have even been 
told that on one occasion some madman proceeded to overturn the stalls 
bearing these offerings, and their owners with them. The priests raised an 
outcry about it, and looked on it as a case of sacrilege. I am of opinion that 
their custom of sacrificing turtle-doves was instituted in honour of Venus. 
Why are you laughing, Lamia.?” 

“I was laughing,” said Lamia, “at an amusing idea which, I hardly know 
how, just occurred to me. I was thinking that perchance some day the 
Jupiter of the Jews might come to Rome and vent his fury upon you. Why 
should he not.? Asia and Africa have already enriched us with a consider- 
able number of gods. We have seen temples in honour of Isis and the dog- 
faced Anubis erected in Rome. In the public squares, and even on the race- 
courses, you may run across the Bona Dea of the Syrians mounted on an 
ass. And did you never hear how, in the reign of Tiberius, a young patrician 
passed himself off as the horned Jupiter of the Egyptians, Jupiter Ammon, 
and in this disguise procured the favours of an illustrious lady who was too 
virtuous to deny anything to a god.? Beware, Pontius, lest the invisible 
Jupiter of the Jews disembark some day on the quay at Ostia!” 

At the idea of a god coming out of Judaea, a fleeting smile played over the 
severe countenance of the Procurator, Then. he replied gravely — 
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.“Hbw> would /:tK^ Jews raariage To dmpose; 'their sacred law ■ on outside 
peoples when they are in a 'perpetual state of tumult amongst themselves 
as to the interpretation of that law? You have seen them yourselves, Lamia, 
in the public squares, split up into twenty rival parties, with staves in their 
hands, abusing each other and clutching one another by the beard. You 
have seen them on the steps of the temple, tearing their filthy garments as 
a symbol of lamentation, with some wretched creature in a frenzy of 
prophetic exaltation in their midst. They have never realized that it is 
possible to discuss peacefully and with an even mind those matters con- 
cerning the divine which yet are hidden from the profane and wrapped in 
uncertainty. For the nature of the immortal gods remains hidden from us, 
and we cannot arrive at a knowledge of it. Though I am of opinion, none 
the less, that it is a prudent thing to believe in the providence of the gods. 
But the Jews are devoid of philosophy, and cannot tolerate any diversity 
of opinions. On the contrary, they judge worthy of the extreme penalty all 
those who on divine subjects profess opinions opposed to their law. And 
as, since the genius of Rome has towered over them, capital sentences pro- 
nounced by their own tribunals can only be carried out with the sanction 
of the proconsul or the procurator, they harry the Roman magistrate at 
any hour to procure his signature to their baleful decrees, they besiege the 
pretorium with their cries of ‘Death!’ A hundred times, at least, have I 
known them, mustered, rich and poor together, all united under their 
priests, make a furious onslaught on my ivory chair, seizing me by the skirts 
of my robe, by the thongs of my sandals, and all to demand of me—nay, 
to exact from me — the death sentence on some unfortunate whose guilt I 
failed to perceive, and as to whom I could only pronounce that he was as 
mad as his accusers. A hundred times, do I say! Not a hundred, but every 
day and all day. Yet it was my duty to execute their law as if it were ours, 
since I was appointed by Rome not for the destruction, but for the uphold- 
ing of their customs, and over them I had the power of the rod and the 
axe. At the outset of my term of office I endeavoured to persuade them to 
hear reason; I attempted to snatch their miserable victims from death. But 
this show of mildness only irritated them the more; they demanded their 
prey, fighting around me like a horde of vultures with wing and beak. 
Their priests reported to Caesar that I was violating their law, and their 
appeals, supported by Vitellius, drew down upon me a severe reprimand. 
How many times did I long, as the Greeks used to say, to dispatch accusers 
and accused in one convoy to the crows!” 

“Do not imagine, Lamia, that I nourish the rancour of the discomfited, 
the wrath of the superannuatedy against a people which in my person has 
prevailed against both Rome and tranquillity. But I foresee the extremity 
to which sooner or later they w;ill reduce us. Since we cannot govern them, 
w^e shall be driven to destroy -them; Never doubt it. Always in a state of 
insubordination, brewing rebellion, in their inflammatory minds, they will 
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one day burst forth upon us with a fury beside which the wrath of the 
Numidians and the mutterings of the Parthians are mere child’s play. They 
are secretly nourishing preposterous hopes, and madly premeditating our 
ruin. How can it be otherwise, when, on the strength of an oracle, they are 
living in expectation of the coming of a prince of their own blood whose 
kingdom shall extend over the whole - earth There are no half measures 
with such a people. They must be exterminated. Jerusalem must be laid 
waste to the very foundation. Perchance, old as I am, it may be granted me 
to behold the day when her walls shall fall and the flames shall envelop her 
houses, when her inhabitants shall pass under the edge of the sword, when 
salt shall be strown on the place where once the temple stood. And in that 
day I shall at length be justified.” 

Lamia exerted himself to lead the conversation back to a less acrimonious 
note. , . . 

‘Tontius,” he said, “it is not difficult for me to understand both your 
long-standing resentment and your sinister forebodings. Truly, what you 
have experienced of the character of the Jews is nothing to their advantage. 
But I lived in Jerusalem as an interested onlooker, and mingled freely with 
the people, and I succeeded in detecting certain obscure virtues in these 
rude folk which were altogether hidden from you. I have met Jews who 
were ail mildness, whose simple manners and faithfulness of heart recalled 
to me what our poets have related concerning the Spartan lawgiver. And 
you yourself, Pontius, have seen perish beneath the cudgels of your 
legionaries simple-minded men who have died for a cause they believed to 
be just without revealing their names. Such men do not deserve our con- 
tempt. I am saying this because it is desirable in all things to preserve 
moderation and an even mind. But I own that I never experienced any lively 
sympathy for the Jews. The Jewesses, on the contrary, I found extremely 
pleasing. I was young then, and the Syrian women stirred all my senses to 
response. Their ruddy lips, their liquid eyes that shone in the shade, their 
sleepy gaze pierced me to the very marrow. Painted and stained, smelling 
of nard and myrrh, steeped in odours, their physical attractions are both 
rare and delightful.” 

Pontius listened impatiently to these praises. 

“I was not the kind of man to fall into the snares of the Jewish women,” 
he said; “and since you have opened the subject yourself. Lamia, I was 
never able to approve of your laxity. If I did not express with sufficient 
emphasis formerly how culpable I held you for having intrigued at Rome 
with the wife of a man of consular rank, it was because you were then 
enduring heavy penance for your misdoings. Marriage from the patrician 
point of view is a sacred tie; it is one of the institutions which are the sup- 
port of Rome, As to foreign women and slaves, such relations as one may 
enter into with them would be of little account were it not that they 
habituate the body to a humiliating eflfcminacy., Let me tell you that you 
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have been too liberal in your offerings to the Venus of the Market-place; 
and what, above all, I blame in you is that you have not married in com- 
pliance with the law and given children to the Republic, as every good 
citizen is bound to do.” 

But the man who had suffered exile under Tiberius was no longer listen- 
ing to the venerable magistrate. Having tossed off his cup of Falernian, he 
was smiling at some image visible to his eye alone. 

After a moment’s silence he resumed in a very deep voice, which rose 
in pitch by little and little— - 

“With what languorous grace they dance, those Syrian women! I knew a 
Jewess at Jerusalem who used to dance in a poky little room, on a thread- 
bare carpet, by the light of one smoky little lamp, waving her arms as she 
clanged her cymbals. Her loins arched, her head thrown back, and, as it 
were, dragged down by the weight of her heavy red hair, her eyes swimming 
with voluptuousness, eager, languishing, compliant, she would have made 
Cleopatra herself grow pale with envy. I was in love with her Barbaric 
dances, her voice — a little raucous and yet so sweet — her atmosphere of 
incense, the semi-somnolescent state in which she seemed to live. I followed 
her everywhere. I mixed with the vile rabble of soldiers, conjurers, and 
extortioners with which she was surrounded. One day, however, she dis- 
appeared, and I saw her no more. Long did I seek her in disreputable 
alleys and taverns. It was more difHcult to learn to do without her than to 
lose the taste for Greek wine. Some months after I lost sight of her, I 
learned by chance that she had attached herself to a small company of men 
and women who were followers of a young Galilean thaumaturgist. His 
name was Jesus; he came from Nazareth, and he was crucified for some 
crime, I don’t quite know what. Pontius, do you remember anything about 
the man?” 

Pontius Pilate contracted his brows, and his hand rose to his forehead in 
the attitude of one who probes the deeps of memory. Then after a silence 
of some seconds — 

“Jesus?” he murmured, “Jesus — of Nazareth? I cannot call him to mind.” 
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Karl Emil Franzos 

(1848-1904) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


Early one may morning the scent of lilacs and roses in the gardens at 
Hilmteich was mingled with the odour of strong tobacco, beer, herrings 
and hot sausages— a phenomenon that usually occurred only towards eve- 
ning. The “Germans” of Graz were giving their seniors and themselves a 
“cat’s breakfast” there. There was every excuse for it, for the carousal of 
the night before, in celebration of the Club’s thirtieth anniversary, had gone 
with such a swing that it only broke up at dawn; whereupon the whole 
company, including all the freshmen, had reeled out of the Puntigam Beer 
Tavern in a high state of elation and made their way straight to Hilmteich 
as the town was just waking up. 

The breakfast too was a glorious affair. There were hard on a couple of 
hundred red Cerevises, or club caps, adorned with an elaborately embroid- 
ered G, on fair heads and dark heads, grey heads and bald heads. The 
company was now reinforced by a score of seniors, old gentlemen who were 
not as a rule much pleased to be reminded that they too had once been 
members of the “dangerous” club, whose first proceeding in the year 1876 
had been to send a telegram of greetings to Bismarck. And manfully they 
played their part, even though the weakness of the flesh could not always 
keep pace with the ardour of the spirit. When towards midday the chorus : 
“Oh, glorious college days” rose above the din, they joined heartily in the 
tune though the words escaped them: 

One drafts reports with sombre frown, 

A foe to witticisms, 

Another drones in cap and gown, 

A third scrawl criticisms. 

--and the fingers the old boys wagged at one another trembled more than 
they intended. 

Yet not one of them made a move to go. They had to keep it up as long 
as his Excellency remained seated. It was out of the question for anyone to 
leave until he gave the signal. He was only a shop-keeper’s son, who had 
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taken to the law and within twenty years had risen to be a baron and a 
minister; he was now one of the highest officials of the state and once the 
breeze over the Czechs died down he was bound to have his chance again. 
Today he sat in the place of honour next the ‘‘spokesiiian” of the club, a 
sturdy young Carinthian with fearsoniely gashed cheeks; and he sat as 
blithe and erect as he had during the festivities of the night before, after 
arriving by the evening express from Vienna, carrying it off, as he always 
did, by his power to captivate all about him. 

Nature herself had cast him for the part. He had a slender, well- 
proportioned figure and there was grace as well as strength in every 
movement he made. His head, set on a magnificent neck, was the de- 
spair of the black-and-white artists of the Vienna newspapers, for it was 
impossible to caricature without removing all trace of a likeness. His open, 
rounded brow was framed in light, curly hair, his nose was bold and well- 
cut, with sensitive nostrils, and his chin set like a wedge and yet not 
obstinate. Profiles such as his might be found among the poachers of his 
native Tauern, but no^ a mouth of so soft a charm as his. Last but not least 
there were his eyes, radiantly blue eyes in which for all their keenness there 
was always an engaging expression. Ypn had only to look at him to see that 
he could hit fortune on the wing and had never failed to bag any game 
that caught his fancy. 

Very different game from the artless company he was now set on wanning 
back to him. The Germania Club had been not only astonished but indig- 
nant when the telegram arrived the day before announcing his intention of 
attending the celebrations; he, the vile apostate, who a few years before had 
instructed the public prosecutor to take severe measures against treason- 
able speeches at German nationalist celebrations. A man like that daring to 
show his nose! They decided to give him, a rough-house, and the freshmen 
even brought whistles with them for that laudable purpose. But as soon as 
he came in, wearing the black, red and gold ribbon adorned with the signs 
of the zodiac across his chest, the Cerevis on his blond head and a sunny 
smile on his lips, they were silent and confounded. They could not believe 
that this handsome, affable man, who would never be credited with more 
than three-fourths of his forty-five years, could be the morose, unbending 
minister they had taken him for. You had only to shake hands with him to 
be won over at once; there was a warmth and cordiality in the grasp of his 
hand that seemed to say: “Frn nothing out of the common, a fellow like 
you could get as far. Let’s be friends!” 

But in the course of the evening the reconciliation w'as wrought up to 
the pitch of enthusiasm by a single gesture. Of course at the conclusion of 
“Deutschland, Deutschland fiber alles!” the “spokesman” made an uncom- 
promising speech about “pur hopes,” and of course there was present a 
particularly officious superintendent of police, Herr Franz Nawratil, repre- 
''.senting: His Majesty,. the-Mng and. Emperor,, .who first pricked up his ears 
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and then sharpeiied his pencil and finally cut the speaker shorty and of 
course an angry “pereat'' thereupon went the round of the whole assembly. 
But, in spite of the excitement which ensued, not an eye missed what next 
occurred at the seniors’ table: the ex-minister leapt impulsively to his feet 
as though urged by an irresistible force; he drew himself up to his full 
height, a deep flush overspread his intrepid face, which was almost con- 
torted by the violence of his feelings, and with right arm extended he stood 
there and stared at the Czech, the ojEcer of the Dual Monarchy, until the 
man went pale and collapsed. The manly rage of a German had flared out 
and shown that patience was at last exhausted. 

Bud as ever, he had his wits about him. He did not forget that others 
had as long a memory as he, or that the instructions Herr Nawratil had 
just carried out had been signed by himself! For that reason his hand 
instantly fell limply to his side; the colour left his face as it clouded over, 
and he sank dismayed into his chair. But after a moment his face cleared 
again; he stretched his hand out across the broad tavern table to his vis-a-vis, 
a long-haired Grammar-Schoormaster, who had recently Been reprimanded 
for a thin volume of political verse. “From now on we fight shoulder to 
shoulder!” The words remained unspoken but everyone read them in his 
look. The schoolmaster’s eyes filled as he grasped the proffered hand and 
the company was proud to witness the historic moment which restored 
its great son to the German people of Austria. The reporters, who were 
able to telegraph their accounts of the sensational episode to the Vienna 
newspapers that very night, were the most delighted of all. And now, while 
he was being feasted at Hilmteich, the whole of Austria rang with his 
name and his reputation shone with all its old lustre. All this without a 
word’s having been uttered which could be brought up against him. 

Nevertheless, he was no lover of ceremonious speeches. They were not 
in keeping with a man of his clubbable, cordial disposition. The night be- 
fore he had forbidden the reprimanded poet to propose his health and now, 
the morning after, he put a veto oh any such mark of homage. “For God’s 
sake, boys, don’t be so tactless! At a ‘cat’s breakfast’ too. And if anyone calls 
me Excellency again I’ll bring my tankard down on his head!” And so the 
familiar “thou” was bandied to and fro.' The subservient kept it up just 
because he was an Excellency and the out-and-outers because after all he 
w^as such a thorough-going nationalist. When the. talk— ^Lord knows how, 
for no one noticed how cunningly he steered it in that direction — turned 
on the forthcoming elections to, complete the Council of the Empire, the 
long-haired schoolmaster suddenly, shouted enthusiastically: “Well have 
you brought in for Leibnitz! Say the word, brother, and you’re elected.” 
Whereupon the great man blushed, in his modesty— and, he did really blush 
— and could only stammer his thanks. When he was urged on all hands to 
accept nomination he was deeply .moved. “Ifl.can and, above all, if you can 
find no one better. You ,must think' twice':, MditMceyagaih,’’^ And he -stuck , 



226 


TELLERS OF TALES 


to it, say what they liked; their only consolation was that he was obviously 
disposed to accept the kind oiffer. 

One man alone held aloof. He had scarcely spoken a word throughotit 
the whole carousal He was a small, thin man between forty and fifty; his 
face had a gentle expression and a look of ill-health and the short beard 
that framed his face was already quite grey. He had followed the discussion 
With a quiet smile on his lips and now he nodded to himself as though 
something he had puzzled over in vain was suddenly clear to him. He was 
sitting opposite his Excellency, at his Excellency’s wish, not his own. By 
rights he had no claim to so exalted a place. Every finger had pointed at 
him when the allusion to critics came in the song shortly before. It was 
Franz Hubmann, dramatic critic on a Graz newspaper, a position he had 
held for the last twenty-five years. 

Then a faint chime came wafted faintly on the warm spring air. It was 
the clock of the ancient little Leechkirche striking one. “Good Lord, I must 
run if I want to catch the Vienna train.” 

At this signal chairs were pushed back and the company rose, some more, 
some less heavily, to their feet; and lastly the stalwart “spokesman” said : 

“Must your Ex ”, but that was against the rules of the club. “You off.?” 

he corrected himself, but that was lacking in respect. Then he found the 
way out. “Has the time to go really come.?” The question was repeated in 
the same tone on all sides. Only two of the seniors jumped up simultane- 
ously and shouted as though with one voice: “Fll see you off, Hans!” No 
wonder, for one was a district judge who wanted to be elevated to the 
Supreme Court, the other was a prison doctor who had long been asking 
for a rise. The way they shouted it out in unison was extraordinarily comic, 
but nobody paid any attention. Nor did his Excellency hear them appar- 
ently. 

“Come with me, Hubmann,” he said, and when the critic demurred he 
added insistently: “Do, Franz.” 

At this Hubmann got up and followed him, but the guest of honour had 
many hands still to shake and many effusive speeches to listen to before 
they were outside in the road. Cheers pursued them as they walked on. 

As soon as they were out of earshot the object of this acclamation stopped, 
stretched as though a load had fallen from his shoulders and heaved a sigh. 
“Well, well, how jolly it all was, so hearty— really delightful But we should 
have left a bit sooner.” 

Hubmann looked him straight in the face. “No,” he said, “not a minute 
sooner . . But when his companion looked questioningly at him, he re- 
plied only with his quiet smile and said no more. 

The handsome face frowned but next moment broke into a hearty 
laugh. 

“You haven’t changed, Franz! . The wily fellow had his axe to grind 
. * . And what Machiavellian trick am I up to with you?” 
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could tell you that too,” Hubmann replied. 

“You could? You make me really inquisitive now 

“It can’t be put in one word,” the critic replied. “Or if it could it would 
sound— unkind . . . Now, Hans,” he resumed, “there’s not a great deal of 
time if you’re going to catch that train.” And he pointed to the horse-tram, 
which was just going to start. 

“That contraption!” Hans laughed. “God forbid! I’m going by the night 
train, of course. Travelling by day at my time of life! The day is for 
enjoyment and a railway carriage is only meant for sleeping in : . . This 
way, Franz, if you’re game, by Hilmgasse and up on to the Rosenberg and 
then down into the town by our old path. You haven’t forgotten it?” 

“How could I?” was the reply. “I’ve loved the old path all my days.” 

Once more a shadow clouded that fearless face, and again it was laughed 
away, “Pin-pricks don’t draw blood . . . but all the same you shouldn’t 
indulge in them,” he went on in a cordial tone, putting his arm round his 
friend’s shoulder. “Don’t let us spoil this happy occasion. I’ve been looking 
forward to it all the time we’ve been celebrating. You’ll go the same old 
walk with your old Franz, I kept telling myself, and have a heart-to-heart 
talk and it will all be good again, as it was in the good old days . . 

He stopped and looked full in his eyes. 

“And now, Franz, what are you angry with me for?” 

The writer returned the look without flinching. 

“Must you?” he asked gravely. “There’s hardly a thing we can sky to one 
another we don’t know already. And is there any sense at our time of life 
in probing to the bottom of things? I knew at once that that was your aim, 
and the one, not very kind word I kept back a moment ago was “rehabilita- 
tion’.” And when he was answered by a gesture of protest: “Or however 
you choose to put it* You want to explain yourself to me, to prove that you 
could not have behaved otherwise than as you have behaved. Put it how you 
like. You see, I know you better perhaps than anyone else in the world does 
and since I know that the leopard cannot change his spots I am not angry 
with you, but ” 

He stopped and shut his lips tight as though to prevent a word escaping 
against his will. 

“But sad,” the minister put in. “You admit I must go my own way until 
the devil claims me, but in my youth I might still have been an honest 
fellow.” He said it without scorn or bitterness, though in a tone of raillery, 
and then went on earnestly: “But I, your closest friend in those old days, 
have got to be pleased when I see what has become of you, you the most 
talented of us all, the man we dreamed would be a second Lessing or at 
least a second Vischer . . . Tell me, Franz, if anyone were to look at us 
now, which of us would seem the more incomprehensible— you or I?” 

“It would depend,” the other replied with deliberation, “what sort of 
man it was and whether he set more store by a great career or a good 
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conscience . . . No, no,” he, said abruptly,- cutting himself short, “not an- 
other word about itf It’s bad enough when two people, who have been as 
fond of one another as we two, fall apart— why should they quarrel on the 
top of it ? And besides, it would be so pointless. Word of honour, Hans, 
why is it you want to talk me over?, Isn’t it because any person you cannot 
captivate is a thorn in your side? It is not purely vanity : it is a eharacteristie 
that goes to the very roots of your nature, andit has its good side. You play 
to win, but always in a friendly spirit! You like to push obstacles gently 
from your path. And you live up to it; you don’t often clear a path for 
yourself by a punch in the ribs and I know well that you would never use a 
poisoned dagger. A decent fellow, in fact, and why should anyone be 
churlish with a fellow like that? It seems to you incredible and— it under- 
mines your self-confidence. I agree you wouldn’t take it so hardly if I were 
someone else; it’s pur old frieridship, I know. But I can’t help it. What 
drives us apart is, after all, a conflict of principles . . 

‘'You’re wrong there!” Hans exclaimed. ‘Trinciples? Fm every bit as 
principled a person as you are. It’s the contrast of temperament, of age. 
Yes, of age. Don’t look at rrie with such astonishment. I know you’re a few 
months younger than I am. But that does not alter the fact that you belong 
to the old brigade and I to the young. You were an old man at eighteen 
and I shall be a boy at eighty!: That’s the trouble.” 

The critic shrugged his shoulders. “Possibly,” he said. “If it’s any comfort 
to you . . . and there’s a grain of truth in it, I agree . . .” 

“No, the whole truth! Young people like me take advantage of the day, 
the passing hour; they know instinctively without needing to bother their 
heads over it that life is not a preordained whole but made up of days and 
hours. Enjoy the day and the day’s work; the next day brings other work 
and let’s hope other joys. In this way we keep responsive, alive, self-reliant, 
adventurous. And egoistic, you are saying to yourself, I know. Well, is that 
a crime? Not unless one employs poisoned daggers — and you have ac- 
quitted me of that. Think first of yourself, that too is part of the gospel of 
youth. You throw my career in my teeth — but what right have you? I owe 
it to my hard work, my gifts, my personality. As a student I w^as an ultra- 
nationalist. Was I not to be a judge on that account? Is one a better German 
if one despairs of Austria or maintains it to be a part of Germany? And 
when I became a Minister was I not to carry out my duty? Certainly in 

view of today’s doings I say good-bye to the hope ” 

, “ — of being a Minister again very soon,” Hubmann put in. “However, you 
have at last seen to the bottom of the fundamental law of the Imperial and 
Royal, Austro-Hungarian pedagogy: The birch for good children and cake 
for the naughty ones. That is why you are pleased we are beginning to get 
naughty and why you join us.Tj^rhaps: that may get you on faster; but once 
you are a Minister again you’ll soon help make us good again . . Hans 
ghoul to np/m indignation,. butTranz went on: “Sorry, but that is 
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what I thinL And it is possible, nay, probable, that you will achieve your 
aim. I looked in at the office before driving out to Hilmteich. There was 
a pile of telegrams. All the Vienna morning papers are discussing your 
presence at yesterday’s club meeting and the scene with the superintendent.” 

The politician had clearly quite got over his annoyance. “In what tone.?” 
he asked hastily. ^ 

''Exactly in the tone you meant them to. If even a man like you loses 
patience, and so on. We can come back by Stempfergasse, where our print- 
ing works are, and Fllget you a galley-proof . . . But enough of that, or at 
least of you. If you must stick to your theme at any cost, you can prove to 
me that I was always as old as you say. Or HI do it for you. Certainly I 
have never been self-assured or adventurous, nor, I think, more egoistic 
than everyone is bound to be, and if it belongs only to age to see life as a 
whole and to look to the end in all one does, in a word, to be conscientiGUs, 
then I agree that I have always been an old man.” 

“Yes, an old man!” Hans exclaimed. “But it’s a thousand pities. There 
was no need for it and there is still time to alter it. I admit your book on 
the drama can never now be more than a torso— it is too late now for that. 
But you could still have a sphere of work worthy of your talents. It’s a 
scandal that you are still the Lessing of Graz, at a farthing a line — why, 
even as a student you were too good for that. I know that time and time 
again you need only have said the word to be on a Vienna paper, and each 
time you refused. But I could never make head or tail of your reasons. 
‘They want witty causeries in Vienna,’ you used to say. ‘And I can’t do that 
kind of thing.’ Devil take it, if they had only wanted that, they would not 
have offered you the job. But to come to the point, Franz, you had one 
genuine reason, though you never mention it, and it is because this no 
longer stands in your way that I am bringing the matter up again, as I 
should not otherwise have done. You know I have influence with the 
Vienna press. Say yes and within six months at longest you’re there.” 

“Thank you, it’s very good of you. But it’s too late for that too . . . 
What is the genuine reason you allude to.?” 

“Well of course — your scruples about your wife. You have been a 
widower for spme months now,” 

The critic came to a stop and a faint flush tinged his pallid cheeks. 

“Yes,” he said, looking straight at his friend, “it was that above all. Here 
she felt fairly happy. At least she had her sister. In Vienna she would have 
been utterly alone. And also I could not have kept an eye on my two boys 
in the capital as well as I can here. But, to be- honest, it was not merely my 
scruples on her account and the children’s. Here, people by degrees have 
stopped asking why my wife was never to be seen anywhere, why we had 
no social life. Everybody knew. And in Vienna all Yhe gossip would start 
afresh ... It is not that I have any reason for shame. I can look any man 
ill the face. But all the same it gets on your nerves when you know that 
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the most intimate m of your life are the subject of ceaseless tittle- 
tattle . . . But/' he adde4 breathing more freely, “y^^ not think that 
I regret having made the poor girl my wife on that account You were 
wrong there— you haven’t forgotten our talk about it?’* 

“I should think not! It was twenty-two years ago and on this very spot. 
But much later in the year, early in August — and in September the wedding 
took place! How could I fail to remember it? All that a man could do to 
keep you from it I did . , 

■ ‘Yes. But fortunately you did not succeed.” 

/‘Fortunately?” Hans exclaimed. “You say that still — today? And after 
confessing a moment ago that it was actually nothing but your marriage 
that kept you here in a provincial town with no scope for your talents and 
sunk in petty cares ? . . . Pardon me, Franz. Honestly I don’t want to hurt 
you, but it’s past my understanding.” 

“In spite of knowing me so well?” the writer asked. “It is just because 
I was an ‘old man’ even in those days and because I found strength to do 
my duty and because I stuck to it and shall stick to it that I can never regret 
my decision. On the contrary, if I had followed your advice how miserable 
I should have been for the rest of my life.” 

“You mean that she would have destroyed herself? Do you really believe 
that today? She was not a light girl, I know. But she was a seamstress, her 
sister was a waitress, her mother a cook and therefore she had the moral 
outlook of her station on life. She did not kill herself when her first lover, 
the shoemaker, left her in the lurch and still less would she have done so 
on your account.” 

“It was not that I meant. But she was with child by me. And what 
would have become of my child? That is why I did it. No doubt it would 
have been better for me if I had never known her. But once it happened I 
had to pay — thank God, I prevailed on myself to do so. She was a good 
wife to me; it was fortunate too that she had only boys. They were easier 
to bring up. But however it had turned out it was lucky for me that I did 
my duty. Now I have the consolation of being able to say: I have no one 
on my conscience, no one ” 

“Except yourself!” 

“Better myself than another.” 

“Yes, if that were really the question; But it is not! It is not,” the poli- 
tician repeated almost passionately. “If you want to call that sort of thing 
a sin, where does the sin lie? It lies with Youth. And therefore it is not 
right that we should atone as grown men with our whole lives. These 
affairs are, best ended in the spirit in which they are begun — the spirit of 
Y'outh. What would come of most young people otherwise? Fev/ would 
ever arrive at having educated wives, and think of all the well-broughMip 
girls of good family who .would never find suitable husbands at all,” 

“There is a grain of truth ih: that too,” the other replied. “Except that 



YOUTH 


231 


everyone is the keeper of his own eonscience. You got away with it and I 
did not.” , 

“I?” Hans asked with a smile. “So far as I remember I have never spoken 
to you on the subject. But I don’t deny, of course, that I have had troubles 
of the sort. And once I was very, very near the edge of the precipice.” 

“I got that impression at the very time we are speaking of,” Hubmann 
said. “Friendship’s all very well, but you spoke then with a heart that’s only 
inspired when the cause is one’s own! You must have been through it just 
before.?’”' 

“At that very time,” Hans replied. 

For some moments they said no more. They climbed in silence to the 
top of the Rosenberg, What in their young days had been a narrow, stony 
path was now a well-kept road, with pretty villas on either side, but the 
same beeches and pines still rose from the steep hillside, and over their 
tops the same lovely and luxuriant landscape still met the eye. The old 
grey town with its medley of tall gables and towers, from which rose the 
m^assive tower-crowned fortress of the Schlossberg, was at their feet, its 
crag circled by the broad green ribbon of the swift Mur; but stretching far 
beyond it on every side as far as the eye could see, bathed in a sea of light, 
were the white villas of the modern town, their gardens veiled in green 
and bluish haze and, like a wreath flung around them, the gold of the 
ripening fields of corn. There are many landscapes of more striking and 
compelling beauty, but few that have such a gentle and soothing charm. 

They surveyed the scene in silence and when they came to an old and 
spreading oak, past which a path wound its way to the bottom, they 
stopped by common consent and sat on the tree’s mossy roots. 

“It was here,” Hans said. “Our friendship’s oak — you remember, how 
they used to tease us about it. But all the same we chose the loveliest spot.” 
His eyes lit up as they swept the horizon. “How lovely it is . . 

Hubmann nodded sadly. “Lovely as on the first of days,” he quoted. 
“And the sight gives one strength too. How often have I climbed up to 
this spot in bitterness of heart and then taken the path back into my life, 
my grief assuaged . . 

He looked out across the country. On the far side of the Mur a black 
serpent slowly wound its way from a group of white, shimmering 
masonry and then sped ever faster through the deep green of the meadows, 
until it was lost to sight behind the sunlit rocks of Costing. “That,” he said 
pointing, “didn’t make it any easier for me.” And he smiled sadly. 

“The train to Vienna?” Hans cried out. “It shan’t worry us today! Later, 
some other time, not today. Come on! We’re having a holiday . . . today 
we’re young again.” ■ 

Hubmann glanced at his friend. He saw his handsome, vivacious face, his 
sparkling eyes and slim, athletic figure, “You have never been anything 
else,” he said with a smile, and in his glance there flickered a gleam of 
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the tenderness which used once to light his face as he looked at this 
magnificent young fellow who was his dearest friend. “Inside and out.” 

“Outside because inside ” the politician said smiling. “Franz, old boy, if 
only you would take a leaf from my book even now. You’ve no idea how 
jolly and how sensible it is to be young, and how beautiful Yes, beauti- 
ful, Franz. That should count for something with you. You who are an 
aesthete by profession.” And when Franz looked questioningly at him, he 
added: “Fm thinking of the story we touched on just now.” 

“I don’t know it, you see,” Hubmann answered. “But was the end beau- 
tiful too.?” 

“Perhaps! Only you must see the end in the right perspective and look 
back on it from today. From that point of view it is even instructive as well 
But I don’t tell you the story for that reason, but because old times come 
back so clearly to me today. I’d like to talk of them . . 

And he began: 

“Well, it was at the very time when you were plumbing the depths 
of joy and sorrovv^ with Kathl That winter, my seventh term, I had more 
than my fill of work and pleasure, though, as you know, I was always a 
glutton for both. I was president of the Students’ Society, ‘spokesman’ of the 
‘Germania,’ tutor in Baron Walchberg’s family, in demand at every ball, 
not to mention five lectures daily and the-— Cornaro. You haven’t for- 
gotten her.? Therese Cornaro, nee Schlogelmaier, from Munich, second 
lady at the Thalia Theatre. You always hauled her over the coals unmerci- 
fully. She was a charming girl all the same and a decent girl too in her way 
— for what could I, a poor student, offer her.? It was just as well for both 
of us when she got an engagement at Prague for Easter, and when that was 
fixed up I made a clean sweep of everything else that could get in my way. 
I slipped all bonds, onerous and honourable, gave up my job with Walch- 
berg, came down on my uncle, the inn-keeper at Dollach, for a loan of two 


hundred florins and made up my mind to swot, till I couldn’t see, from the 
spring until the autumn. For I had the second civil service examination to 
take in August, the third in October and both with honours; that too was 
essential I knew very well it wasn’t of great importance to my future 
career — Good Lord, what did I care.? If I had played a leading part in 
University life and was looked on as a promising fellow, it had precious 
little to do with the examinations I had passed! But it was, so to say, 
part of my programme and so it had to be , . 

Hubmann smiled. “So this' was the young fellow who lived only for the 
day,” he said with kindly raillery. “But I know what you would say in reply 
to that—forgive my interruption. And so you moved into that garden 
pavilion in the Heinrichstrasse and buried yourself in your books. I remem- 
ber, It was nothing but a cabin, but its bulging sides were wreathed in ivy, 
and all round there was a large, half-derelict garden. It was quite 
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'It was; But that was not^^^w chose it, but because it gave me exactly 
\vhat I wanted— silence and seclusion. The gardener had once inhabited it, 
but now the old couple in the big house let their grounds run wild; mean- 
while they were glad enough of the few coppers of rent. I dug myself in 
there and for some weeks I didn't see a soul except the old woman who 
tidied up my den for me in the mornings. It was a bit dreary when it 
rained, I grant, but . all the more beautiful when the sun shone again. 
Through all the windows the limes besieged me with their blossoming 
branches and I sat embowered in light and scent and the songs of birds; if 
I chose to go out there was beauty at every turn — everywhere trees were in 
blossom and the neglected flowers pushed up their blooms through rank 
grass and bushes. In spite of the staid law book in my hand, which I 
memorised aloud, I often felt I was the victim of enchantment in that 
luxuriant wilderness, stretching on apparently without end. For though, a 
low hedge bounded my domain at no great distance from my cabin, another 
garden began on the other side which also seemed to be in a state of derelic- 
tion — a pathless tangle of trees and weeds with a pile of tree trunks here 
and there. And now and then I heard the grating sounds, of plane and saw. 
A carpenter’s shop, apparently; but naturally I did not think twice about it.” 

Hubmann’s features came to life. 

"A carpenter’s shop?” he muttered and then nodded to himself as his 
habit w^as when anything became clear to him. And he listened more 
attentively than before. 


Hans did not notice anything. 

“But that was not for long,” he went on. “I soon became very inquisitive 
about my neighbours. Between my cabin and the hedge there w^as a tall rose 
bush in full bloom. One day, when I came back from my midday meal, I 
noticed at once that a whole lot of roses had only just been picked, and the 
tall grass was freshly trodden in a track leading to the hedge. I followed it 
and found a piece of white cotton with blue spots caught on one of the 
thorn bushes. 'Serves you right, you little thief!’ I thought, laughing to my- 
self. Next day the bush was plundered once more — and a long, silken, 
auburn hair glistened in the sunshine on one of the bluish green branches. 
I carefully released it, wound it round my finger and put the little curly ring 
of hair between the pages of a book. That ought to have been the end of it 
and yet, naturally, it was not, for L thought more about the hair than I did 
about my law books. And next day as I sat over my meal I was suddenly 
seized by the longing to catch the marauder red-handed. I hastened home 
hot foot and then cautiously approached my. cabin under cover of the 
ditch. I had a suspicion, an inkling, that she couldn’t help being young 

“And— how pretty she was! A lovely, sleiider girl of eighteen or so. Her 
white cotton dress with the blue spots proudly revealed the ripened charms 
of her buxom figure, her face wa.s sofeand-tnerry,^ and her clear, 



234 


TELLERS OF TALES 


grey eyes drooped as though the crown of auburn hair rested too heavily 
upon them. I could see her clearly, for she was standing at the open 
window, intent on turning the pages of my photograph album, which she 
had taken from the table close by. J was about ten paces from her and my 
aim now was to creep silently round the building so as to get between her 
and the hedge and cut off her retreat. But I trod on a twig and the sound 
betrayed me. She looked up, flushed as crimson as the bunch of roses she 
had laid down beside her and in a trice she was over the hedge. I was close 
on her heels. Her foot caught in the creepers twining in the hedge and the 
next moment I had my arms around her and, lifting her face to mine, I 
kissed her soft lips. She lay pale and helpless in my arms, making no 
resistance, and then uttered a low cry and ran away. 

“I pursued her, but after a little while I stopped and finally turned round. 
No, it was scarcely suitable for a student of law to run after the carpenter’s 
daughter and perhaps end by running into the arms of the carpenter’s ap- 
prentices. So I contented myself with the spoil which this time too had been 
left on the field of battle — a shoe caught in the creepers. It was not so very 
small and it was made of stout leather and yet it seemed to me one of the 
prettiest shoes I had ever seen. But after I had gazed at it for full five 
minutes I lectured myself sternly for another five and then sat down to my 
books. 

“It was not till evening that I inspected the shoe again. ‘Anyway, you’ll 
have to give it back to her,’ I told myself hypocritically and I jumped over 
into the neighbouring garden. I wound my way through a maze of weeds 
and vegetable plots, of bushes, tree trunks and open sheds, in which hard- 
wood for cabinet-making was stored, and slowly approached the house. It 
was a long, low building and the space in front was obviously used as a 
workshop: there were benches and saws and great stacks of planks. The 
day’s work was done, no one was to be seen— what was I to do now? Next 
I heard a brief and muttered mumble from a window and then the clatter 
of spoons on plates. The old boy had just said grace and now they were 
busy with their soup. It was odd that a man who came with such honest 
intent should find his heart beating so hard, and now — ^I crept silently round 
the house. There too was a joiner’s yard, enclosed by a wooden railing with 
a massive gate in the middle, opening on a road which so far had no other 
houses in it. There was a sign board over the gate, but perhaps I ought not 
to mention the name ” 

Hiibmann made as though to speak, but then went on listening in silence. 

“I stood in the road for a time looking at the house from the front as well 
The shoe was all the while in my breast pocket, and by degrees it dawned 
on me what a fool I was making of myself. I quickly walked away as the 
door of the house opened and some of the carpenters with pipes or cigars 
in their mouths emerged on to the^ space in front of it. I had never been 
along that road before, but Heinrichstrasse, where I lived, was close by and 
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so I never doubted that I would soon find out where I was, in spite of the 
pitch darkness. But the road got narrower and rougher until it dwindled 
to a narrow path between hedges and ended at a garden gate. So there I was 
in the pitch-black night and the deathly silence. There was nothing for it 
but to return to the carpenter’s house: it was bound to have some other 
approach. But now when I began retracing my steps I saw for the first time 
that the path forked; I took the broader of the two but soon found my way 
barred once more by a locked gate. This game was played on me several 
times before I finally arrived at the house again. 

“As I approached it three shadowy figures came walking slowly along the 
road, two women and a man; I heard their voices long before I could see 
them. ‘Yes, yes, Fraulein Mariechen,’ I heard an oily voice say in Saxon 
dialect, ‘there’s more education among us at home, believe me. More 
civilised. That’s what it is. In Chemnitz, Saxony, my native place, this lane 
would long since have been lighted by gas.’ In reply a girlish voice giggled: 
‘Then what d’you stay here for, Herr Gottfried, if everything there’s so 
much more nicer.?’ ‘Now, Mizzerl,’ said a deep woman’s voice in pro- 
test, ‘How can you talk like that.? You’re very pleased, very pleased indeed 
that Herr Gottfried is here.’ There was no reply and then the Saxon’s voice: 

‘Certainly she’s pleased, Frau ’ (the name he called her by was not the 

name on the sign board) ‘You can’t believe all a girl says! Well talk about 
that tomorrow!’ He laughed smugly. ‘If the ladies have no objection’ — and 
he lit the stump of his cigar. By the light of the match I saw what I had 
already guessed — it was my blonde arm in arm with a stout elderly woman 
and a tall, black-bearded fellow . . . You can imagine how I dressed myself 
down when at last, quite tired out, I got back to my room. But next 
morning . . 

Hubmann raised his hand. “It’s really more candid to tell you, Hans. 
The Saxon called the girl’s aunt Frau Maschinger. And the name on the 
sign board was Hans Gassner . , 

“Oh, do you know the people.?” Hans said with indifference, “That’s not 
very surprising. And it’s of no consequence. Your discretion can be relied 
upon by all concerned. But you don’t know what followed.?” 

“No.” 

“Well,” Hans resumed, “next morning my feelings about the situation 
altered once more, owing to a conversation I had with my old servant. I had 
hidden the shoe in a drawer, but the fading bunch of roses was still on the 
window ledge and the old woman at once asked whether it was Mizzi who 
had left it there. I shrugged my shoulders and said I didn’t know, and who 
was Mizzi.? Oh, she said, she was the carpenter’s daughter from over there, 
a regular tonibo)^, but a sweet dear girl dhd a favourite with everybody; 
and the lady of the house had givto Her perfiiission to pick as many flowers 
in the garden as she liked. ‘But fancy,’ the old lady went on, ‘the poor dear’s 
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having any heart things now!’ For in spite of all she could say or 
do she had to marry her father’s foreman^ Herr Rretschmar. ‘A horrible 
Prussian, a Lutheran, a scarecrow, who’s never done droning on in that 
outlandish jargon of his.’ Her father would have it. He was quite in love 
with the 'nasty fellow,’ though no one could understand it, and her mother, 
who would have stuck up for her child, had died long since and her aunt, 
Frau M the suitor’s part. So the poor creature had at last 

given in and today or next day would see the betrothal, When I heard 
this, pity crowded out ail other feelings. And what business was it of mine, 
quite apart from having my hands full with the examination ahead of me 
. . . Before going out to my midday meal I hung the shoe on the hedge 
with a fresh bunch of roses beside it and a note: 'I am never in between 
twelve and two.’ That day I purposely stayed out even longer. 

‘dn the meantime she recovered her property. And when, to make up for 
lost time, I was sitting that night over my books, I heard cheering and 
singing through the still night air: they were celebrating the betrothal. I shut 
the windows. That’s the end of that,’ I thought and sat dowm again at my 
desk. But of course it was only the beginning. Next morning my old lady 
began telling me all about the betrothal as soon as she entered the room. 
She had been there and so had all the neighbours. The bride-to-be, she said, 
had been very quiet, but all the same not so down-hearted as they had 
expected her to be. The little feather-brain,’ she went on with her account, 
‘she little knows what it is to be married!’ Only, when 'the Prussian’ made 
tender advances, she always put him off. 'But, trust me, sir,’ the old lady 
assured me artlessly, 'a bride can only do that when others are by.’ 

"But then she shook her finger threateningly at me and said I was a soapy 
Sam. Why had I pretended yesterday that I didn’t know who Mizzi was 
and now she had a message of thanks to give me from her. 'What for?’ I 
asked. Because I had let her know when I W'^ent out; for the garden, she had 
said, was the only joy left her now, and yet she did not want to disturb 
me. And then Mizzi had gone on to ask a question, but I didn’t deserve lo 
hear what it was. What was it, I asked. Oh, whether all the pretty girls in 
my album were old sweethearts of mine. And whether I had one at present. 
The old lady had come to my defence and said that I lived like a hermit and 
thought of nothing but my books. 

"You can imagine the effect all this had on me. It’s true I went out on 
the stroke of twelve, but I gathered a bunch of roses and tied a note to it, 
on which I wrote: 'Congratulations, - and put it on the window sill I found 
the answer when I came in. Thank you—written on a page torn from my 
notebook. But there were two others lying torn up in front of the window 
and I picked them up and pieced them together. First she had written: 
'Why do you make fun of me?:band then: ;I thank you, but only for the 
flowers,’ before at last she dedd<ed on her final, harmless reply. Poor girl— 
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‘'And she was so pretty,” Hubmann interposed, “and had such kissable 
iips7' 

“True— there was that too, or, if you like, that above all. And for that 
reason my reading next day took a back seat. Naturally she had to have her 
roses and her note that day as well, but what was my message to be? I 
wasted half the pages of my notebook, but I could not hit on anything that 
seemed to me to meet the case. But when midday came, it occurred to me : 
why write wdien I can deliver my message by word of mouth? I went to the 
window that looked out on to the hedge and peeped across. I had not long 
to w^ait. It had hardly gone twelve when her golden head emerged from 
the thickets. She wore a green dress that day and it made her lovely face 
seem doubly lovely. My heart pounded and when she sprang over the 
hedge and showed her ankle the blood rushed into my face. For a moment 
she stood listening and then walked up to the window, peered in and then 
— her eyes met mine. She started back and tried to escape, but I was already 
outside and grasping her by the hand. ‘Dear Fraulein Mizzi,’ I implored, 
'you can’t treat me like that. And I promise to be as good as gold.’ At that 
she grew calmer and I kept my promise, too. We went to pick her roses 
together and talked of nothing but the roses and other harmless things; 
not a word of her engagement. If only there had not been those long 
pauses, when embarrassment made us silent while we stole glances at 
one another. At last, we laughed outright and the spell was broken. 
We talked about the loss of her shoe. 'Oh, how terrified I was,’ she told 
me. ‘And then that night — I was just helping out the soup— and there I saw 
you outside. And then afterwards, when you passed us in the dark — Jesus 
Maria, I said to myself, if he gives me back my shoe in front of my aunt I’ll 
sink through the ground . . . You must never do that again,’ she concluded. 
‘What?’ — ^'Come across or go past our house.’ — ^‘I promise that and very 
gladly,’ I said, 'if you will come here every day!’ — ‘But you wrote . . .’ — 
'Well then, I’ll be out as I said.’ She burst out laughing. ‘We shall seel’ and 
still laughing she gave me her hand. 

“So you see, Franz, that was not so very compromising and during the 
following days too not a word passed between us which Herr Gottfried 
Kretschmar need have been pained to hear, though I won’t say the same 
for the looks we exchanged. We only mentioned him once or twice and 
I could tell that the man was really repulsive to her, if only because every- 
thing about him was strange and chilling — ^his religion, his way of speak- 
ing, his boasted ‘civilisation,’ his arrogant nature. She told me that, 
since he had taken up his quarters with them a year and a half before, he 
had greatly increased the turnoyer of the business; he had started a 
furniture store and set the firm on to copying" old furniture and for this 
reason her father had given in to. him tvhen he threatened to go elsewhere 
unless he married into the firm. And her aunt. Anna, her father’s . sister, was 
on his side because she had a stake in the business. ‘What could I do?’ she 
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sobbed. 1 am only one against them all’ I said nothing to this, tor I was 
resolved not to utter a word of consolation that might have raised hopes 
which could never be fulfilled. But even apart from that I can take credit 
for having kept a tight rein on myself, bitter as it was to me, for she was so 
lovely and I could see how blindly and passionately in love with me she w^as. 
Yet I never touched her lips again and scarcely even her hand. I admit 
I ought to have torn myself away and left my retreat, but that was beyond 
me. The times when I looked into her face and listened to her merry prattle 
were very dear to me. They were the poetry of days otherwise barren of 
enjoyment and given up to hard work. She had little education and was 
not even particularly intelligent, but ‘such a sweet dear girFr”! can find no 
more apt description of her than those words of my old servant's: she w-as 
a perfect specimen of our race, innocent and pleasureJoving, merry and 
good. And — young, so young, young as I was. She did not ask what was 
to come of it; and how could I be so cruel as to snatch from her the only 
pleasure she had in all her sorrow.? All I had to do was to see that she did 
not pay bitterly in the end for this transient happiness and I thought 1 
could answer for that. Did I ask too much of myself? Even today I think 
not. It went on for two weeks at least. But they got on our tracks and 
separated us and then, when we got together again ” 

He stopped and breathed more heavily. 

“The old story,” Hubmann said. “And yet — was it not their duty to 
separate you? . . . Her aunt no doubt interfered?” 

“No, the bridegroom himself. One day he spied on us from behind 
the hedge. He did not overhear anything so very bad. She was seated 
on the window sill, hearing me from my notebooks and playing all sorts 
of harmless pranks in between. All the same he naturally didn't like it, 
‘Enough of that, Marie!' he suddenly shouted, trembling with rage. ‘You 
can come along with me now.' She gave a terrible start and I started too. 
‘Don’t shout at the young lady like that,’ I told him when I had recovered 
myself. The lean fellow clenched his fists and started to clamber over the 
hedge and come for me. Then he controlled himself. ‘She is my bride, Herr 
Studiosus,’ he said, ‘if you really do not know that already. Now then, are 
you coming?’ he said to her. She followed him. And for several days 1 
heard and saw nothing more of her — ^hideous days of vacancy which made 
me realise for the first time how dear she was to me. The old lady, when 
I asked her, could only tell me that a strict watch was kept on her. ‘God 
knows what for,’ she added to tease me. And next morning — it was the 
last week of May— my landlord called to ask whether I would have the 
kindness to leave immediately. His neighbour Gassner was complaining 
that I was running after his daughter. ‘That is not true.’ The old gentle- 
man gave me a searching look. ‘When term is up at the end of July 
you will have to leave in any case. I’ve promised him not to renew your 



YOUTH 


239 


tenancy. But it depends on your answer to one question whether you go at 
once. You are a man of honour and I — can hold my tongue. Can you give 
me your word that nothing serious has happened between the girl and 
you?’ 

“1 give you my word.’ 

“ Then you can stay on till the end of July.’ 

“That very night it would have been too late to give him this assurance. 
In spite of the time of year it was a sultry evening. I came home at about 
ten and lit my lamp, meaning to work. But I could not. The heaviness in 
the air made me restless and I couldn’t get the girl out of my head. I went 
out into the garden and walked up and down. But this only increased my 
restlessness. The fragrance of the flowers, the fresh pungent scent of new- 
mown hay from the fields near by and the smell of the spring earth made 
my pulses beat and my nerves tingle. And all the while there was only one 
vision before my eyes — I saw her walking to and fro in her dark bedroom 
just as I was doing there in the garden, leaning out and listening to the 
darkness and longing for me as I longed for her ... 

“1 resisted for a moment more and then I could resist no longer. An 
irresistible force drew me to her. I did not want to. I had to. 

“I sprang over the hedge and crept softly on in the darkness, cautiously 
step by step. Even so, I collided with a shed one moment and bumped my 
head against a branch the next. At intervals I stopped to listen. Every breath 
of wind in the leaves, all the soft mysterious voices of the night, indistin- 
guishable and yet so distinctly heard, made me tremble. It was not coward- 
ice, but my blood and my nerves obeyed me no longer; they had their own 
way with me. And not once but a dozen times, as I stood still and listened, 
I thought I heard soft footsteps coming to meet me. It was an illusion — ^but 
now — not now. I bent forward and peered and listened with all my senses 
taut . . . there was a light footfall on the grass and then again — a sigh, 
audible, unmistakable — someone was coming towards me, not straight for 
me but nearer and nearer in my direction. And now I heard her voice: 
'Hans!’ , . . Next moment we lay in each other’s arms, our mouths pressed 
together as if we must melt in one another and could not be released as 
long as there was breath in our bodies . . . She had got out of the window 
of her room at the very moment when I vaulted the hedge . . .” 

He stopped and turning away his face sighed deeply and resumed only 
after a long silence. 

“What else is there to say? That was our life for weeks after. They kept 
watch over her by day and as soon as they were asleep she came to me . . . 
That spring must have been for both of us the wildest, sweetest time of our 
lives. And for her it was that and nothing else; she asked no questions, 
knew no dread, made no resistance— not a thought for the morrow dimmed 
the happiness of the passing days. I know it because not a corner of her 
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soul was hidden from me. And if you choose to call it debauch, it would 
merely be a quibble, for even debauch like that is happiness ... 

'‘But for me, at least at moments, it was an agonising time as well. A 
man cannot drown his cares in bliss as a woman can, and besides I was not 
an innocent child as she was. I knew something of life . . . But still I will 
not make myself out better than I am; even I felt such scruples rarely. I 
lived as she did— from one moment of joy to the next. Let the future bring 
what it liked— the passing moment was beautiful. For I was young, so 
young, never younger than in those days of spring . , . 

“It was not until the middle of July that anxiety and remorse descended 
in an avalanche and threatened to overwhelm me. I learnt at one blow that 
the marriage was to take place in August and also that she was with child 
by me. And as soon as she knew this she asked— her very heart cried aloud : 
‘What now What now.?’ 

“For me too, Franz, it was a frightful time. Even you have not suffered a 
pang of conflict and agony that I too have not suffered. And perhaps in 
spite of the difference of age— to return to that— my suffering might have 
come down as heavily on my head. Might have— for my case turned out 
otherwise than yours. 

“Well, in spite of all I came to a different decision. I could not pay with 
my whole life. Even my love and my pity for the girl could not persuade 
me to do so. She herself made no supplications, no reproaches. She loved 
me too much for that. ‘After all, you made me no promises,’ she said over 
and over again. And it was a mercy for us both that she did love me so 
much. I shall never forget our last night, the night of the 30th of July, 1876. 
She told me that she was going to kill herself and was only dissuaded when 
I swore that I would follow her to the grave the very hour I heard of her 
fate. This induced her to live and be the wife of Gottfried Kretschmar. By 
a strange coincidence the wedding took place on the very day when I took 
my examination. And in fact with honours . . . 

“Well, that is my story, Franz. And now let us go.” 

They walked on along the summit of the Rosenberg. Hubmano was very 
grave. He walked slowly with head bent, as though a load weighed him 
down. He stopped at the point where Charlottendorfgasse turns to the left 
to lead down to the town. 

“You have something else to ask.?” the politician said. “You want to 
know why even today I feel I did the right thing.?” 

“No! . What is the use of talking any more about it now\?” 

“Of course. Because the answer is obvious. Suppose that I, twenty-three 
years old and still a student, had married Mizzi Gassner, what would I be 
today? At best, at the very best, a district judge at Knittelfeld or Marau. 
Even that is unlikely. It is much more likely that a man who had had a child 
a few months after his marriage Would have been advised to take to some 
other career, than that of a judge. That would have meant sheer poverty, 
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for I am as unsuited to be a solicitor as any man could be— in all that I can 
and cannot do. Don’t you agree?” 

Franz shrugged his shoulders. “Possibly How do I know?” 

“But suppose I had become a district judge at Marau. Could you imagine 
a more appalling fate for a. man whose strongest motive is ambition? And 
how could I in my misery have made my wife happy when it would have 
been for her sake that I had submitted to that frightful fate? She would 
have been made doubly unhappy on that very account whenever she said 
to herself: ‘What might not the man you love have been— but for you?’ 
That is the point. My decision has given me a happy life and she has at 
least been no unhappier than she would have been as my wife. Certainly 
no unhappier, and just because she loved me and whatever her fate as 
Kretschmar’s wife has been. But I have no reason to believe that her fate 
has been a hard one. He was— no doubt he still is— a man of her station in 
life and he owes his prosperity to her. That counts for a lot.” 

Hubmann sighed deeply. “There is a great deal to be said on the other 
side,” he said slowly, as though each word cost him an effort. “But not 
another syllable . . . You did the right thing according to your lights and 
you can even see a good example for others in your story. You even see 
beauty in it all, even in the end . . 

“Certainly,” the politician put in. “When one looks back on it today. I 
tell you it was the wildest, sweetest time of my life. How could it fail to 
have beauty when I look back on it? And as for the end, in spite of all 
conflicts and tortures, is it not more beautiful than if we had lived as two 
slaves shackled by the same chain, toiling and panting on our dusty way? 
And what I say of myself is true word for word of her— 

Hubmann had gone pale; the hand he. raised in deprecation trembled. 
‘Hon’t speak of her,” he said in a dull and menacing tone. 

“Why not?” Hans asked, though he too blanched for a moment. 

“Because you know nothing about her,” was the answer. “And you shall 
learn nothing from me.” 

“I don’t know what you mean,” Hans said. “Is it to spare me? I am not 
so weak as that. However bad it is I would rather hear it from a friend 
than from strangers. If you won’t tell me I will find out from someone else, 
today even. It is my duty. Perhaps I could be of some help,” 

“No,” Hubmann said. “Help has come to her.” 

“Is she dead?” 

The critic nodded. “Seventeen years ago. After my marriage I lived in the 
house next door. Korblergasse, that lane is called now. That is how I came 
to know her and her story. Only in outline, of course; not the details. I never 
dreamt you had played any part in it. She never mentioned your name.” , 

The politician was deeply moved. His, eyes filled, with tears. “Dead — so 
long ago!” he said. “Dead— so young—that, lovely radiant creature . . . 
Blit” — a stab of anguish made his voice quiver and he seized his friend’s 
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arm— not have thought of keeping it from me. What did 
she die of?” 

“Goiisumptioii was entered on the death certificate . . . But her death 
was due to the cruelties inflicted by her husband. Naturally he soon dis- 
covered, even before the boy was born, that she had deceived him. As long 
as old Gassner and Frau Maschinger were alive he choked back his rancour 
and treated the woman fairly well. But when the old people died, one soon 
after the other, he took his revenge. He was a brutal, spiteful fellow, but 
one must remember what rankled in him. Moreover, the boy was the only 
child. The thought of this boy being the heir to the fruits of all his labours 
turned him into a drunkard and a spendthrift. Shortly after his wife’s 
death he had to sell the business and he died in poverty. We must not 
forget that he was once a capable man, who was ruined by this affair, 
although nothing could excuse the way he treated her. It was horrible — 
as I can testify. Don’t ask me, Hans — it was horrible . . . One bitter winter 
night when he was drunk he threw her out of the house. She took refuge 
with us, but she had caught her death of cold . . . And well it was for her! 
A few weeks later she was dead , . 

The politician sank on to a bench by the roadside. His head hung low 
and he was white to the lips. “And I let her be murdered . . .” he muttered, 

“But I did not know — how could I ever have imagined In the early days 

I made enquiries about her, cautiously and at third hand, and the news 
was always good. Then I heard that it was a fine strong boy and that they 
had called him Hans; the name struck me, but it was his grandfather’s 
name too. That was the last I heard; true, I have made no enquiries 
since ... I feel bitter remorse now, but I am not so terribly to blame . . . 
Or am I, Franz?” 

Hubmann turned away. He made no reply. 

“But consider it,” the other said in self-defence. “I was far away in a life 
of my own ... I lived in Vienna and was married by that time . . . 
besides, in spite of all precautions, enquiries were dangerous . . . But, my 
God!” He broke off suddenly and jumped up. “If the mother is dead, what 
has become of the boy?” 

At this Hubmann turned round again and his eyes blazed with pain and 
anger. 

“At last!” he groaned hoarsely. “At last you ask that . . . And that was 
the first, the very first thought you should have had . . . That question 
would have come in well even in the middle of your instructive tale, when 
I told you I knew the people. Or, at the very least, after you had pointed 
out to me what a beautiful story it was . . . Your marriage has been 
childless.” 

The politician stood before the indignant man as a broken sinner. “I 
have no children,” he murmuredv “Not from any other love affair either 
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"'‘Is your only child. And so you have not troubled about him all these 
years and now you ask about him casually as an afterthought!” 

Hans wiped the sweat of agony from his brow. '‘You are right . . he 
said again. “But now have pity and tell me: is he alive.?” 

“Yes.” 

“Here In Graz.?” 

“Yes.” ■ 

“And has he grown up to be a useful member of society.?” 

' “No.” 

Hans swayed. “Not a criminal?” 

“No.” 

“What is wrong with him then?” 

Hubmann fought hard with himself; abruptly, for the second time that 
day, he opened his lips and shut them tight. 

At last he made up his mind. 

“That you shall never know from me,” he said. “If you could mitigate his 
lot I would tell you. But neither you nor anyone else can do that. So why 
should I tell you? I am not your judge, Hans. Your judge is your conscience 
— Nemesis. I know her. I have heard her voice all my life and he who knows 
and fears her dare not presume to usurp her office. For that reason I did not 
mean to tell you anything at all, not even about the mother. You got that 
much out of me, but about your son I keep silence. Come!” 

Hans looked at him and said no more. He knew that this time it was 
useless to question him further. 

In silence they descended Charlottengasse; it was a new road, which 
Hans had not seen before. Nor had he seen the next one on the right, into 
which Franz now turned. He saw “Korblergasse” on the corner house 
and stopped. That was the road then. “Is the house no longer standing?” 

Franz was by this time ten paces ahead of him. When Hans called to him 
and repeated his question he only said : 

“Come along! This is the way into the town.” 

Hans looked round about him and then across at the Schlossberg and 
soon got his bearings. “No,” he said in surprise. “We must turn left down 
Korblergasse.” 

Franz stopped, hesitated for a moment and then turned round. 

“Where were you off to?” Hans asked him in astonishment when he 
came up, but a look in his face made the words die on his lips . . . He 
shuddered: his heart began to beat wildly in agonised apprehension. 

Slowly without a word, without a glance at one another, they walked 
along the dusty road, while Hans looked about him to right and left. 

At last he found what he was seeking, 

“Here ” he muttered and stood still. “It was here . . . But the house 

They came to a stop in front of a three-storeyed workshop separated from 
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the mad by a large yard; smoke rose from the chimney of the machine 
shed. On the sign board over the gateway was to be seen: 

Mathias^^^^ & Company, 

late Hans Gassner & Kretschmar, 

Furniture Manufacturers. 

“It has all changed,” Hans said, “even the caretaker’s cottage is new.” 

He made one step towards the entrance. Involuntarily Hubmann put out 
his hand to hold him back. Then he let it fall. Fool that I am, he thought. 
She will have her way when her moment has come. No one can gainsay 
her.. ' 

Hans by this time was in the yard close to the caretaker’s cottage. A large 
watch'dog lying on the ground before his kennel raised his head, growled 
and barked. At the same moment his bark was repeated by a human 
throat. A cripple tottered out of the door of the cottage. He was a wretched, 
hideous and deformed creature — obviously an idiot, a loony — with a pipe 
in bis mouth. 

“Bow-wow!” he said to the intruder and then grinned in a friendly way 
and held out his hand. 

“Give us a copper or two for tobacco ” 

Hans looked away in disgust as he took out his purse. But the wretched 
youth had now caught sight of Hubmann and staggered gleefully up to 
him. 

“Uncle Franz!” he stuttered. “You’ll give me something for tobacco . . , 
Hans has been a good boy, Uncle Franz.” 

“Begging again.?” the old white-bearded caretaker called out from the 
cottage door. But then he caught sight of Hans and hurried towards him. 
“Jesus! Is the gentleman bad.?” And he laid his hand on the arm of the 
tottering man, v/hose face was as white as chalk and contorted as though 
by a frightful access of pain. 

It was some minutes before the cab, which the obliging caretaker had 
sent for, arrived. 

“To the Elephant Hotel,” Franz told the driver, but Hans said, “No! 
Through the suburbs! Where you like, but in the open. I should suiTocate 
in a room,” he said to Franz, 

When the cab started he clasped his friend’s hand. 

.“Good God,” he said, “it was a healthy child . . . Did Kretschmar hit 
, him on the head?” 

“He threw him downstairs,” was the reply. “The child was three years 
old then. But now pull yourself together, Hans. You must not give way* 
There’s nothing to be done now, „ . ; . 

“Very little,” the politician, admitted with trembling lips. “Naturally, HI 
have him put into an asylum where he can be properly fed and clothed.” 

. . ; : “As you think best,” Franz replied. "I don’t advise it. Here he has the sur- 
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roundings he likes and is used to.. Those people, too, are kind to him. 
Otherwise, why should they have kept him when the factory passed into 
other hands . . . One hears various accounts of asylums. Not always good. 
Anyway, you can think that over.” 

These were the last words that passed between them for a long time. 
The cab trundled through the suburbs to the town, taking the direction of 
Stiftungsthal. Thus they passed Hilmgasse once more, where two hours, 
before they had begun their talk. Then Hans grasped his friend’s hand, 

' '"‘You .were right — I envy you.”/ 

Franz silently pressed his hand. 

They now made a wide circle out of Stiftungsthal and round towards the 
town. By the time they passed the town park, which was crowded with 
people taking a walk, Hans had recovered sufSciently to sit upright and to 
acknowledge all the salutations with his characteristic aflfability. He might 
just as well have held his hat in his hand the whole time. Many who did 
not know him personally greeted the man whose name that day was on all 
lips. ' ■ ■ ■ 

As they drove along Herrengasse he called out to the coachman to go by 
Stempfergasse. “You were going to get those galleys for me,” he said. . . , 

MARKHEIM 
Robert Louis Stevenson 

(1850-1894) 

^Ys,” SAID THE DEALER, “ouT windfalks are of various kinds. Some customers 
are ignorant, and then I touch a dividend of my superior knowledge. Some 
are dishonest,” and here he held up the candle, so that the light fell strongly 
on his visitor, “and in that case,” he continued, “I profit by my virtue.” 

Markheim had but just entered from the daylight streets, and his eyes 
had not yet grown familiar with the mingled shine and darkness in the 
shop. At these pointed w^ords, and before the near presence of the flame, he 
blinked painfully and looked aside, ' . 

The dealer chuckled. “You come to me on Christmas Day,” he resumed, 
“when you know that I am alone in my house, put up my shutters, and 
make a point of refusing business. Well, you will have to pay for that; you 
will have to pay for my loss of time, when I should be balancing my books; 
you will have to pay, for a kind of manner that I remark in you to-day very 
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strongly. l am the essence of discretion, and ask no awkward questions; but 
when a customer cannot look me in the eye, he has to pay for it.” The 
dealer once more chuckled; and then, changing to his usual business voice, 
though still with a note of irony, “You can give, as usual, a clear account 
of how you came into the possession of the object?” he continued. “Still 
your uncle’s cabinet? A remarkable collector, sir!” 

; And the little pale, round-shouldered dealer stood almost on tiptoe, 
looking over the top of his gold spectacles, and nodding his head with 
every mark of disbelief. Markheim returned his gaze with one of infinite 
pity, and a touch of horror. 

“This time,” said he, “you are in error. I have not come to sell, but to 
buy. I have no curios to dispose of; my uncle’s cabinet is bare to the 
wainscot; even were it still intact, I have done well on the Stock Exchange, 
and should more likely add to it than otherwise, and my errand to-day is 
simplicity itself. I seek a Christmas present for a lady,” he continued, waxing 
more fluent as he struck into the speech he had prepared; “and certainly I 
owe you every excuse for thus disturbing you upon so small a matter. But 
the thing was neglected yesterday; I must produce my little compliment at 
dinner; and, as you very well know, a rich marriage is not a thing to be 
neglected.” 

There followed a pause, during which the dealer seemed to weigh this 
statement incredulously. The ticking of many clocks among the curious 
lumber of the shop, and the faint rushing of the cabs in a rear thoroughfare, 
filled up the interval of silence. 

“Well, sir,” said the dealer, “be it so. You are an old customer after all; 
and if, as you say, you have the chance of a good marriage, far be it from 
me to be an obstacle.—- Here is a nice thing for a lady now,” he went on, 
“this hand glass — fifteenth century, warranted; comes from a good collec- 
tion, too; but I reserve the name, in the interests of my customer, who was 
just like yourself, my dear sir, the nephew and sole heir of a remarkable 
collector.” 

The dealer, while he thus ran on in his dry and biting voice, had stooped 
to take the object from its place; and, as he had done so, a shock had passed 
through Markheim, a start both of hand and foot, a sudden leap of many 
tumultuous passions to the face. It passed as swiftly as it came, and left no 
trace beyond a certain trembling of the hand that now received the glass. 

“A glass,” he said hoarsely, and then paused, and repeated it more clearly. 
“A glass? For Christmas? Surely not?” 

“And why not?” cried the dealer. “Why not a glass?” 

Markheim was looking upon him with an indefinable expression. “You 
ask me why not?” he said. “Why, look here— -look in it— look at yourself! 
Do you like to see it? No! nor I-r-nor any man.” 

The little man had jumped back when Markheim had so suddenly con- 
fronted him with the mirror; but now, perceiving there was nothing worse 


MARKHEIM 247 

on hand, he chuckled. 'Tour future lady, sir, must be pretty hard-favoured,” 
said he. 

“I ask you,” said Markheim, "for a Christmas present, and you give me 
this— this damned reminder of years, and sins and follies — this hand- 
conscience! Did you mean it? Had you a thought in your mind? Tell me. 
It will be better for you if you do. Come, tell me about yourself. I hazard a 
guess now, that you are in secret a very charitable man?” 

The dealer looked closely at his companion. It was very odd, Markheim 
did not appear to be laughing; there was something in his face like an eager 
sparkle of hope, but nothing of mirth. 

"What are you driving at?” the dealer asked. 

"Not charitable?” returned the other, gloomily. "Not charitable; not 
pious; not scrupulous; unloving, unbeloved; a hand to get money, a safe to 
keep it. Is that all? Dear God, man, is that all?” 

"I will tell you what it is,” began the dealer, with some sharpness, and 
then broke off again into a chuckle. "But I see this is a love-match of yours, 
and you have been drinking the lady’s health.” . 

"Ah!” cried Markheim, with a strange curiosity. "Ah, have you been in 
love? Tell me about that.” 

"I,” cried the dealer. "I in love! I never had the time, nor have I the time 
to-day for all this nonsense. Will you take the glass?” 

■ "Where is the hurry?” returned Markheim. "It is very pleasant to stand 
here talking; and life is so short and insecure that I would not hurry away 
from any pleasure— no, not even from so mild a one as this. We should 
rather cling, cling to what little we can get, like a man at a cliff’s edge. 
Every second is a cliff, if you think about it — a cliff a mile high — high 
enough, if we fall, to dash us out of every feature of humanity. Hence it is 
best to talk pleasantly. Let us talk of each other; why should we wear this 
mask ? Let us be confidential. Who knows we might become friends ? ” 

"I have just one word to say to you,” said the dealer. "Either make your 
purchase, or walk out of my shop.” 

"True, true,” said Markheim. "Enough fooling. To business. Show me 
something else.” 

The dealer stooped once more, this time to replace the glass upon the 
shelf, his thin blond hair falling over his eyes as he did so. Markheim moved 
a little nearer, with one hand in the pocket of his great-coat; he drew him- 
self up and filled his lungs; at the same time many different emotions were 
depicted together on his face — terror, horror, and resolve, fascination and a 
physical repulsion; and through a haggard lift of his upper lip, his teeth 
looked out. 

"This, perhaps, may suit,” observed the dealer; and then, as he began to 
re-arise, Markheim bounded from behind upon his victim. The long, skewer- 
like dagger flashed and fell The dealer struggled like a hen, striking his 
temple on the shelf, and then tumbled on the floor in a heap. 
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Time had some score of in that shop, some stately and slow 
as was becoming to their great age; others garrulous and hurried. All these 
told out the seconds in an intricate chorus of tickings. Then the passage of 
a lad’s feet, heavily running on the. pavement, broke in upon these smaller 
voices and startled Markheim into the consciousness of his surroundings. 
He looked about him awfully. The candle stood on the counter, its flame 
solemnly wagging in a draught; and by that inconsiderable movement, the 
whole room was filled with noiseless bustle and kept heaving like a sea : 
the tall shadows nodding, the gross blots of darkness swelling and 
dwindling as with respiration, the faces of the portraits and the china gods 
changing and wavering like images in water. The inner door stood ajar, 
and peered into that leaguer of shadows with a long slit of daylight like a 
pointing finger. 

From these fear-stricken rovings, Markheim’s eyes returned to the body 


of his victim, where it lay both humped and sprawling, incredibly small 
and strangely meaner than in life. In these poor, miserly clothes, in that 
ungainly attitude, the dealer lay like so much sawdust. Markheim had 
feared to see it, and, lo! it was nothing. And yet, as he gazed, this bundle 
of old clothes and pool of blood began to find eloquent voices. There it 
• must lie; there was none to work the cunning hinges or direct the miracle . 

of locomotion— -there it must lie till it was found. Found! ay, and then? j 

Then would this dead flesh lift up a cry that would ring over England, and ^ 

fill the world with the echoes of pursuit. Ay, dead or not, this was the 
enemy. “Time was that when the brains were out,” he thought; and the 
first word struck into his mind. Time, now that the deed was accomplished 
— time, which had closed for the victim, had become instant, and 
momentous for the slayer. 

The thought was yet in his mind, when, first one and then another, with 
every variety of pace and voice-— one deep as the bell from a cathedral 
turret, another ringing on its treble notes the prelude of a waltz— -the clocks 
began to strike the hour of three in the afternoon. 

The sudden outbreak of so many tongues in that dumb chamber stag- . 

gered him. He began to bestir himself, going to and fro with the candle, 
beleaguered by moving shadows, and startled to the soul by chance reflec- 
tions. In many rich mirrors, some of home designs, some from Venice or 
Amsterdam, he saw his face repeated and repeated, as it were an army of 
spies; his own eyes met and detected him; and the sound of his own steps, 
lightly as they fell, vexed the surrounding quiet. And still as he continued 
to fill his pockets, his mind accused him, with a sickening iteration, of the 
thousand faults of his design. He should have chosen a more quiet hour; 
he should have prepared an alibi; he; should not have used a knife; he 
should have been more cautious^ and only bound and gagged the dealer, 
and not killed him; he should /have been more bold, and killed the servant 
also; he should, have^done'all'vthibgs. otherwise; poignant regrets, weary, 
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incessant toiling of the mind to change what was unchangeable, to plan 
what was now useless, to be the architect of the irrevocable past. Mean- 
while, and behind all this activity,, brute terrors, like the scurrying of rats 
in a deserted attic, filled the more remote chambers of his brain with riot; 
the hand of . the constable would fall heavy on his shoulder, and his nerves 
would jerk like a hooked fish; or he beheld, in galloping defile, the dock, the 
prison, the gallows, and the black cofSn. 

Terror of the people in the street sat down before his mind like a besieg- 
ing army. It was impossible, he thought, but that some rumour of the 
struggle must have reached their ears and set on edge their curiosity ; and 
now, in all the neighbouring houses, he divined them sitting motionless and 
with uplifted ear^ — ^solitary people^ condemned to spend Christmas dwelling 
alone on memories of the past, and now startlingly recalled from that 
tender exercise; happy family parties, struck into silence round the table, 
the mother still with raised finger: every degree and age and humour, but 
all, by their own hearts, prying and hearkening and weaving the rope that 
was to hang him. Sometimes it seemed to him he could not move too 
softly; the clink of the tall Bohemian goblets rang out loudly like a bell; 
and alarmed by the bigness of the ticking, he was tempted to stop the 
clocks. And then, again, with a swift transition of his terrors, the very 
silence of the place appeared a source of peril, and a thing to strike and 
freeze the passer-by; and he would step more boldly, and bustle aloud 
among the contents of the shop, and imitate, with elaborate bravado, the 
movements of a busy man at ease in his own house. 

But he was now so pulled about by different alarms that, while one por- 
tion of his mind was still alert and cunning, another trembled on the brink 
of lunacy. One hallucination in particular took a strong hold on his 
credulity. The neighbour hearkening with white face beside his window, 
the passer-by arrested by a horrible surnaise on the pavement — these could 
at worst suspect, they could not know; through the brick walls and shut- 
tered windows only sounds could penetrate. But here, within the house, 
was he alone ? He knew he was ; he had watched the servant set forth sweet- 
hearting, in her poor best,- “out for the day’' written in every ribbon and 
smile. Yes, he was alone, of course; and yet, in the bulk of empty house 
above him, he could surely hear a stir of delicate footing — he was, surely 
conscious, inexplicably conscious of some presence,. Ay, surely; to every 
room and corner of the house his imagination, folio wed it; and now it was 
a faceless thing, and yet had eyes to. see with; and again it was a shadow of 
himself; and yet again beheld the image .of the dead dealer, reinspired with 
cunning and hatred. ■ . , : 

At times, with a strong effort, he , would glance at the open door which 
still seemed to repel his eyes. The house was tall, the skylight small and 
dirty, the day blind with fog; and the light that filtered down to the ground 
story was exceedingly faint, and/showed dimly t>ii the threshold of the shop. 



250 . , TELLERS:©? TALES 

And yet, in that strip of doubtful brightness, did there not hang wavering a 
■■shadow?',,, 

Siiddenly, from the street outside, a very jovial gentleman began to beat 
with a staff on the shop-door, accompanying his blows with shouts and 
railleries in which the dealer was continually called upon by name. Mark- 
heim, smitten into ice, glanced at the dead man. But no! he lay quite still; 
he was fled away far beyond ear-shot of these blows and shoutings; he was 
sunk beneath seas of silence; and his name, which would once have caught 
his notice above the howling of a storm, had become an empty sound. And 
presently the jovial gentleman desisted from his knocking and departed. 

Here was a broad hint to hurry what remained to be done, to get forth 
from this accusing neighbourhood, to plunge into a bath of London multi- 
tudes, and to reach, on the other side of day, that haven of safety and ap- 
parent innocence — ^his bed. One visitor had come: at any moment another 
might follow and be more obstinate. To have done the deed, and yet not to 
reap the profit would be too abhorrent a failure. The money, that was now 
Markheim’s concern; and as a means to that, the keys. 

He glanced over his shoulder at the open door, where the shadow was 
still lingering and shivering; and with no conscious repugnance of the 
mind, yet with a tremor of the belly, he drew near the body of his victim. 
The human character had quite departed. Like a suit half stuffed with 
bran, the limbs lay scattered, the trunk doubled, on the floor; and yet the 
thing repelled him. Although so dingy and inconsiderable to the eye, he 
feared it might have more significance to the touch. He took the body by 
the shoulders, and turned it on its back. It was strangely light and supple, 
and the limbs, as if they had been broken, fell into the oddest postures. 
The face was robbed of all expression; but it was as pale as wax, and 
shockingly smeared with blood about one temple. That was, for xVfarkheit^-'^ 
the one displeasing circumstance. It carried him back, upon the instant, to 
a certain fair day in a fishers’ village: a grey day, a piping wind, a crowd 
upon the street, the blare of brasses, the booming of drums, the nasal voice 
of a ballad-singer; and a boy going to and fro, buried over head in the 
crowd and divided between interest and fear, until coming out upon the 
chief place of concourse, he beheld a booth and a great screen with pictures, 
dismally designed, garishly coloured: Brownrigg with her apprentice; the 
Mannings with their murdered guest; Weare in the death-grip of Thiirtell; 
and a score besides of famous crimes. The thing was as clear as an illusion; 
he was once again that little boy; he was looking once again, and with the 
same sense of physical revolt, at these vile pictures; he was still stunned by 
the thumping of the drums. A bar of that day’s music returned upon his 
memory; and at that, for the first time, a qualm came over him, a breath of 
nausea, a sudden weakness of the joints, which he must instantly resist 

;',.He j udged, it miore , .prudent: to. confront than to flee from these con- 
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siderations; looking the more hardily in the dead face, bending his mind to 
realise the nature and greatness of his crime. So little a while ago that face 
had moved with every change of sentiment, that pale mouth had spoken, 
that body had been all on fire with governable energies; and now, and by 
his act, that piece of life had been arrested, as the horologist, with inter- 
jected finger, arrests the beating of the clock. So he reasoned in vain; he 
could rise to no more remorseful consciousness; the same heart which 
had shuddered before the painted effigies of crime looked on its reality un- 
moved. At best, he left a gleam of pity for one who had been endowed in 
vain with all those faculties that can make the world a garden of enchant- 
ment, one who had never lived and who was now dead. But of penitence, 
no, not a tremor. 

With that, shaking himself clear of these considerations, he found the 
keys and advanced towards the open door of the shop. Outside, it had begun 
to rain smartly; and the sound of the shower upon the roof had banished 
silence. Like some dripping cavern, the chambers of the house were 
haunted by an incessant echoing, which filled the ear and mingled with 
the ticking of the clocks. And, as Markheim approached the door, he 
seemed to hear, in answer to his own cautious tread, the steps of another 
foot withdrawing up the stair. The shadow still palpitated loosely on the 
threshold. He threw a ton’s weight of resolve upon his muscles, and drew 
back the door. 

The faint, foggy daylight glimmered dimly on the bare floor and stairs; 
on the bright suit of armour posted, halbert in hand, upon the landing; 
and on the dark wood-carvings and framed pictures that hung against the 
yellow panels of the wainscot. So loud was the beating of the rain through 
all the house that, in Markheim’s ears, it began to be distinguished into 
many different sounds. Footsteps and sighs, the tread of regiments march- 
ing in the distance, the chink of money in the counting, and the creak- 
ing of doors held stealthily ajar, appeared to mingle with the patter of the 
drops upon the cupola and the gushing of the water in the pipes. The 
sense that he was not alone grew upon him to the verge of madness. On 
every side he was haunted and begirt by presences. He heard them mov- 
ing in the upper chambers; from the shop, he heard the dead man getting 
to his legs; and as he began with a great effort to mount the stairs, feet 
fled quietly before him and followed stealthily behind. If he were but 
deaf, he thought, how tranquilly he would possess his soul! And then again, 
and hearkening with ever fresh attention, he blessed himself for that un- 
resting sense which held the outposts and stood a trusty sentinel upon his 
life. His head turned continually on his neck; his eyes, which seemed start- 
ing from their orbits, scouted on every side, and on every side were half 
rewarded as with the tail of something nameless vanishing. The four-and- 
twenty steps to the first floor were four-and-twenty agonies. 

On that first story, the doors stood ajar;, three of them like three 
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ambushes, shaking his nerves like the throats of Gannon. He could never 
again, he felt, be siifEciently immured and fortified from men’s observing 
eyes; he longed to be home, girt in by walls, buried among bed-clothes, 
and invisible to all but God. And at that thought he vvondered a little, 
recollecting tales of other murderers and the fear they were said to enter- 
tain of heavenly avengers. It was not so, at least, with him. He feared the 
laws of nature, lest, in their callous and immutable procedure, they should 
preserve some damning evidence of his crime. He feared tenfold more, with 
a slavish, superstitious terror, some scission in the continuity of man’s experi- 
ence, some wilful illegality of nature. He played a game of skill, depending 
on the rules, calculating consequence from cause ; and what if nature, as the 
defeated tyrant overthrew the chess-board, should break the mould of their 
succession.'^ The like had befallen Napoleon (so writers said) when the 
winter changed the time of its appearance. The like might befall Mark- 
heim: the solid walls might become transparent and reveal his doings like 
those of bees in a glass hive; the stout planks might yield under his foot 
like quicksands and detain him in their clutch; ay, and there were soberer 
accidents that might destroy him: if, for instance, the house should fall and 
imprison him beside the body of his victim; or the house next door should 
fly on fire, and the firemen invade him from all sides. These things he 
feared; and, in a sense, these things might be called the hands of God 
reached forth against sin. But about God himself he was at ease; his act was 
doubtless exceptional, but so were his excuses, which God knew; it was 
there, and not among men, that he felt sure of justice. 

When he had got safe into the drawing-room, and shut the door behind 
him, he was aware of a respite from alarms. The room was quite dis- 
mantled, uncarpeted besides^ and strewn with packing-cases and incon- 


gruous furniture; several g^eat pier-glasses, in which he beheld himself at 
various angles, like an actor onva stage; many pictures, framed and un- 
framed, standing, with their faces to the wall; a fine Sheraton sideboard, a 
cabinet of marquetry, and a great old bed, with tapestry hangings. The 
windows opened to the floor; but by great good-fortune the lower part of 
the shutters had been closed, and this concealed him from the neighbours. 
Here, then, Markheim drew in a packing-case before the cabinet, and began 
to search among the keys. It was a long business, for there were many; and 
it was irksome, besides; for, after all, there might be nothing in the cabinet, 
and time was on the wing. But the closeness of the occupation sobered 
him. With the tail of his eye he saw the door — even glanced at it from time 
to time directly, like a besieged commander pleased to verify the good 
estate of his defences. But in truth iie was at peace. The rain falling in the 
street sounded natural and pleasant. Presently, on the other side, the notes 
of a piano were wakened to the music of a hymn, and the voices of many 
children took up the air and words. How stately^ how comfortable was the 
melody! How fresh the youthful voices! Markheim gave ear to it smilingly, 
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as he sorted out the keys; and his mind was thronged with answerable 
ideas and images; church-going children and the pealing of the high organ; 
children afield, bathers by the brookside, ramblers on the brambly common, 
kite-fliers in the windy and cloud-navigated sky; and then, at another 
cadence of the hymn, back again to church, and the somnolence of sum- 
mer Sundays, and the high genteel voice of the parson (which he smiled a 
little to recall) and the painted Jacobean tombs, and the dim lettering of 
the Ten Commandments in the chancel. 

And as he sat thus, at once busy and absent, he was startled to his feet. 
A flash office, a flash of fire, a bursting gush of blood, went over him, and 
then he stood transfixed and thrilling. A step mounted the stair slowly 
and steadily, and presently a hand was laid upon the knob, and the lock 
clicked, and the door opened. 

Fear held Markheim in a vice. What to expect he knew not, whether the 
dead man walking, or the official ministers of human justice, or some 
chance witness blindly stumbling in to consign him to the gallows. But 
when a face was thrust into the aperture, glanced round the room, looked 
at him, nodded and smiled as if in friendly recognition, and then withdrew 
again, and the door closed behind it, his fear broke loose from his control 
in a hoarse cry. At the sound of this the visitant returned. 

'‘Did you call me.'^” he asked, pleasantly and with that he entered the 
room and closed the door behind him. 

Markheim stood and gazed at him with all his eyes. Perhaps there was a 
film upon his sight, but the outlines of the new-comer seemed to change 
and waver like those of the idols in the wavering candle-light of the shop; 
and at times he thought he knew him; and at times he thought he bore a 
likeness to himself; and always, like a lump of living terror, there lay in his 
bosom the conviction that this thing was not of the earth and not of God. 

And yet the creature had a strange air of the commonplace, as he stood 
looking on Markheim with a smile; and when he added: “You are looking 
for the money, I believe?” it was in the tones of every-day politeness. 

Markheim made no answer. 

“I should warn you,” resumed the other, “that the maid has left her 
sweetheart earlier than usual and will soon be here. If Mr. Markheim be 
found in this house, I need not describe to him the consequences.” 

“You know me?” cried the murderer. 

The visitor smiled. “You have long been a favourite of mine,” he said; 
“and I have long observed and often sought to help you.” 

“What are you?” cried Markheim: “the deyil?” 

“What I may be,” returned the other, /'cannot affect the service I propose 

“It can,” cried Markheim; “it does! Be helped by. you? No, never; not by 
you! You do not know me yet; thairkGodvybu.do.'hot know me!” ; 
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“I know you,” replied the visitant, with a sort of kind severity or rather 
firmness, “I know you to the soul.” 

“Know me!” cried Markheim. “Who can do so? My life is but a travesty 
and slander on myself. I have lived to belie my nature. All men do; all men 
are better than this disguise that grows about and stifles them. You see each 
dragged away by life, like one whom bravos have seized and muffled in a 
cloak. If they had their own control — ^if you could see their faces, they 
would be altogether different, they would shine out for heroes and saints! I 
am worse than most; my self is more overlaid; my excuse is known to me 
and God. But, had I the time, I could disclose myself.” 

“To me?” inquired the visitant. 

“To you before all,” returned the murderer. “I supposed you were in- 
telligent. I thought — since you exist — you would prove a reader of the 
heart. And yet you would propose to judge me by my acts! Think of it; my 
acts! I was born and I have lived in a land of giants; giants have dragged 
me by the wrists since I was born out of my mother — the giants of cir- 
cumstance. And you would judge me by my acts! But can you not look 
within? Can you not understand that evil is hateful to me? Can you not 
see within me the clear writing of conscience, never blurred by any wilful 
sophistry, although too often disregarded? Can you not read me for a thing 
that surely must be common as humanity — the unwilling sinner?” 

“All this is very feelingly expressed,” was the reply, “but it regards me 
not. These points of consistency are beyond my province, and I care not 
in the least by what compulsion you may have been dragged away, so as 
you are but carried in the right direction. But time flies; the servant de- 
lays, looking in the faces of the crowd and at the pictures on the hoard- 
ings, but still she keeps moving nearer; and remember, it is as if the gallows 
itself was striding towards you through the Christmas streets! Shall I help 
you; I, who know all? Shall I tell you where to find the money 

“For what price?” asked Markheim. 

“I offer you the service for a Christmas gift,” returned the other. 

Markheim could not refrain from smiling with a kind of bitter triumph. 
“No,” said he, “I will take nothing at your hands; if I were dying of thirst, 
and it was your hand that put the pitcher to my lips, I should find the 
courage to refuse. It may be credulous, but I will do nothing to commit my- 
self to evil.” 

“I have no objection to a death-bed repentance,” observed the visitant. 

“Because you disbelieve their efficacy!” Markheim cried. 

“I do not say so,” returned the other; “but I look on these things from 
a different side, and when the life is done my interest falls. The man has 
lived to serve me, to spread black looks under colour of religion, or to sow 
tares in the wheat-field, as you do, in a course of weak compliance with 
desire. Now that he draws so near to his deliverance, he can add but one 
act of service*— to 'repent, to', die, smiling, and thus to build up in confidence 
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and hope the more timorous of my surviving follo\vers. I am not so hard a 
master. Try me. Accept my help. Please yourself in life as you have done 
hitherto; please yourself more amply, spread your elbows at the board; and 
when the night begins to fall and the curtains to be drawn, I tell you, for 
your greater comfort, that you will find it even easy to compound your 
quarrel with your conscience, and to make a truckling peace with God. I 
came but now from such a death-bed, and the room was full of sincere 
mourners, listening to the man’s last words: and when I looked into that 
face, which had been set as a flint against mercy, I found it smiling with 
hope.” 

'‘And do you, then, suppose me such a creature?” asked Markheim. “Do 
you think I have no more generous aspirations than to sin, and sin, and sin, 
and, at last, sneak into heaven? My heart rises at the thought. Is this, then, 
your experience of mankind? or is it because you find me with red hands 
that you presume such baseness? and is this crime of murder indeed so 
impious as to dry up the very springs of good?” 

“Murder is to me no special category,” replied the other. “All sins are 
murder, even as all life is war. I behold your race, like starving mariners on 
a raft, plucking crusts out of the hands of famine and feeding on each 
other’s lives. I follow sins beyond the moment of their acting; I find in 
all that the last consequence is death; and to my eyes, the pretty maid who 
thwarts her mother with such taking graces on a question of a ball, drips no 
less visibly with human gore than such a murderer as yourself. Do I say 
that I follow sins? I follow virtues also; they differ not by the thickness of 
a nail, they are both scythes for the reaping angel of Death. Evil, for which 
I live, consists not in action but in character. The bad man is dear to me; 
not the bad act, whose fruits, if we could follow them far enough down the 
hurtling cataract of the ages, might yet be found more blessed than those of 
the rarest virtues. And it is not because you have killed a dealer, but because 
you are Markheim, that I offered to forward your escape.” 

“I will lay my heart open to you,” answered Markheim. “This crime on 
which you find me is my last. On my way to it I have learned many lessons; 
itself is a lesson, a momentous lesson. Hitherto I have been driven with 
revolt to what I would not; I was a bond-slave to poverty, driven and 
scourged. There are robust virtues that can stand in these temptations; 
mine was not so: I had a thirst of pleasure. But to-day, and out of this deed, 
I pluck both warning and riches — both the power and a fresh resolve to be 
myself. I become in all things a free actor in the world; I begin to see my- 
self all changed, these hands the agents of good, this heart at peace. Some- 
thing comes over me out of the past; something of what I have dreamed 
on Sabbath evenings to the sound of the church organ, of what I forecast 
when I shed tears over noble books, or talked, an innocent child, with my 
mother. There lies my life; I have vyandered a few years, but now I see 
once more my city of destination,” 
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''You are to use this money on the Stock Exchange, I think?” remarked 
the visitor; "and there, if L mistake not, you have already lost some 
thousands?” : ; 

"Ah,” said Markheim, "but this time I have a sure thing ” 

"This time, again, you will lose,” replied the visitor quietly, 

"Ah, but I keep back the half!” cried Markheim. 

"That also you will lose,” said the other. 

The sweat started upon Markheim ’s brow. “Well, then, what matter?” he 
exclaimed. "Say it be lost, say I am plunged again in poverty, shall one part 
of me, and that the worst, continue until the end to override the better? 
Evil and good run strong in me, haling me both ways. I do not love the one 
thing, I love all. I can conceive great deeds, renunciations, martyrdoms ; and 
though I he fallen to such a crime as murder, pity is no stranger to my 
thoughts. I pity the poor; who knows their trials better than myself? I pity 
and help them; I prize love, I love honest laughter; there is no good thing 
nor true thing on earth but I love it from my heart. And are my vices only 
to direct my life, and my virtues to lie without effect, like some passive 
lumber of the mind? Not so; good, also, is a spring of acts.” 

But the visitant raised his finger. “For six-and-thirty years that you have 
been in this world,” said he, "through many changes of fortune and varie- 
ties of humour, I have watched you steadily fall. Fifteen years ago you 
would have started at a theft. Three years back you would have blenched 
at the name of murder. Is there any crime, is there any cruelty of mean- 
ness, from which you still recoil? — five years from now I shall detect you 
in the fact! Downward, downward, lies your way; nor can anything but 
death avail to stop you.” 

"It is true,” Markheim said huskily, "I have in some degree complied with 
evil. But it is so with all: the very saints, in the mere exercise of living, grow 







less dainty and take on the tone of their surroundings.” 

"I will propound to you one simple question,” said the other; "and as you 
answer, I shall read to you your moral horoscope. You have grown in many 
things more lax; possibly you do right to be so; and at any account, it is 
the same with all men. But granting that, are you in any one particular, 
however trifling, more difficult to please with your own conduct, or do 
you go in all things with a looser rein?” 

"In any one?” repeated Markheim, with an anguish of consideration. 
.. "No,” he added, with despair, “in none! I have gone down in all.” 

> ..“Then,” said the. visitor, "content yourself with what you arc, for you 
will never change; and the words of your part on this stage are irrevocabh 
written down.” , 

Markheim stood for a dong while silent, and indeed it was the visitor 
, who first broke the silence., “That being so,” he said, "shall I show you the 
money?”. , • , 
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“Have you not tried it?” returned the other. “Two or three years ago, 
did I not see you on the platform o£ revival meetings, and was not your 
voice the loudest in the hymn?” 

“It is true,” said Markheim; “and I see clearly what remains for me by 
way of duty. I thank you for these lessons from my soul; my eyes are 
opened, and I behold myself at last for what I am.” 

At this moment, the sharp note of the door-bell rang through the house; 
and the visitant, as though this were some concerted signal for which he 
had been waiting, changed at once in his demeanour. “The maid!” he cried. 
“She has returned, as I forewarned you, and there is now before you one 
more difScult passage. Her master, you must say, is ill; you must let her in, 
with an assured but rather serious countenance~no smiles, no over-acting, 
and I promise you success! Once the girl within, and the door closed, the 
same dexterity that has already rid. you of the dealer will relieve you of 
this last danger in your path. Thenceforward you have the whole evening 
—the whole night, if needful— to ransack the treasures of the house and 
to make good your safety. This is help that comes to you with the mask 
of danger. Up!” he cried: “up, friend; your life hangs trembling in the 
scales: up, and act!” 

Markheim steadily regarded his counsellor. “If I be condemned to evil 
acts,” he said, “there is still one door of freedom open — I can cease from 
action. If my life be an ill thing, I can lay it down. Though I be, as you say 
truly, at the beck of every small temptation, I can yet, by one decisive ges- 
ture, place myself beyond the reach of all. My love of good is damned to 
barrenness; it may, and let it be! But I have still rriy hatred of evil; and 
from that, to your galling disappointment, you shall see that I can draw both 
energy and courage.” 

The features of the visitor began to undergo a wonderful and lovely 
change: they brightened and softened with a tender triumph; and, even 
as they brightened, faded and dislimned. But Markheim did not pause to 
watch or understand the transformation. He opened the door and went 
down-stairs very slowly, thinking to himself. His past went soberly before 
him; he beheld it as it was, ugly and strenuous like a dream, random as 
chance-medley — a scene of defeat. Life, as he thus reviewed it, tempted him 
no longer; but on the further side he perceived a quiet haven for his bark. 
He paused in the passage, and looked into the shop, where the candle still 
burned by the dead body. It was strangely silent. Thoughts of the dealer 
swarmed into his mind, as he stood gazing. And then the bell once more 
broke out into impatient clamour. . . ' " - ; \ - 

He confronted the maid upon the threshold with something like a smile, 

“You had better go for the police,” said he : “I have killed your master.” 
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She was one of those pretty and charming girls born, as though fate had 
blundered over her, into a family of artisans. She had no marriage portion, 
no expectations, no means of getting known, understood, loved, and 
wedded by a man of wealth and distinction; and she let herself be married 
off to a little clerk in the Ministry of Education. 

Her tastes were simple because she had never been able to afford any 
other, but she was as unhappy as though she had married beneath her; 
for women have no caste or class, their beauty, grace, and charm serving 
them for birth or family. Their natural delicacy, their instinctive elegance, 
their nimbleness of wit, are their only mark of rank, and put the slum girl 
on a level with the highest lady in the land. 

She suffered endlessly, feeling herself born for every delicacy and luxury. 
She suffered from the poorness of her house, from its mean walls, worn 
chairs, and ugly curtains. All these things, of which other women of her 
class would not even have been aware, tormented and insulted her. The 
sight of the little Breton girl who came to do the work in her little house 
aroused heart-broken regrets and hopeless dreams in her mind. She im- 
agined silent antechambers, heavy with Oriental tapestries, lit by torches 
in lofty bronze sockets, with two tall footmen in knee-breeches sleeping in 
large arm-chairs, overcome by the heavy warmth of the stove. She imagined 
vast saloons hung with antique silks, exquisite pieces of furniture support- 
ing priceless ornaments, and small, charming, perfumed rooms, created just 
for little parties of intimate friends, men who were famous and sought 
after, whose homage roused every other woman’s envious longings* 

When she sat down for dinner at the round table covered with a three- 
days-old cloth, opposite her husband, who took the cover off the soup 
tureen, exclaimed delightedly: ^'Aha! Scotch broth! There’s nothing bet- 
ter, ’’ she imagined delicate meals, gleaming silver, tapestries peopling the 
w^alls with folk of a past age and strange birds in faery forests; she imagined 
delicate food served in marvellous dishes, murmured gallantries, listened 
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to with an inscrutable smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout or 
wings of asparagus chicken. 

She had no clothes, no jewels, nothing. And these were the only things 
she loved; she felt that she was made for them. She had longed so eagerly 
to charm, to be desired, to be wildly attractive and sought after. 

She had a rich friend, an old school friend whom she refused to visit, 
because she suffered so keenly when she returned home. She would weep 
whole days, with grief, regret, despair, and misery. 

One evening her husband came home with an exultant air, holding a 
large envelope in his hand. 

“Here’s something for you,” he said. 

Swiftly she tore the paper and drew out a printed card on which were 
these words: 

“The Minister of Education and Madame Ramponneau request the pleasure 
of the company of Monsieur and Madame Loisel at the Ministry on the evening 
of Monday, January the 1 8 th.” 

Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she flung the invita- 
tion petulantly across the table, murmuring: 

“What do you want me to do with this.f^” 

“Why, darling, I thought you’d be pleased. You never go out, and this 
is a great occasion. I had tremendous trouble to get it. Everyone wants one; 
it’s very select, and very few go to the clerks. You’ll see all the really big 
people there,” 

She looked at him out of furious eyes, and said impatiently: 

“And what do you suppose I am to wear at such an affair,?” 

He had not thought about it; he stammered: 

“Why, the dress you go to the theatre in. It looks very nice, to me. . . 

He stopped, stupefied and utterly at a loss when he saw that his wife was 
beginning to cry. Two large tears ran slowly down from the corners of 
her eyes towards the corners of her mouth. 

“What’s the matter with you? What’s the matter with you?” he faltered. 

But with a violent effort she overcame her grief and replied in a calm 
voice, wiping her wet cheeks : 

“Nothing, Only I haven’t a dress and so I can’t go to this party. Give your 
invitation to some friend of yours whose wife will be turned out better than 
I shall.” 

He was heart-broken. 

“Look here, Mf^'hilde,” he persisted. “What would be the cost of a suit- 
able dress, which you could use on other occasions as well, something very 
simple?” 

She thought for several seconds, reckoning up prices and also wonder- 
ing for how large a sum she could ask without bringing upon herself an 
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immediate refusal and an exclamation of horror from the careful-minded 
clerk. 

At last she replied with some hesitation: 

“I don’t know exactly, but I think I could do it on four hundred francs ” 

He grew slightly pale, for this was exactly the amount he had been 
saving for a gun, intending to get a little shooting next summer on the 
plain of Nanterre with some friends who went lark-shooting there on Sun- 
days., ; ■ ■ 

Nevertheless he said: ''Very well. Ill give you four hundred francs. But 
try and get a really nice dress with the money.” 

The day of the party drew near, and Madame Loisel seemed sad, uneasy 
and anxious. Her dress was ready, however. One evening her husband 
said to her: 

"What’s the matter with you? You’ve been very odd for the last three 
days,” 

"I’m utterly miserable at not having any jewels, not a single stone, to 
wear,” she replied. "I shall look absolutely no one. I would almost rather 
not go to the party.” 

"Wear flowers,” he said. "They re very smart at this time of year. For 
ten francs you could get two or three gorgeous roses.” 

She was not convinced. 

"No . , . there’s nothing so humiliating as looking poor in the middle 
of a lot of rich women.” 

"How stupid you are!” exclaimed her husband. "Go and sec Madame 
Forestier and ask her to lend you some jewels. You know her quite well 
enough for that.” 

She uttered a cry of delight. 

"That’s true. I never thought of it.” 

Next day she went to see her friend and told her her trouble. 

Madame Forestier went to her dressing-table, took up a large box, 
brought it to Madame Loisel, opened it, and said: 

"Choose, my dear.” 

, First she saw some bracelets, then a pearl necklace, then a Venetian cross 
in gold and gems, of exquisite workmanship. She tried the effect of the 
jewels before the mirror, hesitating, unable to make up her mind to leave 
them, to give them up. She kept on asking: 

: .'"Haven’t you anything else?” 

"Yes. Look for yourself. I don’t know what you would ^^ke best.” 

; Suddenly she discovered,' in a black satin case, a superb diamond neck- 
lace; her heart began to beat covetously. Her hands trembled as she lifted 
it. She fastened it round her neck, upon her high dress, and remained in 
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Then, with hesitation, she asked in anguish; 

‘‘Could you lend me this, just this alone?” 

“Yes, of course.” . , 

She flung herself on her friend’s breast, embraced her frenziedly, and 
went away with her treasure. 

The day of the party arrived. Madame Loisel was a success. She was the 
prettiest woman present, elegant, graceful, smiling, and quite above herself 
with happiness. All the men stared at hcty inquired her name, and asked 
to be introduced to her. All the under-secretaries of state were eager to 
waltz with her. The Minister noticed her. 

She danced madly, ecstatically, drunk with pleasure, with no thought for 
anything, in the triumph of her beauty, in the pride of her success, in a 
cloud of happiness made up of this universal homage and admiration, of 
the desires she had aroused, of the completeness of a victory so dear to her 
feminine heart. 

She left about four o’clock in the morning. Since midnight her husband 
had been dozing in a deserted little room. In company with three other 
men whose wives were having a good time. 

He threw over her shoulders the garments he had brought for them to 
go home in, modest everyday clothes, whose poorness clashed with the 
beauty of the ball dress. She was conscious of this and was anxious to hurry 
away, so that she would not be noticed by the other women putting on 
their costly furs. 

Loisel restrained her. 

“Wait a little. You’ll catch cold in the open. I’m going to fetch a cab.” 

But she did not listen to him and rapidly descended the staircase. When 
they were out in the street they could not find a cab; they began to 
look for one, shouting at the drivers whom they saw passing in the distance.' 

They walked down towards the Seine, desperate and shivering.' At last 
they found on the quay one of those old night-prowling carriages which are 
only to be seen in Paris after dark, as though they were ashamed of their 
shabbiness in the daylight. 

It brought them to their door in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they 
walked up to their own apartment. It was the end, for her. As for him, 
he was thinking that he must be at the office at ten. 

She took off the garments in which she had wrapped her shoulders, so as 
to see herself in all her glory before the mirror. But suddenly she uttered a 
cry. The necklace was no longer round her neck! 

“What’s the matter with you.?” asked her husband, already half un- 

She turned towards him in the utmost distress;. ^ , / , 

“I , . . I . . . Fve no longer got . Madame Forestier’s necklace. . 

He started with astonishment. 
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'‘WHat! ... Impossible!” 

They searched in the folds of her dress, in the folds of the coat, in the 
pockets, everywhere. They could not find it. 

“Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the 
ball.?” he'asked. 

“Yes, I touched it in the hall at the Ministry.” 

“But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall.” 

“Yes. Probably we should. Did you take the number of the cab?” 

“No. You didn’t notice it, did you?” 

.'■'.■■“No,” 

They stared at one another, dumbfounded. At last Loisel put on his 
clothes again. 

“Ill go over all the ground we walked,” he said, “and see if I can’t 
find it” 

And he went out. She remained in her evening clothes, lacking strength 
to get into bed, huddled on a chair, without volition or power of thought. 

Her husband returned about seven. He had found nothing. 

He went to the police station, to the newspapers, to offer a reward, to 
the cab companies, everywhere that a ray of hope impelled him. 

She waited all day long, in the same state of bewilderment at this fear- 
ful catastrophe. 

Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale; he had discovered 
nothing. 

“You must write to your friend,” he said, “and tell her that you’ve broken 
the clasp of her necklace and are getting it mended. That will give us time 
to look about us.” 

She wrote at his dictation. 

By the end of a week they had lost all hope. 

Loisel, who had aged five years, declared: 

“We must see about replacing the diamonds.” 

Next day they took the box which had held the necklace and went to 
the jewellers whose name was inside. He consulted his books. 

“It was not I who sold this necklace, madame; I must have merely sup- 
plied the clasp.” 

Then they went from jeweller to jeweller, searching for another necklace 
like the first, consulting their memories, both HI with remorse and anguisli 
of mind. 

In a shop at the Palais-Royal they found a string of diamonds which 
seemed to them exactly like the one they were looking for. It was worth, 
forty thousand francs. They were allowed to have it for thirty-six thousand. 

■ - They begged the jeweller not to sell it for three days. And they arranged 
matters on the understanding/that it would be taken back for thirty-four 
thousand francs, if the first one were found before the end of February. 



THE NECKLACE 263 

Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs left to him by his father. He 
intended to borrow the rest. 

He did borrow it, getting a thousand from one man, five hundred from 
another, five louis here, three louis there. He gave notes of hand, entered 
into ruinous agreements, did business with usurers and the whole race of 
money-lenders. He mortgaged the whole remaining years of his existence, 
risked his signature without even knowing if he could honour it, and, 
appalled at the agonising face of the future, at the black misery about to 
fall upon him, at the prospect of every possible physical privation and moral 
torture, he went to get the new necklace and put down upon the jeweller’s 
counter thirty-six thousand francs. 

When Madame Loisel took back the necklace to Madame Forestier, the 
latter said to her in a chilly voice : 

“You ought to have brought it back sooner; I might have needed it.” 

3he did not, as her friend had feared, open the case. If she had noticed 
the substitution, what would she have thought.'^ What would she have said ? 
Would she not have taken her for a thief? 

Madame Loisel came to know the ghastly life of abject poverty. Right 
from the start she played her part heroically. This fearful debt must be 
paid off. She would pay it. The servant was dismissed. They changed their 
apartment; they took a garret under the roof. 

She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hateful duties of the 
kitchen. She washed the plates, wearing out her pink nails on the coarse 
pottery and the bottoms of pans. She washed the dirty linen, the shirts 
and dish-cloths, and hung them out to dry on a string; every morning she 
took the dustbin down into the street and carried up the water, stopping 
on each landing to get her breath. And, clad like a poor woman, she went 
to the fruiterer, to the grocer, to the butcher, a basket on her arm, haggling, 
insulted, fighting for every wretched halfpenny of her money. 

Every month notes had to be paid off, others to be renewed, time to be 
gained. 

Her husband worked in the evenings at putting straight a merchant’s 
accounts, and often at night he did copying at twopence halfpenny a page. 

And this life lasted ten years. 

At the end of ten years everything was paid off, everything, the usurer’s 
charges and the accumulation of superimposed interest. 

Madame Loisel looked old now. She had become like all the other 
strong, hard, coarse women of poor households. Her hair was badly done, 
her skirts were awry, her hands were red. She spoke in a shrill voice, and 
the water slopped all over the floor when she scrubbed it. But sometimes, 
when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window and 
thought of that evening long ago, of the ball at which she had been so beau- 
tiful and so much admired. 
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^ would have happened if she had never lost those jewels ? Who 

knows? Who knows? How strange life is, how fickle! How little is needed 
to ruin or to : save r , 

One Sunday, as she had gone for a walk along the Champs-Elysees to 
freshen herself after the’ labours of the week, she caught sight siiddenly 
of a woman who was taking a child out for a walk. It was Madame 
Eorestier, still young, still beautiful, still attractive. 

Madame Loisel was conscious of some emotion. Should she speak to 
her ? Yes, certainly. And now that she had paid, she would tell her all Why 
'.'not? , 

She went up to her. 

'‘Good morning, Jeanne.” 

The other did not recognise her, and was surprised at being thus 
familiarly addressed by a poor woman. 

'‘But . . . madame . . .” she stammered. “I don’t know . . . you must 
be making a mistake.” 

'‘No ... I am Mathilde Loisel.” 

Her friend uttered a cry. 

"Oh! . . . my poor Mathilde, how you have changed! . . .” 

"Yes, I’ve had some hard times since I saw you last; and many sorrows 
. . . and all on your account.” 

"On my account! . . . How was that?” 

"You remember the diamond necklace you lent me for the ball at the 
Ministry?” 

"Yes. Well?” 

"Well, I lost it.” 

"How could you? Why, you brought it back.” 

"I brought you another one just like it. And for the last ten years we 
have been paying for it. You realise it wasn’t easy for us; wc had no 
money . . . Well, it’s paid for at last, and Fm mighty glad.” 

Madame Forestier had halted. 

"You say you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?” 

"Yes. You hadn’t noticed it? They were very much alike.” 

And she smiled in proud and innocent happiness, 

Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her two hands. 

"Oh, my poor Mathilde! But mine was imitation. It was worth at tlie 
very most only five hundred francs! • * 
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A.LTHOUGH it was not yet ten o’clock, the employees were pouring in like 
waves through the great doorway of the Ministry of Marine, having come 
in haste from every corner of Paris, for the first of the year was approach- 
ing, the time for renewed zeal— and for promotions. A noise of hurrying 
footsteps filled the vast building, which was as tortuous as a labyrinth, and 
honeycombed with inextricable passages, pierced by innumerable doors 
opening into the various offices. 

Each one entered his particular room, pressed the hands of his colleagues 
who had already arrived, threw off his coat, put on his office jacket, and 
seated himself before the table, where a pile of papers awaited him. Then ! 

they went for news into the neighbouring offices. They asked- whether 
their chief had arrived, if he was in an agreeable humour, and if the day’s 
mail was a heavy one. 

The clerk in charge of '‘generalmatter,” M. G&ar Cachelin, an old non- 
commissioned officer of the marine infantry, who had become chief-clerk 
by priority of office, registered in a big book all the documents as they 
were brought in by the messenger. Opposite him the copy-clerk, old 
father Savon, a stupid old fellow, celebrated throughout the whole ministry 
for his conjugal misfortunes, copied in a slow hand a dispatch from the 
chief, sitting with his body held sidewise and his eyes askew, in the stiff 
attitude of the careful copyist. • 

M. Cachelin, a big man, whose short, white hair stood up like a brush on 
his head, talked all the time while performing, his daily work: “Thirty-two 
dispatches from Toulon. That port gives, us as. much as any four others put 

Then he asked the old man Savon the question he put to him every .i 

The old man, without stopping his work, replied: “You know very well, I 

Monsieur Cachelin, that subject is a most painful 'one tame” . . ; : 
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Then the chief clerk laughed as he laughed every day at hearing the same 
phrase. 

The door opened and M. Maze entered. He was a handsome, dark young 
fellow dressed with an exaggerated elegance, who thought his position be- 
neath his dignity, and his person and manners above his position. He wore 
large rings, a heavy gold watch chain, a monocle (which he discarded 
while at work), and he made a frequent movement of his wrists in order 
to bring into view his cuffs ornamented with great shining buttons. 

At the door he asked: “Much work to-day?” M. Cachelin replied: “It is 
always Toulon which keeps sending in. One can easily see that the first 
of the year is at hand, from the way they are hustling down there.” 

But another employee, a great joker, always in high spirits, appeared in 
his turn and said laughing: 

“We are not hustling at all, are we?” Then taking out his watch he added : 
“Seven minutes to ten and every man at his post! By George, what do you 
think of that? and Fll wager anything that his Dignity M. Lesable arrived 
at nine o’clock — at the same hour as our illustrious chief.” 

The chief clerk ceased writing, put his pen behind his ear, and leaning 
his elbow on the desk said: “Oh! there is a man for you! If he does 
not succeed, it will not be for want of trying.” 

M. Pitolet, seating himself on the corner of the table and swinging his 
leg, replied: 

“But he will succeed, papa Cachelin; he will succeed, you may be sure. 
I will bet you twenty francs to a sou that he will be chief within ten 
years,” -* 

M. Maze, who rolled a cigarette while warming his calves before the 
fire, said: 

“Pshaw! for my part I would rather remain all my life on a salary of 
twenty-four hundred francs than wear myself to a skeleton the way he is 
doing.” 

Pitolet turned on his heels and said in a bantering tone: “But that docs 
not prevent you, my dear fellow, from being here on this twentieth of 
December before ten o’clock.” 

The other shrugged his shoulders with an air of indifference. “Hang it 
all! I do not want everybody to walk over my head, either! Since you 
come here to see the sun rise, I am going to do it, too, however much I 
may deplore your officiousness. From doing that to calling the chief 'dear 
master,’ as Lesable does, and staying until half past six and then carrying 
work home with you is a long way, Besides, I am in society and I have 
other demands upon my time.” 

M. Cachelin had ceased his registering and begun to dream, his eyes 
fixed on vacancy* At last he asked: ‘'Do you believe that he will get an in- 
crease again this year?” ; 
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Pitolet cried: ''I will bet you ten to one he gets it. He is not wearing 
himself out for nothing.” 

And so they talked of the eternal question of promotion which for a 
month had excited the whole hive of clerks from the ground floor to the 
roof. 

They calculated chances, computed figures, compared their various claims 
to promotion, and waxed indignant over former injustices. These discus- 
sions lasted from morning until evening, and the next day were begun all 
over again, with the same reasons, the same arguments, the same words. 

A new clerk entered, a little, pale, sick-looking man, M. Boissel, who lived 
as in a romance of Alexandre Dumas, pere. Everything with him was an 
extraordinary adventure, and he recounted every morning to his friend 
Pitolet his strange encounters of the previous evening, imaginary scenes 
enacted in his house, strange cries uttered in the street which caused him to 
open his window at half past three in the morning. Every day he had sepa- 
rated combatants, stopped runaway horses, rescued women from danger; 
and although of a deplorably weak constitution he talked unceasingly, in a 
slow and satisfied tone, of exploits accomplished by his strong arm. 

As soon as he understood that they were talking of Lesable he declared: 

*‘Some day I will give that little pup his deserts; and if he ever walks over 
my head, I’ll give him something that will prevent him from trying again.” 

Maze, continuing to smoke, sneered: “You would do well, then, to begin 
at once, for I hear on good authority that you are to be set aside this year 
for Lesable,” 

Boissel raised his hand. “I swear that if— ” 

The door opened once more, and a dapper little man wearing the side- 
whiskers of an officer of marine or lawyer, and a high, stiff collar, who spoke 
his words rapidly as though he could not take the time to finish what he 
had to say, entered quickly with a preoccupied manner. He shook hands all 
around with the air of a man who had no leisure for dallying, and approach- 
ing the chief clerk said : “My dear Cachelin, will you give me the Chapelou 
papers, rope yarn, Toulon A. T. V., 1875.?” 

The clerk rose, reached for a portfolio above his head, took out a package 
of sealed documents wrapped in blue linen, and presenting them said: 
“There, M. Lesable; you remember the chief took three dispatches from 
their package yesterday.” 

“Yes, I have them. Thanks,” and the young man went out hurriedly. 

Hardly had he gone when Maze ejaculated: 

“Well, what an air! One would swear he was already chief.” 

And Pitolet replied: “Patience, patience; he will be before any of us.” 

M. Cachelin had not resumed his writing; A fixed thought seemed to have 
taken possession of him. At last he said: “He has a fine future, that boy!” 

But Maze murmured in a disdainful tone; “For those who think the 
ministry is a career — yes. For the others it is a little ” 
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Pitolet interrupted him : ‘‘Perhaps you intend to become ambassador ?” 

The other made an impatient gesture. “It is not a question of me. I can 
take care of myself. That has nothing to do with the fact that the position 
of the head of a department will never be anything very much.” 

Father Savon, the copyist, had never ceased his work. But for some little 
time he had been dipping his pen in the inkstand, then wiping it vigorously 
on the sponge which stood in a little glass of water on his desk, without 
being able to trace a letter. The black liquid slipped along the point of the 
metal and fell in round spots on the paper. The good man, driven to despair 
as sheet after sheet of paper was thus spoiled, said in a deep and sorrowful 
woke:'. ' 

“Here is more adulterated ink!” 

A shout of laughter came from every mouth. Cachelin shook the table 
with his stomach. Maze bent double, as though he were going up the chim- 
ney backward. Pitolet stamped and roared and waved his hands in the air, 
and even Boissel was almost suffocated, although he generally looked at 
these things on the tragic rather than the comic side. 

But father Savon, wiping his pen on the tail of his overcoat, said : “There 
is nothing to laugh at. I have to go over my whole work two or three times.” 

He took from his box another sheet of paper, laid his wax sheet over it, 
and commenced again at the beginning: “Monsieur le Minis tre and dear 

Colleague ” The pen now held the ink and traced the letters neatly. The 

old man settled down into his oblique posture and continued his copy. 

The others had not stopped laughing. They were fairly choking. For six 
months they had played the same game on the poor old fellow, who had 
never detected it. It consisted in pouring several drops of oil on the damp 
sponge used for wiping pens. The metal, thus becoming coated with liquid 
grease, would not take the ink, and the perplexed copying-clerk would pass 
hours in using boxes of pens and bottles of ink, and finally declare that the 
supplies of the department were becoming perfectly worthless. 

Then the jokers would torment the old man in other ways. They put 
gunpowder in his tobacco, poured drugs into his drinking water, and made 
him believe that, since the Commune, the majority of articles for general 
use had been adulterated by the socialists, to put the government in the 
wrong and bring about a revolution. He had conceived a terrible hatred 
against the anarchists, whom he believed to be concealed everywhere, and 
had a mysterious fear of an unknown woman— veiled and formidable. 

A sharp ring of the bell sounded in the corridor. They -well knew the 
emphatic ring of their chief, M. Torchebeuf, and each one sprang toward 
the door, that he might regain his own compartment. 

Cachelin returned to his work. Then he laid down his pen again, and took 
his head in his hands and began to think. 

He turned over, in his ■mind -an idea which had tormented him for some 
time. An -old non-commissioned, officer, of the marine infantry? retired after 
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receiving three wounds, one at Senegal and two at Cochin China, who had 
been given a position in the ministry as an exceptional favour, he had had to 
endure many miseries, many hardships, and many griefs in his long career 
as an insignificant subordinate. He considered authority, official authority, as 
the finest thing in the world. The head of a Department seemed to him an 
exceptional being, living in a higher sphere; and the employee of whom he 
heard it said: “He is a sharp one; he will get there yet,” appeared to him 
of another race, another nature, than himself. 

had therefore for his colleague Lesable a high respect which ap- 
proached veneration, and he cherished the secret desire, which was never 
absent from his mind, to have him marry his daughter. 

She would be rich one day, very rich. This was known throughout the 
entire ministry, for his sister. Mile. Cachelin, possessed a million, a clear, 
cool million, acquired through love, they said, but purified by belated piety. 

This ancient spinster, who had led a gay life in her youth, had retired 
with five hundred thousand francs, which she had more than doubled in 
eighteen years, thanks to her ferocious economy and more than frugal 
habits. She had lived for a long time with her brother, who was a widower 
with one daughter, Coralie; but she did not contribute in the slightest 
degree to the expenses of the house, guarding and accumulating her gold, 
and always repeating to Cachelin: “It makes no difference, since it is all for 
your daughter; but marry her quickly, for I want to see my little nephews 
around me. It is she who will give me the joy of embracing a child of our 
blood.” 

This was well understood at the office, and suitors were not lacking for 
Coralie’s hand. It was said that Maze himself, the handsome Maze, the lion 
of the bureau, hovered around father Cachelin with a palpable intent. But 
the former sergeant, who had roamed through all latitudes, wanted a young 
man with a future, a young man who would be chief, and who would be 
able to make some return to him, the old clerk. Lesable suited him to a 
nicety, and he cast about in his mind for a means of attaching him to him- 
self. 

All of a sudden he sat upright, striking his hands together. He had found 
it. He well understood the weakness of each one of his colleagues. Lesable 
could be approached only through his vanity, his professional vanity. He 
would go to him and demand his protection as one goes to a senator or a 
deputy — as one goes to a high personage. ’ 

Not having had any promotion for five years, Cachelin considered him- 
self as certain to obtain one this year. He would make it appear then that 
he owed it to Lesable, and would invite him to dinner as a means of thank- 
ing him. 

As soon as his project was conceived he began to put it into execution. He 
took off his office jacket, put on hisxoat, and, gathering up all the registered 
papers which concerned the services of his colleague, he betook hirnself to 
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the office which Lesable occupied all alone, by special favour, because of his 
zeal and the importance of his functions. 

The young man was writing at a great table, covered with bundles of 
documents and loose papers numbered with red or blue figures. 

As soon as he saw the chief clerk enter, he said in a familiar tone, which 
also betokened consideration: “Well, my dear fellow, do you bring me a lot 
of business ?” 

“Yes, a good deal. And then I want to speak to you.” 

“Sit down, my friend; l am listening.” 

Gachelin seated himself, coughed, put on a troubled look, and finally said 
in a despondent tone: 

“This is what brings me here, Monsieur Lesable. I will not beat about 
the bush. I will be frank like an old soldier. I have come to demand a service 
of you.” 

“What is it?” 

“In a few words, I wish very much to be promoted this year. I have nobody 
to help me, and I have thought of you.” 

Lesable reddened somewhat. He was surprised, flattered, and filled with 
a pleased confusion. However, he replied : 

“But I am nobody here, my friend. I am much less than you, who are 
going to be principal clerk. I can do nothing. Believe me that if- — ” 

Gachelin cut him short with respectful brusqueness: “Oh, nonsense. You 
have the ear of the chief, and if you speak a word for me I shall get it. 
Remember that in eighteen months I shall have the right to retire, and I 
shall be just five hundred francs to the bad if I obtain nothing on the first 
of January. I know very well that they say: ‘Gachelin is all right; his sister 
has a million.’ It is true enough that my sister has a million, but she doesn’t 
give any of it away. It is also true that her fortune is for my daughter, but 
my daughter and I are two different persons. I shall be in a nice fix if, when 
my daughter and my son-in-law are rolling in their carriage, I have nothing 
to eat. You see my position, do you not?” 

Lesable agreed. “It is true — what you say is very true. Your son-in-law 
may not be well disposed toward you. Besides, one is always more at ease 
when owing nothing to anybody. Well, I promise you I shall do my best; I 
shall speak to the chief, place the case before him, and shall insist if it be 
necessary. Gount on me!” 

Gachelin rose, took the hands of his colleague, and pressing them hard 
while he shook them in military fashion, stammered: “Thank you, thank 
you; believe me, if ever I have the opportunity— if I can ever — — ” He 
stopped, not being able to finish what he had begun, and went away 
making the corridor resound with the rhythmical tread of an old trooper. 

But he heard from afar the , sharp ring of a bell and he began to run. He 
knew that ring. It was the chief, M. Torchebeuf, who wanted him. 
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Eight days later Cachelin found one morning on his desk a sealed letter, 
which contained the folio wing: 

My DEAR Colleague: 1 am happy to announce to you that the minister, at the 
instance of our director and our chief, yesterday signed your nomination to the 
position of principal clerk. You will receive to-morrow your official notification. 
Until then you know nothing, you understand.^ 

Yours ever, 

Lesable. ' 

Cesar ran at once to the office of his young colleague, thanked him, ex- 
cused himself, offered his everlasting devotion, overwhelmed him with his 
gratitude. 

It was known on the morrow that MM. Lesable and Cachelin had each 
been promoted. The other employees must wait another year, receiving by 
way of compensation a gratuity which varied from one hundred and fifty to 
three hundred francs. 

M. Boissel declared that he would lie in wait for Lesable at the corner of 
the street at midnight some night and give him a drubbing which would 
leave its mark. The other clerks kept silent. 

The following Monday, on his arrival, Cachelin went to the office of his 
protector, entered with solemnity, and in a ceremonious tone said: “I hope 
that you will do me the honour to dine with us during the New Year holi- 
days. You may choose the day yourself.” 

The young man, somewhat surprised, raised his head and looked his col- 
league full in the face. Then he replied without removing his eyes, that he 
might read the thoughts of the other: “But, my dear fellow, you see — all my 
evenings are promised here for some time to come.” 

Cachelin insisted in a gGod-humoured tone: “Oh, but, I say, you will not 
disappoint us by refusing, after the service that you have rendered me. I 
beg you in the name of my family and in mine.” 

Lesable hesitated, perplexed. He had understood well enough, but he did 
not know what to reply, not having had time to reflect and to weigh the 
pros and the cons. At last he thought: “I commit myself to nothing by 
going to dinner,” and he accepted with a satisfied air, choosing the Saturday 
following. He added, smiling: “So that I shall not have to get up too soon 
the next morning.” 

II 

M. Cachelin lived in a small apartment on the fifth floor of a house at the 
upper end of the Rue Rochechouart. There was a balcony from which one 
could see all Paris, and three rooms, one for his sister, one for his daughter, 
and one for himself. The dining-room served also for a parlour.. 

He occupied himself during the whole week in preparing for this dinner. 
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The menu was disGusse at great length,, in order that they might have a 
repast which should be at the same time home-like and elegant. The follow- 
ing was finally decided upon: A consomme with eggs, shrimps and sausage 
for hors d’oeuvre, a lobster, a fine chicken, preserved pate ' de foie 

gmr, a salad, an ice, and dessert. 

The foie gras was ordered from a neighbouring pork butcher with the 
injunction to furnish the best quality. The pot alone cost three francs and a 
half. 

For the wine, Cachelin applied to the wine merchant at the corner who 
supplied him with the red beverage with which he ordinarily queiiched his 
thirst. He did not want to go to a big dealer reasoning thus: '‘The small 
dealers find few occasions to sell their best brands. On this account they 
keep them a long time in their cellars, and they are therefore better.’" 

He came home at the earliest possible hour on Saturday to assure himself 
that all was ready. The maid who opened the door for him was red as a 
tomato, for she had lighted her fire at midday through fear of not being 
ready in time, and had roasted her face at it all day. Emotion also excited 
her. He entered the dining-room to inspect everything. In the middle of the 
little room the round table made a great white spot under the bright light 
of a lamp covered with a green shade. 

The four plates were almost concealed by napkins folded in the form of 
an archbishop’s miter by Mile. Cachelin, the aunt, and were flanked by 
knives and forks of white metal. In front of each stood two glasses, one large 
and one small. Cesar found this insufficient at a glance, and he called: 
“Charlotte!” 

The door at the left opened and a little old woman appeared. Older than 
her brother by ten years, she had a narrow face framed with white ringlets. 
She did these up in papers every night. 

Her thin voice seemed too weak for her little bent body, and she moved 
with a slightly dragging step and tired gestures. 

They had said of her when she was young; “What a dear little creature!” 

She was now a shrivelled up old woman, very clean because of her early 
training, headstrong, spoiled, narrow-minded, fastidious, and easily irritated. 
Having become very devout, she seemed to have totally forgotten the ad- 
ventures of her past. 

She asked: “What do you want.?” 

He replied: “I find that two glasses do not make much of a show. If we 
could have champagne-— it would not cost me more than three or four 
francs; we have the glasses already, and it would entirely change the aspect 
of the table.” 

Mile, Charlotte replied: “I do not see the use of going to that expense. 
But you are paying; it does not concern me.” 

He hesitated, seeking to convince himself: 

“I assure ypu it .would be much better. And then, with the cake it would 
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make things more lively.” This decided him. He took his hat and went 
downstairs, returning in five minutes with a bottle under his arm which 
bore on a large white label, ornamented with an enormous coat of arms, 
the words: “Grand vin mousseux de Champagne du Comte de Chatel- 
Raiovau.” . 

Cachelin declared: “It cost only three francs, and the man says it is de- 
licious.” ■ 

He took the champagne glasses from the cupboard and placed them 
before each place. ■ 

The door at the right opened. His daughter entered. She was a tall girl 
with firm, rosy flesh—a handsome daughter of a strong race. She had chest- 
nut hair and blue eyes. A simple gown outlined her round and supple figure; 
her voice was strong, almost the voice of a man, with those deep notes 
which make the nerves vibrate. She cried: “Heavens! Champagne 1 What 
luck!” clapping her hands like a child. 

Her father said to her : “I wish you to be particularly nice to this gentle- 
man; he has done such a lot for me.” 

She began to laugh — a sonorous laugh, which said : “I know.” 

The bell in the vestibule rang. The doors opened and closed and Lesable 
appeared. 

He wore a black coat, a white cravat, and white gloves. He created a stir. 
Cachelin sprang forward, embarrassed and delighted: “But, my dear fellow, 
this is among ourselves. See me — I am in ordinary dress.” 

The young man replied: “I know, you told me so; but I never go out in 
the evening without my dress-coat.” He saluted, his opera-hat under his 
arm, a flower in his buttonhole. Cesar presented him: “My sister, Mile. 
Charlotte; my daughter Coralie, whom at home we call Cora.” 

Everybody bowed. Cachelin continued: “We have no salon. It is rather 
troublesome, but one gets used to it.” 

Lesable replied : “It is charming.” 

Then he was relieved of his hat, which he wished to hang up, and he 
began immediately to draw off his gloves. 

They sat down and looked at one another across the table, and no one 
said anything more until Cachelin asked: “Did the chief remain late to- 
night? I left very early to help the ladies.” 

Lesable replied in a careless tone: “No, we went away together, because 
we were obliged to discuss the matter of the payment for the canvasses at 
Brest. It is a very complicated affair, which will give us a great deal of 
trouble.” 

Cachelin believed he ought to bring his sister into the conversation, and 
turning to her said; “It is M. Lesable who decides all the difficult questions , 
at the office. One might say that he was the deputy chief.” 

The old spinster bowed politely; saying: “Oh, I know that Monsieur has 
great capabilities.” 
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The maid entered, pushing open the door with her knee, and holding 
aloft with both hands a great soup tureen. Then the master of the house 
cried: ‘Oome—dinner! Sit there, M. Lesable, between my sister and my 
daughter.. I hope you are not afraid of the ladies,” and the dinner began. 

Lesable made himself agreeable, with a little air of self-sufficiency, almost 
of condescension, and he glanced now and then at the young girl, aston- 
ished at her freshness, at her beautiful, appetising health. Mile. Charlotte 
showed her best side, knowing the intentions of her brother, and she took 
part in the conversation so long as it was confined to commonplace topics. 
Cachelin was radiant; he talked and joked in a loud voice while he poured 
out the wine bought an hour previous at the store on the corner: “A glass of 
this little Burgundy, M. Lesable. I do not say that it is anything remarkable, 
but it is good; it is from the cellar and it is pure — I can say that much. We 
get it from some friends down there.” 

The young girl said nothing; a little red, a little shy, she was awed by the 
presence of this man, whose thoughts she suspected. 

When the lobster appeared, Cesar declared: ''Here comes a personage 
whose acquaintance I shall be glad to make.” 

Lesable, smiling, told a story of a writer who had called the lobster "the 
cardinal of the seas,” not knowing that before being cooked the animal was 
a dark greenish black. Cachelin laughed with all his might, repeating: "Ha, 
ha, ha! that is first rate!” But Mile. Charlotte, becoming serious, said 
sharply: 

"I do not see anything amusing in that. That gentleman was an improper 
person, I understand all kinds of pleasantries, but I am opposed to any- 
thing which casts ridicule on the clergy in my presence.” 

The young man, who wished to please the old maid, profited by this 
occasion to make a profession of the Catholic faith. He spoke of the bad 
taste of those who treated great truths with lightness. And in conclusion he 
said: "For myself I respect and venerate the religion of my fathers; I have 
been brought up in it, and I will remain in it till my death.” 

Cachelin laughed no longer. He rolled little crumbs of bread between his 
finger and thumb while he murmured: "That’s right, that's right.” Then 
he changed the conversation, and, with an impulse natural to those who 
follow the same routine every day, he said: '‘Our handsome Maze — must 
have been furious at not having been promoted.'^” 

Lesable smiled. "Well, why not? To everyone according to his deserts." 
And they continued talking about the ministry, which interested everybody, 
for the two women knew the employees almost as well as Cachelin himself, 
through hearing them spoken of every day. 

;.rMlle. Charlotte was particularly pleased to hear about Boissel, on account 
of his romantic spirit, and the adventures he was always telling about, while 
Cora was secretly interested in the handsome Maze. They had never seen 
either of the men, however. 
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Lesable talked about them with a superior air, as a minister might have 
done in speaking of his staff. 

“Maze is not lacking in a certain kind of merit, but when one wishes to 
accomplish anything it is necessary to work harder than he does. He is fond 
of society and of pleasure. All that distracts the mind; he will never advance 
much on this account. He will be an Assistant Secretary, perhaps, thanks to 
the influence he commands, but nothing more. As for Pitolet, he is a good 
clerk, I must say. He has a superficial elegance which cannot be gainsaid, 
but nothing deep. There is a young man whom one could never put at the 
head of an important bureau, but who can always be utilised by an intelli- 
gent chief who would lay out his work for him.*V 

“And M, Boissel?” asked Mile. Charlotte. 

Lesable shrugged his shoulders: “A poor chap, a poor chap. He can see 
nothing in its proper proportions, and is continually imagining wonderful 

stories while half asleep. To us he is of no earthly use.” 

Cachelin began to laugh. “But the best of all,” he declared, “is old father 
Savon.” 

Then everybody. laughed. ' 

After that they talked of the theatres and the different plays of the year. 
Lesable judged the dramatic literature of the day with the same authority, 
concisely classifying the authors, determining the strength and weakness of 
each, with the assurance of a man who believes himself to be infallible and 
universal. 

They had finished the roast. C&ar now uncovered the pot of foie gras 
with the most delicate precautions, which made one imagine the contents 
to be something wonderful. He said: “I do not know if this one will be a 
success, but generally they are perfect. We get them from a cousin who lives 
in Strasburg.” 

With respectful deliberation each one ate the butcher’s pate in its little 
yellow pot. 

But disaster came with the ice. It was a sauce, a soup, a clear liquid which 
floated in the dish. The little maid had begged the pastry cook’s boy, who 
brought the ice at seven o’clock, to take it out of the mold himself, fearing 
that she would not know how. 

Cachelin, in despair, wished to make, her carry it back again; then he 
calmed himself at the thought of the Twelfth Night cake, which he divided 
with great mystery as though it contained a prime secret. All fixed their 
gaze on the symbolic cake, then Mile. Charlotte directed that each one close 
his eyes while taking a piece. 

Who would be the king? A childish, expectant smile was on the lips of 
everyone. M. Lesable uttered a little “ah” of astonishment, and showed 
between his thumb and forefinger a great white bean still covered with 
pastry. Cachelin began to applaud, then cried: “Choose the queen! choose 
the queen!” 
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The king hesitated an instant only. Would it not be a politic act to choose 
Mile. Charlotte? She would be flattered, brought over, his friend ever after! 
Then he reflected that it was really Mile. Cora for whom he had been in- 
vited, and that he would seem like a ninny in choosing the aunt. He turned 
toward his youthful neighbour, and handing her the royal bean said: 
“Mademoiselle, will you permit me to offer it to you?'* And they looked 
one another in the face for the first time. 

She replied: “Thank you, Monsieur,” and received the gage of sov- 
ereignty. 

He thought: “She is enormously pretty, this girl. Her eyes are superb. She 
is gay, too, if I am not mistaken!” 

A sharp detonation made the two women jump. Cachelin had just opened 
the champagne, which escaped from the bottle and ran over the table- 
cloth. Then the glasses were filled with the frothy stuff and the host de- 
clared: “It is of good quality, one can see that.” But as Lesable was about 
to drink to prevent his glass from running over, Ccsiiv cried: “The king 
drinks! the king drinks! the king drinks!” And Mile. Charlotte, also ex- 
cited, squeaked in her thin voice: “The king drinks! the king drinks!” 

Lesable emptied his glass with composure, and replacing it on the table 
said: “You see I am not lacking in assurance.” Then turning toward Mile. 
Cora he said: “It is yours, Mademoiselle!” 

She wished to drink, but everybody having cried: “The queen drinks! the 
queen drinks!” she blushed, began to laugh, and put the glass down again. 

The end of the dinner was full of gaiety; the king showed himself most 
attentive and gallant toward the queen. Then when they had finished the 
liqueurs, Cachelin announced : 

“We will have the table cleared away now to give us more room. If it is 
not raining, we can go to the balcony for a few minutes.” He wanted Lesable 
to see the view, although it was night. 

The glass door was thrown open. A moist, warm breeze entered. It was 
mild outdoors as in the month of April. They all mounted the step which 
separated the dining-room from the large balcony. They could see nothing 
but a vague glimmer hovering over the great city, like the gilt halos which 
they put on the heads of the saints. In some spots this light seemed more 
brilliant, and Cachelin began to explain: 

, .“See, that is the Eden blazing down there. Look at the line of the boule- 
vards. Isn't it wonderful, how you can distinguish them! In the daytime it is 
splendid, this view. You would have to travel a long way before you saw 
anything finer!” , 

: Lesable was leaning on the iron balustrade, by the side of Cora, who gazed 
into the void, silent, distraught, seized of a sudden with one of those melan- 
choly languors which sometimes oppress the soul. Mile. Charlotte returned 
to , the room, fearing the damp. Cachelin continued to speak, his out- 
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stretched hand indicating the places where they would find the Invalides, 
the Trocadero, the Arc de Triomphe. 

Lesable in a low voice asked: “And you, Mile. Cora, do you like to look 
at Paris from this height?” 

She gave a little shiver, as though she had been dreaming and answered : 
“I? Yes, especially at night. I think of all the things which are happening 
there in front of us. How many happy people and how many who are un- 
happy in all these houses! If one could see everything, how many things one 
might learn!” 

He came a little nearer, until their elbows and their shoulders touched: 

“By moonlight this should be like fairyland.” 

She murmured: “Ah, yes, indeed. One would say it was an engraving by 
Gustave Dore. What a pleasure it would be to take a long walk on these 
roofs.” 

Then he questioned her regarding her tastes, her dreams, her pleasures. 
And she replied without embarrassment, after the manner of an intelligent, 
sensible girl— one who was not moredmaginative than was necessary. 

He found her full of good sense, and he said to himself that it would be 
wonderfully sweet to put his arm about that firm, round figure, and to press 
a score of little slow kisses, as one drinks in little sips of excellent brandy, 
on that fresh cheek, near the ear, just where a ray from the lamp fell upon 
it. He felt himself attracted, moved by the sensation of the proximity of a 
beautiful woman, by the thirst for her ripe and virginal flesh and by that 
delicate seductive influence a young girl possesses. It seemed to him he could 
remain there for hours, nights, weeks, forever, leaning towards her, feeling 
her near to him, thrilled by the charm of that contact. And something like a 
poetic sentiment stirred his heart in the face of that great Paris, spread out 
before him, brilliant in her nocturnal life, her life of pleasure and de- 
bauchery. It seemed to him that he dominated the enormous city, that he 
hovered over it; and he thought how delicious it would be to recline every 
evening on such a balcony beside a woman, to love her and be loved by her, 
to press her to his breast, far above the vast city, and all the earthly loves it 
contained, above all the vulgar satisfactions and common desires, near to 
the stars. 

There are nights when even the least exalted souls begin to dream, and 
Lesable felt as though he were spreading his wings for the first time. Perhaps 
he was a little tipsy. 

Cachelin went inside to get his pipe, and came back lighting it. “I know,” 
he said, “that you do not smoke or I would offer you a cigarette There is 
nothing more delightful than to smoke here* If I had to live on the ground 
floor I should die. We could do it if we wanted to, for the house belongs 
to my sister, as well as the two neighbouring ones— the one on the right and 
the one on the left. She has a nice little revenue from these alone. They did 
not cost a great deal, either, when she bought them.” And turning toward 
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the window he cried: '‘How much did you pay for the ground here^ Char- 
lotte?” 

Then the thin voice of the old spinster was heard speaking. Lesable could 
only hear broken fragments of the sentences: “In eighteen hundred and 
sixty-three— thirty-five francs — built afterward — the three houses— -a banker 
—sold for at least five hundred thousand francs 

She talked of her fortune with the complacency of an old soldier who 
reels off stories of his campaigns. She enumerated her purchases, the high 
offers she had since had, the rise in values, etc. 

Lesable, immediately interested, turned about, resting now his back 
against the balustrade of the balcony. But as lie still caught only tantalizing 
scraps of what the old woman said, he brusquely left his young companion 
and went within where he might hear everything; and seating himself beside 
Mademoiselle Charlotte conversed with her for a long time on the probable 
increase in rents and what income should accrue from money well placed in 
stocks and bonds. He left toward midnight, promising to return. 

A month later there was nothing talked about in the whole office but the 
marriage of Jacques Leopold Lesable with Mademoiselle Celeste Coralie 
Cachelin. 

Ill 

The young people began housekeeping on the same floor with Cachelin 
and Mile. Charlotte, in an apartment similar to theirs from which the tenant 
was expelled. 

A certain uneasiness^ however, disturbed the mind of Lesable: the aunt 
had not wished to assure her heritage to Cora by any definitive act. She had, 
however, consented to swear “before God” that her will was made and de- 
posited with Maitre Belhomme, the notary. She had promised, moreover, 
that her entire fortune should revert to her niece on one sole condition. 
Being pressed to reveal this condition she refused to explain herself, but 
averred with a little amiable smile that it was very easy of fulfillment. 

Notwithstanding these explanations and the stubbornness of the pious old 
woman, Lesable thought he ought to have further assurance; but, as the 
young woman pleased him greatly, his desire triumphed over his incertitude, 
and he yielded to the determined efforts of Cachelin. 

Now he was happy, notwithstanding that he was always tormented by a 
doubt, and he loved his wife, who had in nowise disappointed his expecta- 
tions. His life flowed along, tranquil and monotonous. He became, in several 
weeks, perfectly inured to his new position of married man, and he con- 
tinued to be the same faithful and accomplished employee as formerly. 

; A year, rolled away. The first of the year came round again. He did not 
receive, to his great surprise, the promotion on which he had counted. Maze 
and Pitolet alone passed to the grade above, and Boissel declared confi- 
dentially to Cachelin that he had promised himself to give his two fellow- 
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clerks a good thrashing at the main entrance before everybody. But he did 
nothing.' . . 

For a whole week Lesable did not sleep a wink because of the anguish he 
felt at not having been promoted, despite his zeal. He had been working 
like a dog; he had filled the place of the assistant-chief, M. Rabot, who had 
been in the hospital of Val-de-Grace for nine months; he had been coming 
to the oiBce at half past eight every morning, remaining until half past sk 
in the evening. What more could they ask? If they could not appreciate 
such faithful service he would do like the others, that was all. To everyone 
according to his deserts. How could M. Torchebeuf, who had always treated 
him like a son, have sacrificed him thus? He wanted to get at the bottom 
of the thing. He would go to the chief and have an explanation with him. 

On Monday morning, therefore, before the arrival of his comrades, he 
knocked at the door of that potentate. 

A sharp voice cried: ‘‘Come in!” He entered. 

Seated before a great table strewn with papers, his little body bent over a 
writing-pad which his big head almost touched, M. Torchebeuf was busily 
writing. On seeing his favourite employee he said cheerfully: “Good morn- 
ing, Lesable; you are well?” 

The young man replied: “Good morning, dear master, I am very well; 
and you?” 

The chief ceased writing and turned about in his revolving chair. His 
frail, slender body, clad in a black surtout of severe cut, seemed ridiculously 
disproportioned to the great leather-covered chair. The brilliant rosette of 
an officer of the Legion of Honour, a hundred times too large for the small 
body which it decorated, burned like a live coal upon his narrow chest. His 
skull was of considerable size, as though the entire development of the indi- 
vidual had been at the top, after the manner of mushrooms. 

His chin was pointed, his cheeks hollow, his eyes protruding, and his 
great bulging forehead was surmounted with white hair which he wore 
thrown backward. 

M. Torchebeuf said: “Sit down, my friend, and tell me what brings you 
here.” 

Toward all the other clerks he displayed a military brusqueness, consider- 
ing himself to be their captain, for the ministry was to him as a great vessel, 
the flag-ship of all the French fleet. 

Lesable, somewhat moved, a little pale, stammered : “Dear master, I come 
to ask you if I have been lacking in any way.” 

“Certainly not, my dear fellow; why do you ask me such a question?” 

“Because I was a little surprised at not receiving my promotion this year, 
as in former years. Allow me to finish my explanation, dear master, and 
pardon my audacity. I know that I have obtained from you exceptional 
favours and unlooked-for advantagesv I know that promotions are only 
made, as a general thing, every two or; three years; but permit me to remind 
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i you that I furnish the bureau with nearly four times the amount of work 

I of an ordinary employee, and at least twice as much time. IE, then, you put 

’ in the balance the result of labour and the remuneration, you will certainly 

find the one far outvv/eighs the other.” 

He had carefully prepared this speech, which he judged to be excellent. 

M. Torchebeuf, surprised, hesitated before replying. At length he said in a 
rather cool tone: “Although it is not admissible, on principle, that these sub- 
jects should be discussed between chief and employee, I am willing to reply 
for this once to your question regarding your very meritorious services. 

“I proposed your name for promotion as in preceding years. The chief, 
however, crossed out your name on the ground that by your marriage your 
fortune was assured. You are to come into an inheritance such as your 
modest colleagues can never hope to possess. Is it not, therefore, just to 
take into consideration the condition of each one? You will be rich, very 
rich. Three hundred francs more per year will be as nothing to you, whereas 
this little increase will count for a great deal in the pockets of the others. 
There, my friend, you have the reason why you remain stationary this year.” 

Lesable, irritated and covered with confusion, retired. 

That evening at dinner he was disagreeable to his wife. She, however, 
was gay and pleasant as usual. Although she was of an even temper, she was 
headstrong, and when she desired anything greatly she never yielded her 
point. She possessed no longer for him the sensual charm of the early days, 
and although he still looked upon her with the eye of desire, for she was 
fresh and charming, he experienced at times that disillusion so near to 
estrangement which soon comes to two beings who live a common life. The 
thousand trivial or grotesque details of existence, the loose toilettes of the 
i morning, the common linen robe-de-chambre, the faded peignoir, for they 

were not rich, and all the necessary home duties which are seen too near at 
hand in a poor household — all these things took the glamour from marriage 
and withered the flower of poetry which, from a distance, is so attractive to 
lovers. 

^ Aunt Charlotte also rendered herself as disagreeable as possible. She never 

f went out, but stayed indoors and busied herself in everything which con- 

cerned the two young people. She wished everything conducted in ac- 
: cordance with her notions, made observations on everything, and as they 

had a horrible fear of offending her, they bore it all with resignatiofi, but 
also with a suppressed and ever-increasing exasperation. 

She went through their apartment with her slow, dragging step, constantly 
' . saying in her sharp, nasal voice: 'Ton ought to do this; you certainly ought 

When the husband and. wife found themselves alone together, Lesable, 

* , who was a perfect bundle of .nerves, would cry out: “Your aunt is growing 
K I won’t stand her, here 'any,; longer, do you hear? I won’t stand 

B it!” And Cqra'would repIy'tranquilly:'“What,do you want me to do?” , 
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Then flying into a passion he would say : "It is dreadM to have such a 
family"!’" ' 

And shcj still calm, would reply: “Yes, the family is dreadful, but the 
inheritance is good, isn’t it? Now don’t be an imbecile. You have as iniUGh 
interest as I in managing Aunt Charlotte.” 

Then he would be silent, not knowing what to say. 

The aunt now harried them unceasingly on the subject of a child. She 
pushed Lesable into corners and hissed in his face: “My nephew, I intend 
that you shall be a father before I die. I want to see my little heir. You can- 
not make me believe that Cora was not made to be a mother. It is only 
necessary to look at her. When one gets married, my nephew, it is to have a 
family — to send out little branches. Our holy mother, the Church, forbids 
sterile marriages. I know very well that you are not rich, and that a child 
causes extra expense. But after me you will want for nothing. I want a little 
Lesable, do you understand? I want him.” 

When, after fifteen months of marriage, her desire was not yet realized, 
she began to have doubts and became very urgent; and she gave Cora in 
private advice — practical advice, that of a woman who has known many 
things in her time, and who has still the recollection of them on occasion. 

But one morning she was not able to rise from her bed, feeling very 
unwell. As she had never been ill before, Cachelin ran in great agitation to 
the door of his son-in-law: “Run quickly for Dr. Barbette,” he said, “and 
you will tell the chief, won’t you, that I shall not be at the office to-day.” 

Lesable passed an agonizing day, incapable of working himself, or of 
giving directions to the other clerks. M. Torchebeuf, surprised, remarked: 
“You are somewhat distraught to-day, M. Lesable.” And Lesable answered 
nervously: “I am greatly fatigued, dear master; I have passed the entire 
night at the bedside of our aunt, whose condition is very serious.” 

The chief replied coldly: “As M. Cachelin is with her I think that should 
suffice. I cannot allow my bureau to be disorganized for the personal reasons 
of my employees.” 

Lesable had placed his watch on the table before him, and he waited for 
five o’clock with feverish impatience. As soon as the big clock in the grand 
court struck he hurried away, quitting the office, for the first time, at the 
regular hour. 

He even took a cab to return home, so great was his anxiety, and he 
mounted the staircase at a run. The nurse opened the door; he stammered: 

“The doctor says that she is very low.” 

His heart began to beat rapidly. He was greatly agitated. “Ah, indeed!” 

Could she, by any chance, be going to die? 

He did not dare to go into the sick woman’s chamber now, and he asked 
that Cachelin, who was watching fay her side, be called. < 

His father-in-law appeared immediately, opehing th^ with precau-- 
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tion, HeLad.OiiLis' dressing-^^^ and skullcap,, as. on the pleasant eve.nings 
which he passed in the corner by the fire; and he murmured in a low voice: 
'“It’s '.very bad, .very had.. She has, been unconscious, since ..four o’clock... She 
even received the viaticmn this afternoon.’’ 

Then Lesable felt a weakness descending into his legs, and he sat down. 

' “Where is my wife.?” 

'“She is a| the bedside.” 

“What is it the doctor says.? Tell nae exactly ” 

“He,; says it is. a stroke. She may come out of it, but she may ; also , die to- 
night.” 

“Do you need me? If not, I would rather not go in. It would be very pain- 
ful to me to see her in this state.” 

“No, go to your own apartment. If there is anything new I will call you 
at once.” 

Lesable went to his own quarters. The apartment seemed to him changed 
— it was, larger, clearer* But, as he could not keep still, he went out onto the 
balcony. 

They were then in the last days of July, and the great sun, on the point 
of disappearing behind the two towers of the Trocadero, rained fire on the 
immense conglomeration of roofs. 

The sky, a brilliant shining red at the horizon, took on, higher up, tints 
of pale gold, then of yellow, then of green — a delicate green flecked with 
light; then it became blue — a pure and fresh blue overhead. 

The swallows passed like flashes, scarcely visible, painting against the 
vermilion sky the curved and flying profile of their wings. And above the 
infinite number of houses, above the far-off country, floated a rose-tinted 
cloud, a vapour of fire toward which ascended, as in an' apotheosis, the 
points of the church-steeples and all the slender pinnacles of the monu- 
ments., The Arc de Triomphe appeared enormous and black against the 
conflagration on the horizon, and the dome of the Invalides seemed an- 
other sun fallen from the firmament upon the roof of a building. 

Lesable held with his two hands to the iron railing, drinking in the air 
as one drinks of wine, feeling a desire to leap, to cry out, to make violent 
gestures, so completely was he given over to a profound and triumphant 
joy. Life seemed to him radiant, the future full of richness! What would he 
do? And he began to dream. 

A noise behind him made him memble. It was his wife. Her eyes were 
red, her cheeks slightly swollen: she looked tired. She bent down her fore- 
head for him to kiss; then she said: “We are going to dine with Papa so that 
we may be near her. The nurse will not leave her while wc are eating ” 

He followed her into the next apartment 

Cachelin was already at table awaiting his daughter and his soii-indaw. A 
cold chicken, a potato salads and a of strawberries were on the 


bujffet, and the soup was-smo^g.ia the' plat 
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They sat down at table. Cachelin said: “These are days that I wouldn’t 
like to see often. They are not gay.” He said this with a tone of indifferenee 
and a sort of satisfaction in his face. He set himself to eat with the appetite 
of a hungry man^ finding the chicken excellent and the potato salad most 
refreshing. ' 

But Lesable felt his stomach oppressed and his mind ill at ease. He hardly 
ate at all, keeping his ear strained toward the next room, which was as still 
as though no one was within it. Nor was Cora hungry, but silent and tearful 
she wiped her eyes from time to time with the corner of her napkin. Cachelin 
asked: “What did the chief say.?” and Lesable gave the details, which his 
father-in-law insisted on having to the last particular, making him repeat 
everything as though he had been absent from the ministry for a year. 

“It must have made a sensation there when it became known that she was 
sick.” And he began to dream of his glorious re-entry when she should 
be dead, at the head of all the other clerks. He said, however, as though in 
reply to a secret remorse : “It is not that I desire any evil to the dear woman. 
God knows I would have her preserved for many years yet, but it will have 
that effect all the same. Father Savon will even forget the Commune on 
account of it.” 

They were commencing to eat their strawberries, when the door of the 
sick-room opened. The commotion among* the diners was such that with a 
common impulse all three of them sprang to their feet, terrified. The little 
nurse appeared, still preserving her calm, stupid manner, and said tran- 
quilly: 

“She has stopped breathing.” 

Cachelin, throwing his napkin among the dishes, sprang forward like a 
madman; Cora followed him, her heart beating; but Lesable remained 
standing near the door, spying from a distance the white spot of the bed, 
scarcely visible by the light of the dying day. He saw the back of his father- 
in-law as he stooped over the couch, examining but disturbing nothing; and 
suddenly he heard his voice, which seemed to him to come from afar — from 
very far off — the other end of the world, one of those voices which pass 
through our dreams and which tell us astonishing things. Cachelin said: “It 
is ail over. She is dead.” He saw his wife fall upon her knees and bury her 
face in the bedclothes, sobbing. Then he decided to go in, and, as Cachelin 
straightened himself up, the young man saw on the whiteness of the pillow 
the face of Aunt Charlotte, so hollow, so rigid, so pale, that with its closed 
eyes it looked like the face of a waxen figure. 

He asked in a tone of anguish: “Is it over?” 

Cachelin, who was gazing at his sister, too, turned towards Lesable, and 
the two men looked at each other. ; - ^ 

“Yes,” replied the elder, wishing to force his face into an expression of 
sorrow, but the two understood one another at a glance, and without know- 
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.:ixig''.,why, 'instinctively, . they shook, hands, as^ tho.ugh each .would thank the 
other for a service rendered.' 

, , Then, . without losing any time, they quickly occupied , t.hems.e.lves ■ with 
the ofSces required by the dead. 

Lesable undertook to fetch the doctor, and to discharge as quickly as pos- 
sible the most urgent errands. 

He took his hat and ran down the staircase, in haste to be in the street, to 
be alone, to breathe, to think, to rejoice in solitude over his good fortune. 

When he had attended to his errands, instead of returiiing he went across 
to the boulevard, possessed with a desire to see the crowds, to mingle in the 
movement of the happy life of the evening. He felt like crying out to the 
passers-by : “I have fifty thousand francs a year,’’ and he walked along, his 
hands in his pockets, stopping before the show-windows, examining the rich 
stuffs, the jewels, the artistic furniture, wdth this joyous thought : “I can buy 
these for myself now.” 

Suddenly he stopped in front of a mourning store and the startling 
thought came into his mind; “What if she is not dead.? What if they are 
mistaken?” 

And he quickly turned homeward with this doubt troubling his mind. 

On entering he demanded: “Has the doctor come?” 

Cachelin replied: “Yes, he has confirmed the death, and is now writing 
the certificate.” 

They re-entered the death-chamber. Cora w^as still w’eeping, seated in an 
armchair. She wept very gently, without noise, almost without grief now, 
with that facility for tears which women have. 

As soon as they were all three alone in the room Cachelin said in a low 
voice: “Now that the nurse has gone to bed, we might look around to see 
if anything is concealed in the furniture.” 

The two men set about the work. They emptied the drawers, rummaged 
through the pockets, unfolded every scrap of paper. By midnight they had 
found nothing of interest. Cora had fallen asleep, and she snored a little, in 
a regular fashion. Cesar said: “Are we going to stay here until daybreak?” 
Lesable, perplexed, thought it was the proper thing. Then the father-in-law 
said: “In that case let us bring in armchairs”; and they went out to get the 
two big, soft easy-chairs which furnished the room of the young married 
couple. 

An hour later the three relatives slept, with uneven snorings, before, the 
corpse, icy in its eternal immobility. 

‘ They awakened when, at daybreak, the little nurse entered the chamber. 
Cachelin immediately said, rubbing His eyes: “I have been a little drowsy 
for the last half hour,” . , 

- Lesable, who was now sitting very upright, declared: “Yes, I noticed it 
,,very plainly,, As for me, I have: not 'lost consciousness for a second! I just 
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Cora went to her own room. 

Then Lesable asked with apparent indifference : 

“When do you think we should go to the notary’s to find out about the 
will?” 

“Why — this morning if you wish.” 

“Is it necessary that Cora should accompany us?” 

“That would be better, perhaps, since she is in fact the heir.” 

“In that case I shall go and tell her to get ready.” 

Lesable went out with a quick step. The office of Maitre Belhomme was 
just opening its doors when Cachelin, Lesable and his wife presented them- 
selves in deep mourning, with faces full of woe. 

The notary at once appeared and, greeting them, bade them sit down. 

Cachelin spoke up: “Monsieur, you remember me: I am the brother of 
Mile. Charlotte Cachelin. These are my daughter and my son-in-law. My 
poor sister died yesterday; we will bury her to-morrow. As you are the 
depositary of her will we come to ask you if she has not formulated some 
request reladve to her inhumation, or if you have not some communication 
to make to us.” 

The notary opened a drawer, took out an envelope from which he drew 
a paper, and said: 

“Here, Monsieur, is a duplicate of the will, the contents of which I will 
make you acquainted with immediately. The other document, exactly 
similar to this, is to remain in my hands.” And he read : 

“I, the undersigned, Victorine-Charlotte Cachelin, here express my last 
wishes : 

“I leave my entire fortune, amounting to about one million one hundred 
and twenty thousand francs, to the children who will be born of the mar- 
riage of my niece Celeste-Coralie Cachelin, the possession of the income to 
go to the parents until the majority of the eldest of their descendants. 

“The provisions which follow regulate the share which shall fall to each 
child, and the share remaining to the parents until their death. 

“In the event of my death before my niece has an heir, all my fortune 
is to remain in the hands of my notary, for the term of three years, for my 
wish above expressed to be complied with if a child is born during that 
time. 

“But in the case of Coralie’s not obtaining fx*om Heaven a descendant 
during the three years following my death, my fortune is to be distributed, , | 

by the hands of my notary, among the poor and the benevolent institutions I 

contained in the following list.” . i 

There followed an interminable series of names of communities, of socie- 3 

Then Maitre Belhomme politely placed. the paper in the hands of Cachelin, | 

who stood speechless .with astonishment'' ■ ; V;'‘ ^ . 
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The notary thought he ought to add something by way of explanation to 
his visitors, 

“Mile. Cachelin,” said he, “when she did me the honour to speak to me 
for the first time of her project of making her will according to this plan, 
expressed to me the great desire which she had to see an heir of her race. 
She replied to all my reasoning by a more and more positive expression of 
her wishes, which were based, moreover, on a religious sentiment, she hold- 
ing every sterile union to be the sign of divine malediction. I have not been 
able to modify her intentions in the least. Believe me, I regret this fact 
exceedingly.’’ Then he added, smiling at Coralie: “But I do not doubt that 
the desideratum of the deceased will be quickly realized.” 

And the three relatives went away, too bewildered to think of anything. 

Side by side they walked home, without speaking, ashamed and furious, 
as though they had robbed each other. All of Cora’s grief, even, had sud- 
denly disappeared, the ingratitude of her aunt driving away all disposition 
to weep. 

At last Lesable, whose pale lips were drawn with rage, said to his father- 
in-law: 

“Pass me that paper, that I may read it with my own eyes.” Cachelin 
handed him the document and the young man began to read. He had 
stopped on the footpath and, jostled by the passers-by, he stood there 
scanning the w’'ords with his piercing and practical eye. The two others 
waited a few steps in front, still silent. 

Then he handed back the paper, saying: 

“There is nothing to be done. She has tricked us beautifully.” 

Cachelin, who was irritated by the failure of his hopes, replied: 

“It was for you to have a child, damn it! You knew well enough that she 
wanted it long ago.” 

Lesable shrugged his shoulders without answering. 

On entering they found a crowd of people awaiting them, those whose 
calling brings them where a corpse is. Lesable went to his room, not wishing 
to be bothered, and Cesar spoke roughly to all of them, crying out to them 
to leave him in peace, demanding that they get through with it as quickly 
as possible, thinking that they were very long in relieving him of the dead. 

Cora, shut up in her room, made no sound, but after an hour Cachelin 
came and rapped on. the door of his son-in-kw. 

“I come, my dear Leopold,” said he, “to submit some reflections to you, 
for it is necessary to come to some understanding. My opinion is that we 
should give her a befitting funeral in order to give no hint at the Ministry 
of what has happened. We will arrange about the expense. Besides, nothing 
is lost. You have not been . married veryTong, and it would be too great a 
misfortune if you had no children. You must set about it, that’s all. And 
now to business. Will you drop, in, at the Ministry after a while? I am going 
to address the envelopes for the deatb axmouncements ” 
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Lesable grudgingly agreed that his father-in-law was right, and they sat 
down face to face, each at an end of a long table, to fill in the black-bordered 
cards. . . 

Then they lunched. Cora reappeared, indifferent as though nothing of 
what had passed concerned her, and she ate a good deal, having fasted the 
evening before. 

As soon as the meal was finished she returned to her room. Lesable left 
to go to the Ministry, and Cachelin installed himself on the balcony, his 
chair tilted back, in order to enjoy a pipe. 

The broad sun of a summer day fell perpendicularly upon the multitude 
of roofs, some of which were pierced with windows which blazed as with 
fire and threw* back the dazzling rays which the sight could not sustain. 

And Cachelin, in his shirt-sleeves, looked, with his eyes blinking under 
this stream of light, upon the green hillocks far, far away beyond the great 
city, beyond the dusty suburbs. He thought of how the Seine flowed there, 
broad, calm, and fresh, at the foot of hills which had trees on their slopes, 
and how much better it would be to be lying on one s stomach in that 
greenery on the bank of the river, gazing into the water, than to be sitting 
on the burning lead of his balcony. And an uneasiness oppressed him, the 
tormenting thought, the grievous sensation of their disaster, of that unfor- 
tunate, unexpected thing, so much more bitter and brutal because the hope 
had been so ardent and so long-lived; and he said aloud, as people do in 
time of great trouble of mind, in the uprooting of a fixed idea: ‘'Damned 
old witch!’’ 

Behind him in the bedroom he heard the movements of those who were 
busying themselves with the preparations for the funeral, and the continuous 
noise of the hammer which nailed up the coffin. He had not looked at his 
sister since his visit to the lawyer. 

But little by little the warmth, the gaiety, the clear charm of this beautiful 
day penetrated to his mind and his soul, and he thought that things were 
not so desperate. Why should his daughter not have a child? She had not 
been married two years yet! His son-in-law appeared vigorous, well built, 
and in good health, although small. They would have a child, and then 
besides, by Jupiter, they had to! 

Lesable furtively entered the Ministry and slunk to his room. He found 
on the table a paper bearing these words: “The chief wants you.” He made 
a gesture of impatience. He felt a revolt against this yoke which had again 
fallen on his back; then a sudden and violent desire to succeed seized him. 
He would be chief in his turn, and soon; he would then go higher still. 
Without removing his frock-coat he went at once to M. Torchebeuf. He 
presented himself with one of those solemn faces which one assumes on sad 
occasions. But there was something more— an expression of sincere and 
profound sorrow, thatjnvoluntary dejection which a deep disappointment 
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The head of the chief was bent over his papers. He raised it suddenly, and 
said in a sharp tone: “I have needed you all morning. Why have you not 

A jj , 

.Gomer 

Lesable replied: '‘Dear master, we have had the misfortune to lose my 
aunt, Mademoiselle Cachelin, and I have just come to ask you to attend the 
funeral, which will take place to-morrow.” 

The frown on the brow of M. Torchebeuf immediately disappeared, and 
he replied with a touch of consideration: “That alters the case, my dear 
friend. I thank you and give you the day, for you must have a great deal to 
attend to.” 

But Lesable, desiring to show his zeal, said: “Thanks, dear master every- 
thing is finished, and I expected to remain here until the regular hGiir for 
closing.” 

And he returned to his desk. 

The news soon spread, and his fellows came from all the departments to 
bring him their congratulation rather than their coiidolences, and also to see 
how he bore himself. He endured their speeches and their looks with the 
resigned appearance of an actor, and also with a tact which astonished them. 

“He conducts himself very well,” said some. 

“Well he may,” added others; “he ought to be content— lucky dog!” 

Maze, more audacious than any of them, asked with the careless air of a 
man of the world: “Do you know exactly the amount of the fortune?'' 

Lesable replied in a perfectly disinterested tone: “No, not precisely. The 
will says about twelve hundred thousand francs. I know that, as the notary 
was obliged to make us acquainted immediately with certain, clauses rela- 
tive to the funeral.” 

It was the general opinion that Lesable would not remain in the Ministry. 
With an income of sixty thousand francs one does not remain a quill- 
driver, One is somebody and can be something according to one’s inclina- 
tion. 

Some thought that he was aiming at the Cabinet; others believed that lie 
thought of the Chamber of Deputies. The chief was expecting to receive his 
resignation to transmit to the head of the department. 

The entire Ministry came to the funeral, which was thought to l)c very 
meagre. But the word was around: “It is Mile. Cachelin herself who wished 
it so. It was in the will,” 

On the very next day Cachelin was at his post, and Lesable, after a week 
of indisposition, also returned, a little pale but assiduous and zealous as 
formerly. One would have said that nothing unlooked-for had happened to 
them. It was only remarked that they ostentatiously smoked very large 
' Cigars, that they talked of consols,, railways, of stocks and sliarcs, like men 
who have scrip in their pockets, and it became known, in a sliort time, that 
^ they had rented a country-hbuseTn the 'neighbourhood of Paris, in which 
■’to spend the-summer -season.,,. .■„- - ^ ‘ 
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''They are miserly like the^^^o woman,” they said/ 'lr runs in the 
Birds of a feather flock together. But it doesn’t look well to retain a clerk- 
ship with such, a.fortune.” 

In a short time the matter was forgotten. They were rated and judged. 

IV 

After the burial of Aunt Charlotte, Lesable thought again of the million, 
and, tormented by a rage all the more violent because it must be kept 
secret, he hated all the world on account of his deplorable ill-luck. "Why, 
having been married two years, have I not had a child?” he asked himself, 
and the fear of seeing his household remain sterile made his heart sink. 
Then, as an urchin who sees from afar the shining prize at the end of the 
goal, and swears to himself to attain it, and exerts all the vigour and tenacity 
necessary to reach it, so Lesable took the desperate resolution to become a 
parent. So many others had, why might not he also? Perhaps he had been 
negligent, careless, ignorant of something, the consequence of complete 
indifference. Never having felt a violent desire for an heir, he had never 
directed all his energies to obtaining this result. He determined to concen- 
trate all his efforts; he would neglect nothing, and he must succeed because 
he so much desired to. But when he returned home, he felt ill enough to 
take to his bed. The disappointment had been too bitter and he bowed him- 
self to the blow. 

This nervous strain brought him to such a state that the physician judged 
his condition serious enough to prescribe absolute rest as well as an inter- 
minable course of treatment. They feared brain fever. In eight days, how- 
ever, he w^as about again and resumed his work at the office. But he dare not 
yet, he believed, approach the conjugal bed. He hesitated and trembled as 
a general who is going to give battle, a battle on which depends his future. 
Each evening he awaited the next day, hoping for an access of virility and 
energy, a happy moment in which he might accomplish his desire. He felt 
his pulse every minute, and if it was too feeble or too rapid, he took a tonic, 
ate raw meat, and strengthened himself in every possible way. As his im- 
provement was not very rapid, Lesable determined to pass the hot months 
in the country. He persuaded himself that the country air would be a 
sovereign balm for his weakness, and he assured himself of the accomplish- 
ment of the hoped-for success. He said to his father-in-law, in a confidential 
tone: "When we are once in the country my health will improve, and all 
will go well.” That one word "country” seemed to carry for him a mysterious 
significance. 

They rented a small house in the villagehf Bezons, and the whole family 
took up their residence there. The’ two men started out on foot every 
morning for the station of Colombes, returning in the evening. . 

Cora, enchanted at living, thus on the banks of the peaceful river, would , 



290' ': ■ TELLERS .OF TALES , 

seat herself on: the sward, gather' flowers, and bring home great bunches of 
delicate, trembling ferns. 

Every evening they all three walked along the river as far as the tollgate 
of Morue, and, entering, drank a bottle of beer at the Restaurant des Til- 
leuls. The river, retarded by the long file of stakes, poured between them 
and leaped, bubbled, and foamed for the distance of a hundred feet. The 
roaring of the falls made the ground tremble, while a fine mist of vapour 
floated in the air, rising from the cascade like a light smoke, throwing on 
the surroundings a delightful odour of spray and a savour of wet earth. As 
night fell, a great light below and in front indicated Paris, and Cachelin ex- 
claimed every evening: “What a city, after all!” 

From time to time, a train, passing on the iron bridge which crossed the 
end of the island, made a rolling as of thunder and suddenly disappeared, 
sometimes to the left, sometimes to the right, toward Paris or toward the 
sea. They returned home slowly, seating themselves on the bank, watching 
the moon rise and pour on the river her soft and yellow light, which seemed 
to fuse with the water, and the wrinkles of the current moved like waves of 
fire. The toads uttered their short and metallic cries. The calls of the night 
birds rang out on the air, and sometimes a large, mute shadow glided on 
the river, troubling her calm and luminous course. It was a band of free- 
booters who, throwing in suddenly their net, drew it back without noise 
into their boat, dragging in its vast and sombre mesh a shoal of shining and 
trembling gudgeons, like a treasure drawn from the bottom of the sea, a 
living treasure of silver fish. 

Cora, deeply moved, leaned tenderly upon the arm of her husband, whose 
design she suspected, although nothing of it had been spoken between them. 
It was for them like a new betrothal, a second expectation of the kiss of 
love. Sometimes he would bestow a furtive caress behind her ear, on that 
charming spot of tender flesh where curls the first hair. She responded by a 
pressure of the hand, and they attracted while refusing each other, incited 
and held back by a will more energetic, by the phantom of the million. 
Cachelin, appeased by the hope which he felt around him, was happy. He 
drank deeply and ate much, feeling born in him at twilight, the hour of 
poetry, that foolish tenderness which comes to the dullest persons in certain 
aspects of nature: a rain of light through the branches, a sunset behind the 
distant hills, with purple reflections on the water. He declared: “As for 
me, in the presence of such things I believe in God, It touches me here,” 
and he indicated the pit of his stomach. “I feel myself turned upside down. 
I feel queer. It seems to me I have, been steeped in a bath which makes me 
want to cry.” 

As for Lesable, his health rapidly improved. He was seized with sudden 
ardours, which he did not 'understand,: and. he felt a desire to run like a 
young colt, to roll in the grass and neigh with delight. 

He -thought', the Tavoured time was -approaching* It was a true wedding 
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nigEt. TEen tEey Ead a new Eoneymooii full of caresses and Eopes. Laier 
tEey perceived tEat tlieir experiments were fruitiess and tEeir confidence 
was in vain. 

But in the midst of despair Lesabie did not lose courage; he continued 
to make the most superhuman efforts. His wife, moved by the same desire 
and trembling with the same fear, more robust too than he, encouraged 
him in his attempts and stimulated his flagging ardour. They returned to 
Paris in the early days "of Gctober. ■ : 

Life became hard for them again. Unkind words fell from their lips, and 
Cachelin, who scented the situation, harassed them with the coarse and 
venomous epigrams of an old trooper. 

And one incessant thought pursued them, tortured them, and shafpened 
their mutual rancour^ — ^that of the unattainable legacy. CGra now carried a 
sharp tongue, and lashed her husband. She treated him like a little boy, a 
mere brat, a man of no importance. Gachelin at every meal repeated: “If I 
were rich, I should have children in plenty; when one is poor it is necessary 
to be reasonable.” Then turning to his daughter he added: “You must be 
like me; but there- — and he looked at his son-indaw significantly, accom- 
panying the look with a movement of the shoulders full of contempt. 

Lesabie made no reply. He felt himself to be a superior man allied to a 
family of boors. 

At the Ministry they noticed the alteration in his manner, and even the 
chief one day asked him : “Are you not ill? You appear to me to be some- 
what changed.” 

Lesabie replied: “Not at all, my dear sir. I am a little tired, perhaps, 
having worked very constantly, as you may have seen.” 

He counted very surely on his promotion at the end of the year, and he 
had resumed, in this hope, the laborious life of a model employee. But 
among the meagre bonuses that were distributed Lesable*s was the smallest 
of all, and Cachelin received nothing. Struck to the heart, Lesabie sought 
the chief, whom, for the first time, he addressed as “Monsieur.” 

“Of what use is it, Monsieur, to work as I do, if I do not reap any 
reward?” 

The head of Monsieur Torchebeuf appeared to bristle. 

“I have already told you, Monsieur Lesabie, that I will admit of no dis- 
cussion of this nature between us, I repeat to you again that your claim is 
unreasonable, your actual fortune being so great as compared to the poverty 
of your colleagues ” 

Lesabie could not contain himself. “But I have nothing, Monsieur. Our 
aunt has left her fortune to the first child which shall be born of our mar- 
riage. We live, my father-in-law and I, on our salaries ” 

The chief was greatly surprised. “If you have no fortune to-day, you will 
be rich, in any case, at some future day. It amounts to the same thing.” 
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Lesable withdrew, more cast down by his failure than by the uncertainty 
of Aunt Charlotte’s million. 

As Cachelin came to his desk some days later the handsome Maze entered 
with a smile on his lips; next Pitolet appeared, his eyes shining; then 
Boissel opened the door, and advanced with an excited air, tittering and 
exchanging meaning looks with the others. Old Savon continued his copy- 
ing, his clay pipe in the corner of his mouth, seated on his high chair, his 
feet twisted about the rounds after the fashion of little boys. Nobody spoke. 
They seemed to be waiting for something, and Cachelin continued to 
register his papers, announcing in a loud voice according to his custom: 
‘Toulon: Furniture for the officers of the Richelieu. Lorient: Diving ap- 
paratus for the Desaix. Brest: Samples of sails of English manufacture,” 

Lesable entered. He came now every morning for information in regard 
to the affairs which concerned him, his father-in-law no longer taking the 
trouble to send him instructions by the office boy. 

While he was looking amongst the papers spread out on the table of the 
chief-clerk. Maze watched him from his corner, rubbing his hands, and 
Pitolet, who was rolling a cigarette, seemed full of mirth he could not 
control. He turned toward the copying-clerk: 

“Say now, papa Savon, you have learned many things in your time, 
haven’t you?” ' 

The old man, knowing they meant to tease him and to speak to him of 
his wife, did not reply, 

Pitolet began: “You must have discovered the secret of begetting children, 
since you have had several.” 

The old clerk raised his head. “You know, M. Pitolet, that I do not like 
any joking on this subject. I have had the misfortune to marry an unworthy 
woman, and when I became convinced of her faithlessness I separated from 
her.” 

Maze asked in an indifferent tone: “You have had several proofs of her 
infidelity, have you not?” 

And the old man gravely replied : “I have.” 

Pitolet put in again: “That has not prevented you from becoming the 
father of three or four children, I am told.” 

The poor old man, growing very red, stammered: “You are trying to 
wound me, Monsieur Pitolet; but you will not succeed. My wife has had, 
in fact, three children. I have reason to believe that the first boro is mine, 
but I deny the two others ” 

Pitolet continued: “Everybody says, in truth, that the first one is yours. 
That is sufficient. It is very gratifying to have a child, very gratifying and 
very delightful. I wager Lesable there would be enchanted to have one — 
only one, like you.” ; . 

Cachelin ha,d stopped writmg,;He did not kugh, although old Savon was 
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his butt ordinarily, and he had poured out his stock o£ cruel jokes on the 
subject of the old clerk's conjugal sorrows. 

Lesabie had collected his papers; but feeling himself attacked he wished 
to remain, held back by pride, confused and irritated, and wishing to know 
who had betrayed his secret. 

Then the recollection of the confidence he had made to his chief came 
back to him, and he at once understood it was necessary to express his 
indignation if he did not wish to become the butt of the whole Ministry. 

Boissel marched up and down the room^ all the time tittering. He imi- 
tated the hoarse voices of the street criers, and bellowed: “The secret of 
begetting children, for ten centimes— two sous! Buy the secret of begetting 
children— -revealed by Monsieur Savon, with many horrible details." Every- 
body began to laugh except Lesabie and his father-in-law, and Pitolet, turn- 
ing toward the order-clerk, said: “What is the matter with you, Cachelin? 
You seem to have lost your habitual gaiety. One would think that you do 
not find it amusing to believe that old Savon could have had a child by his 
wife. I think it very funny. Everybody cannot do as much." 

Lesabie pretended to be deeply absorbed in his papers and to hear noth- 
ing of what w^as going on about him, but he was as white as a ghost. 

Boissel took up the strain in the same mocking voice: “The utility of heirs 
for getting an inheritance, ten centimes, two sous ; who will buy ? " 

Then Maze, who thought this was very poor sort of wit, and who per- 
sonally v/as enraged at Lesabie having robbed him of the hope of a fortune 
which he had secretly cherished, said pointedly: “What is the matter with 
you, Lesabie.? You are very pale." 

Lesabie raised his head and looked his colleague full in the face. He 
hesitated a second, while his lip trembled as he tried to formulate a bitter 
reply, but, unable to find the phrase he sought, he responded: “There is 
nothing the matter with me. I am only astonished that you display so much 
delicacy." 

Maze, who stood wdth his back to the fire and his hands under his coat- 
tails, replied, laughing: “One does the best one can, old man. We are like 
you, we do not always succeed 

An explosion of laughter interrupted his words. Old Savon, who now 
vaguely comprehended that the clerks no longer addressed their railleries to 
him, looked around with his mouth gaping and his pen suspended in the 
air. And Cachelin waited, ready to come to blows with the first person who 
came in his way. 

Lesabie stammered: “I do not understand. In what have I not suc- 

The handsome Maze dropped the tails of his coat, and began to stroke 
his mustache. “I know that you ordinarily succeed in all that you under- 
take. I have done wrong to speak of you. Besides, we were speaking of old 
Savon’s children, and not of yoursy as you Tiaven’t any. Now , since you 
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succeed in all your enterprises, it is evident that, i£ you do not have chil- 
dren, it is because you do not want them/’ 

“What business is it of yours?” demanded Lesable sharply. 

At this provoking tone Maze in his turn raised his voice: “Hold on! what 
do you take me for? Try to be polite, or 111 settle you!” 

Lesable trembled with anger, and losing all self-control, replied: “Mon- 
sieur Maze, I am not, like you, a great booby, or a great coxcomb. And I 
forbid you ever to speak to me again. I care neither for you nor your kind.” 
And he threw a look of defiance at Pitolet and BoisseL 

Maze suddenly understood that true force is in calmness and irony, but 
wounded in his most vulnerable part — ^his vanity— he wished to strike his 
enemy to the very heart, and replied in the protecting tone of a benevolent 
well-wisher, but with rage in his eyes: “My dear Lesable, you pass all 
bounds. But I understand your vexation. It is pitiful to lose a fortune, and 
to lose it for so little, for a thing so easy, so simple. If you wish, I will do 
you this service myself, for nothing, out of pure friendship. It is only an 
affair of five minutes— ” 

He was still speaking when Lesable hurled the inkstand of old Savon full 
at his head. 

A flood of ink covered his face and metamorphosed him into a negro with 
surprising rapidity. He sprang forward, rolling the whites of his eyes, with 
his hands raised ready to strike. But Cachelin covered his son-in-law, and 
grasping Maze by the arms pushed him aside, and, after pounding him 
well, dashed him against the wall. Maze disengaged himself with a violent 
effort, and rushed through the door, crying to the two men: “You shall 
soon hear from me!” Pitolet and Boissel followed him. 

Boissel explained his moderation by declaring he should have killed some 
one if he had taken part in the struggle. 

As soon as he entered his room Maze endeavoured to remove the stain, 
but without success. The ink was violet, and was indelible and ineffaceable. 
He stood before his glass furious and disconsolate, rubbing savagely at his 
face with a napkin rolled in a knot. He obtained only a richer black, mixed 
with red, the blood coming to the surface with the friction. 

BoisSsel and Pitolet strove to advise and console him. One suggested the 
application of pure olive oil, the other prescribed a bath of ammonia. The 
ofSce boy was sent to ask the advice of a chemist. He brought back a yellow 
liquid and pumice stone, which was used with no result. 

Maze, disheartened, sank into a chair and declared: “Now it only re- 
mains to settle the question of honour. Will you act as seconds for me, and 
demand of Monsieur Lesable a sufficient apology, or the reparation by 

They both at once consented, and began to discuss the steps to be taken. 
They had no idea about affairs of this kind, but not wishing to betray their 
ignorance, and desiring to appear correct, their advice was timorous and 
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conflicting. It was finally decided that they should consult a sea captain 
who was attached to the Ministry to look after the coal distribution. But he 
was as ignorant as they were. After some moments of reflection, however, 
he advised them to go and see Lesable and ask to be put in touch with two 
of his friends. 

As they proceeded to the office of their colleague, Boissel suddenly 
stopped. 'Is it not imperative that we should have gloves?” he asked. 

Pitolet hesitated an instant. “Perhaps it is,” he replied seriously. But in 
order to procure the gloves it would have been necessary to go out, and the 
chief was rather severe. 

They sent the office boy to bring an assortment from the nearest glove- 
store. 

To decide upon the colour was a question of time. Boissel preferred 
black. Pitolet thought that shade out of place in the circumstances. At last 
they chose violet. 

Seeing the two men enter gloved and solemn, Lesable raised his head and 
brusquely demanded: “What do you want?” 

Pitolet replied : “Monsieur, we are charged by our friend, Monsieur Maze, 
to ask of you an apology, or a reparation by arms for the insult you have 
inflicted on him.” 

Lesable, still greatly exasperated, cried: “What, he insults me, and sends 
/ou to provoke me? Tell him that I despise him — that I despise all he can 
say or do.” 

Boissel advanced with a tragic air. “You will force us. Monsieur, to pub- 
lish in the papers an official report, which will be very disagreeable to you ” 

Pitolet maliciously added: “And which will gravely injure your honour, 
and your future advancement.” 

Lesable, overwhelmed, looked at them. What should he do? He sought 
to gain time. “"Will you wait a moment in the office of Monsieur Pitolet? 
You shall have my answer in ten minutes.” 

When at last alone he looked around him, seeking for some counsel, some 
protection. 

A duel! He was going to fight a duel! 

He sat terrified, with a beating heart. He, a peaceful man, who had never 
dreamed of such a possibility, who was not prepared for the risk, whose 
courage was not equal to such a formidable event. He rose from his chair 
and sat down again, his heart wildly beating, his legs sinking under him. 
His anger and his strength had totally deserted him. 

But the thought of the opinion of the Ministry, the gossip the story would 
make among his acquaintances, aroused his failing pride, and, not knowing 
what to decide, he sought his chief to ask his advice. M. Torchebeuf was 
surprised and perplexed. An armed encounter seemed to him unnecessary, 
and he thought a duel would demoralise the service. He replied: “I can give 
you no advice. It is a question of honour, which does not concern me. Do 
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/yo.ii' wish should: give- yo-u a note to ' Commandant ■ Bgug ? 

competent man in such matters, and will be able to advise you.’’ 

Lesable accepted the offer, and saw the commandant, who even consented 
to be his second; he took an under-chief for anothen 

Boissel and Pitolet waited with their gloves on. They had borrowed two 
chairs from another office, in order to have four seats. 

They saluted gravely and took their places, while Pitolet explained the 
situation. The commandant, having listened attentively, replied: “The case 
is serious, but it does not appear to me to be irreparable. Everything de- 
pends on the intention.” He was a sly old sailor, who was enjoying himself. 

A long discussion began regarding the reciprocal apologies the principals 
should make. M. Maze acknowledging not to have had the intention to 
offend, M. Lesable should hasten to avow himself in the wrong in throwing 
the inkstand at the head of M. Maze, and pray to be excused for his incon- 
siderate violence. 

The four proxies returned to their clients. 

Maze, seated before his table, was agitated by the dread of the possible 
duel, although expecting to see his adversary retreat, and regarded his face 
attentively in one of those little, round tin mirrors which the employees 
concealed in a drawer for the purpose of adjusting their hair and ties before 
leaving in the evening. He read the letter of apology which had been pre- 
pared by the seconds of both parties, and declared with evident satisfaction: 
“That appears to me to be very honourable; I am willing to sign it.” 

Lesable, for his part, accepted without discussion the arrangement of his 
seconds, and declared : “As this is the result of your mutual consultation, I 
can but acquiesce.” 

The four plenipotentiaries assembled. The letters were exchanged, they 
saluted gravely, and so the affair terminated. An extraordinary excitement 
reigned in the Ministry. The employees, carrying the news, passed from one 
door to the other, and lingered to gossip about in the lobbies. When they 
heard how the affair had ended, there was general disappointment. Some 
one said: “Still, that will not get Lesable a baby.” And the saying took. One 
employee made a rhyme upon it. 

But at the moment when everything seemed adjusted, a difficulty sug- 
gested itself to Boissel: “What would be the attitude of the two adversaries 
when they found themselves face to face.?’ Would they speak, or would they 
ignore each other.?’” It was decided that they should meet, as if by chance, 
in the office of the chief, and exchange,, in the presence of M. Torcliebeuf, 
some words of politeness. 

This ceremony was accordingly accomplished, and Maze, having sent for 
a carriage, returned home, to try to remove the stain from his face. 

Lesable and Cachelin drove home together without speaking, mutually 
exasperated, each blaming the other for the disgraceful affair. 

; The ' moment,, he;’ entered’ the: housey 'Lesable' threw his hat violently on ; 
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the table and cried to his wife: ‘1 have had enough of it! I have a duel on 
your account nowl” She looked at him in angry surprise. 

. .. “A' duel?, How, is that?*’ 

“Because Maze has insulted me on your account.” 

She approached him. “On my account? How?” 

He threw himself passionately into an armchair and exclaimed: “He has 
insulted me— no need to say any more about it.” 

But she would know. “You must repeat to me the words he used about 
"me.”'- ' 

Lesable blushed, and then stammered : “He told me— he told me— it was 
in regard to your sterility.” 

She gave a start; then recoiling in fury, the paternal rudeness showing 
through the woman’s nature^ she burst out- 
'll I am sterile, am I? What does that clown know about it? Sterile with 
you, yes; because you are not a man. But if I had married another, no matter 
who, do you hear? I should have had children. Ah, you had better talk! It 
has cost me dear to have married a softy like you! And wEat did you reply 
to this good-for-nothing?” 

Lesable, frightened before this storm, stuttered: “I — I slapped his face.” 

She looked at him in astonishment. 

“And what did he do?” 

“He sent me a challenge; that was all.” 

She was instantly interested, attracted, like all women, by the dramatic 
element, and she asked, immediately softened, and suddenly seized with a 
sort of esteem for this man who was going to risk his life for her sake: 

“When are you going to fight him?” 

He replied tranquilly: “We are not going to fight: the matter has been 
arranged by our seconds. Maze has sent me an apology.” 

Transported with rage, she boxed his ears. “Ah, he insults me in your 
presence, and you permit it, and refuse to fight him! It needed but this to 
make you a coward.” 

Enraged at this he cried: “I command you to hold your tongue. I know 
better than you do how to protect my honour. To convince you, here is 
the letter of M. Maze; take it and read it, and see for yourself.” 

She took the letter, ran her eye over it, and divining the whole truth, 
sneered: “You wrote him a letter also? You are afraid of each other. What 
cowards men are! If we were in your place, we women — after all, it is I 
who have been insulted, your wife, and you are walling to let it pass. That 
need not astonish me, for you are not man enough to beget a child. That 
explains everything. You are as impotent before women as you are cowardly 
among men. Ah, I have married a nice w^orm!” ; , ■ 

She had suddenly assumed the voice and gestures of her father, the coarse 
and vulgar manners of an old trooperj, andjthe intonations of a man. 

Standing before him, her hands. :on, hen , hips,, strong, vigorous, her 
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cEest protrudmg, voice deep and vibrant, she looked 

":at. this little, man seated, in front- of her,, a, trifle bald, .clean .shaven except for 
the short side-whiskers of the lawyer, and she felt a desire to crush, to 
■strangle him/ ■ ■ 

She continued : ‘Tou are capable of nothing—of nothing whatever! You 
allow everybody at- the Ministry, even, to be promoted over your head!” 

; The door opened, and Cachelin entered, attracted by the sound of their 
'voices, and demanded to know what, was, the matter., 'd: told the 'truth to 
''that' worm!” answered Gora. 

:,'-Lesable ,„raisc,d his , , eyes, 'and' for 'the first: time noticed the resemblance 
.between father and,, daughter. It -seemed to him tha't a veil was lifted and 
the -pair , were revealed ■ in their true ,'C,olour,s— the- same c,oarse nature ' was 
common to both; and he, a ruined man, was condemned to live between 
the two forever. 

Cachelin exclaimed: ‘‘If you only could get a divorce! It is not very satis- 
factory to have married a capon.” 

At that word, trembling and blazing with fury, Lesable sprang up with a 
bound. He rushed at his father-in-law shouting: “Get out of here! Begone! 
You are in my house — do you understand? — and I order you to leave it ” 
He seized from the table a bottle of sedative water and brandished it like 
a club. 

Cachelin, intimidated, backed out of the room, muttering: “What will he 
do next, I wonder?” 

But Lesable was too angry to be easily appeased. He turned upon his 
wife, who regarded this outburst in astonishment, and placing the bottle on 
the table cried: “As for you — as for you- — ” But as words failed him to 
express his rage, he was choked into silence, and stood glaring at her with 
a distorted visage. 

She began to laugh. 

This mocking laughter put him beside himself, and springing upon her 
he seized her by the throat with his left hand, while he boxed her ears 
furiously with the right. She recoiled, terrified and suif oca ting, and fell 
backward on the bed, while he continued to strike her. Suddenly he raised 
himself, out of breath, exhausted and heartily ashamed of his brutality; he 
ssli^mimered: “There— there— there— that will do!” 

But she did not move; it seemed as if he had killed her. She lay on her 
back, on the side of the bed, her face concealed by her hands. 

.r', He approached her -in’ alarms wondering what had happened, and ex- 
pecting' her to uncover her face andTook’ at him. She made no sign, and 
suspense becoming intolerable he murmured: “Cora, Cora, speak!” But she 
did not move or reply. ,, 

What was the matter' with Eer? Whaf'was'-she going to do? 

■ His rage had passed— falkn as-, suddenly as' it had been aroused. He felt' 
„that his conduct -was pdiou^-. almost ’'criminal.- He' had beaten his wife, -Ms 
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own wife—he who was circumspect, cold, and courteous. And in the soft- 
ness his remorse awakened, he would ask her forgiveness. He threw himself 
on his knees at her side and covered with kisses the cheek he had just 
smitten. He softly touched the end of a finger of the hand that covered her 
face. She seemed to feel nothing. He coaxed her, caressing her as one caresses 
a beaten dog. She took no notice of him. 'Gora, listen: I have done wrong! 
Cora, hear me!” She seemed as one dead. Then he tried to take her hand 
from her face. It obeyed his effort passively, and he saw an open eye, which 
stared at him with a fixed and alarming gaze. 

He continued: “Listen, Cora, I was transported with fury. It was your 
father who drove me to do this shameful thing. A man cannot take such an 
insult as that.” She made no reply, as if she heard nothing. He did not 
know what to say, or what to do. He kissed her under the ear, and raising 
himself he saw a tear in the corner of her eye, a great tear which rolled 
slowly down her cheek, and her eyelids fluttered and closed convulsively. 
He was seized with shame, deeply moved, and opening his arms he threw 
himself on his wife; he removed the other hand from her face and covered 
it with kisses, crying : “My poor Cora, forgive me ! forgive me ! ” 

Still she wept, without a sound, without a sob, as one weeps from the 
deepest grief. He held her pressed closely against him, caressing her and 
whispering in her ear all the tender words he could command. But she re- 
mained insensible. However, she ceased to weep. They continued thus a 
long time locked in each other’s arms. 

The night fell, folding in its sombre shadow the little room; and when 
it was entirely dark he was emboldened to solicit her pardon in a manner 
that was calculated to revive their hopes. 

When they had risen he resumed his ordinary voice and manner, as if 
nothing had happened. She appeared, on the contrary, softened, and spoke 
in a gentler* tone than usual, regarding her husband with submissive, almost 
caressing eyes, as if this unexpected correction had relaxed her nerves and 
softened her heart. 

Lesable said quietly: “Your father must be tired of being alone so long. 
It will soon be dinner-time; go and fetch him.” 

She obeyed him. 

It was seven o’clock indeed, and the little maid announced dinner, as 
Cachelin, serene and smiling, appeared with his daughter. They seated 
themselves at table and talked on this evening with more cordiality than 
they had done for a long time, as if something agreeable had happened to 
everybody. .. 

V 

But their hopes, always sustained, always renewed, ended in nothing. 
From month to month their expectations declined, in spite of the per- 
sistence of Lesable and the co-operation of his wife. They were consumed 
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with anxietyv. Each- without 'ceasing 'reproached the other for their want ,of 
success^ and the husband in despair, emaciated, fatigued, had to suffer all 
the vulgarity of Cachelin, who in their domestic warfare called him “M. 
Lecoq,” in remembrance, no doubt, of the day that he missed receiving a 
bottle in his face for having called his son-in-law a capon. 

He and his daughter, whose interests were in league, enraged by the con- 
stant thought of this great fortune so near, and yet impossible to seize, 
racked their invention to. humiliate and torture this impotent man, who 
was the cause of all their misfortune. 

As they sat at table, Cora repeated each day: ‘"There is very little for 
dinner. If we were rich, it would be otherwise. It is not my fault.” 

When Lesable set out for his office, she called from her room: “Do not 
forget your umbrella or you will come back as muddy as an omnibus wbeel. 
It’s not my fault that you are still obliged to follow the trade of a quill- 
'd:river.” '' ■■ 

When she went out herself, she never failed to cry: “If I had married an- 
other man, I should have a carriage of my own.” 

Every hour and on every occasion she harped on this subject. She pricked 
her husband with reproaches, lashed him with insult, held him alone guilty, 
and made him responsible for the loss of the fortune that should have been 
hers. 

At last, one evening, losing all patience, Lesable exclaimed: “In the dog’s 
name, can’t you hold your tongue.? From first to last it is your fault, and 
yours alone, do you hear, if we have not a child, because I have already had 
one.” 

He lied, preferring anything to this eternal reproach, to this shame of 
jappearing impotent. She looked at him, astonished at first, seeking the truth 
in his eyes; at last comprehending, and full of disdain, she cried: “You have 
a child, have you?” 

He replied with effrontery: “Yes, an illegitimate child, that I am bringing 
up at Asnieres.” 

She answered quietly: “We will go and see it to-morrow, so that I may 
find out how what he is like.” 

He only blushed to die ears and stammered: “Just as you please.” 

She rose the next morning at seven o’clock, very much to her husbaners 
astonishment. 

“Are we not going to see your child? You promised me yesterday eve- 
ning. Perhaps you haven’t got it any more to-day.” 

He sprang from the bed hastily. “It is not my child we are going to see, 
but a physician, who will give us his opinion on your case.” 

She replied in the tone of a woman who was sure of herself: “I shall ask 

;:..".,eachelin,was instructed-td inform;' the- "chief ;,that his son-indaw was ilL 
and Lesable:ted-;hiswi£%;adVised:b;y\avfieighbouri^^ chemist, rang at one 
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o’clock exactly the olSce-bell of Dr. Lefilleul^ author of several works on the 
•hygiene of .'generation.' , . 

They were shown into a salon decorated in white and gold, but scantily 
furnished in spite of the number of chairs and sofas. They seated them- 
selves and waited. Lesable was excited, trembling, and also ashamed. Their 
turn came at last, and they were shown into a sort of oiBce, where they 
were received by a short, stout man of dignified and ceremonious de- 
.meanour. ■ , , 

He waited till they should explain their case, but Lesable had not courage 
to utter a word, and blushed up to the roots of his hair. It therefore de- 
volved on his wife to speak, and with a resolute manner and in a tranquil 
voice, she made known their errand. 

‘‘Monsieur, we have come to discover the reason why we cannot have 
children. A large fortune depends upon this for us.” 

The consultation was long, minute, and painful. Cora alone seemed un- 
embarrassed, and submitted to the critical examination of the medical ex- 
pert, sustained by the great interest she had at stake. 

After having studied for nearly two hours the constitutions of the married 
pair, the practitioner said: “I discover nothing either abnormal or special. 
Your case is by no means an uncommon one. There is as much divergence 
in constitutions as in characters. When we see so many households out of 
joint through incompatibility of temper, it is not astonishing to see others 
sterile through incompatibility of physique. Madame appears to be par- 
ticularly well fitted for the ofSces of motherhood. Monsieur, on his side, 
although presenting no conformation outside of the general rule, seems to 
me enfeebled, perhaps the consequence of his ardent desire to become a 
parent. Will you permit me to make an auscultation?” 

Lesable, greatly disturbed, removed his waistcoat, and the doctor glued 
his ear to the thorax, and then to the back of his patient, tapping him con- 
tinuously from the throat to the stomach, and from the loins to the nape 
of his neck. He discovered a slight irregularity in the action of the heart, 
and even a menace to the right lung. “—It is necessary for you to be very 
careful, Monsieur, very careful. This is ansemia, and comes from exhaustion 
—nothing else. These conditions, although now insignificant, may in a short 
time become incurable.” 

Lesable turned pale with anguish and begged for a prescription. 

The doctor ordered a complicated regime consisting of iron, raw meat, 
and soup, combined with exercise;, rest, and a sojourn in the country during 
the hot weather. He indicated, moreover, the symptoms that proclaimed 
the desired fecundity, and initiated them into the secrets which were usually 
practised with success in such cases. . ^ 

The consultation cost forty francs. . • , . 

When they were in the street, Cora burst out full of wrath: 

“I have discovered what my fate is to bel” . \ ’ 
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vLesable^ m reply. He was tormented by :aiixiety, he was recalling 

and weighing each word of the physician. Had the doctor made a mistake, 
or had he judged truly ? He thought no more of the inheritance now, or 
the desired offspring; it was a question of life or death. He seemed to hear 
a whistling in his lungs, and his heart sounded as though it were beating 
in his ears. In crossing the garden of the Tuileries he was overcome with 
faintness and had to sit down to recover himself. His wife, as though to 
humiliate him by her superior strength, remained standing in front of him, 
regarding him from head to foot with pitying contempt. He breathed 
heavily, exaggerating the effort by his fears, and with the fingers of his left 
hand on his right wrist he counted the pulsations of the artery, 

Cora, who was stamping with impatience, cried: “When will you be 
ready? It’s time to stop this nonsense!” He arose with the air of a martyr, 
and went on his v/ay without uttering a word. 

When Cachelin was informed of the result of the consultation, his fury 
knew no bounds. He bawled out: “We know now whose fault it is to a 
certainty. Ah, well!” And he looked at his son-in-law with his ferocious 
eyes as though he would devour him. 

Lesable neither listened nor heard, being totally absorbed in thoughts 
of his health and the menace to his existence. Father and daughter might 
say what they pleased. They were not in his skin, and as for him he meant 
to preserve his skin at all hazards. He had the various prescriptions of the 
physician filled, and at each meal he produced an array of bottles with the 
contents of which he dosed himself regardless of the sneers of his wife and 
her father. He looked at himself in the glass every instant, placed his hand 
on his heart each moment to study its action, and removed his bed to a 
dark room which was used as a clothes closet to put himself beyond the 
reach of carnal temptation. 

He conceived for his wife a hatred mingled with contempt and disgust. 
All women, moreover, appeared to him to be monsters, dangerous beasts, 
whose mission it was to destroy men; and he thought no more of the will 
of Aunt Charlotte, except as one recalls a past accident which might have 
been fatal. 

Some months passed. There remained but one year before the fatal term. 

Cachelin had suspended in the dining-room an enormous calendar, from 
which he effaced a day each morning, raging at the impotence of his son- 
in-law, who was allowing this great fortune to escape week by week, Ariel 
the thought that he would have to drudge at the office all his life, and limit 
his expenses to the pitiful sum of two thousand francs a year, filled him with 
a passion of anger that found vent in the most violent abuse. He conld not 
look at Lesable without shaking with rage, with a brutal desire to beat, to 
crush, to trample on him. He hated him with an inordinate hatred. Every 
time he saw him open the doorand enter ;,th:e'room, it seemed to him tliat a 
robber had broken into the house and mobbed him of a sacred inheritance. 
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He hated him more than his most m enemy, and he despised him at the 
same time for his weakness, and above all for the baseness which caused him 
to sacrifiee their common hope of posterity to the fear of his health. Lesable, 
in fact, lived as completely apart from his wife as if no tie united them. He 
never approached or touched her; he avoided even looking at her, as much 
through shame as through fear. 

Cachelin, every morning asked his daughter: “Well, how about your hus- 
bandPUas he made up his mind?” 

And she would reply : “No, papa.” 

Each evening saw the most painful scenes take place at table. Cachelin 
continually reiterated : “When a man is not a man, he had better get out and 
yield his place to another.” 

And Coi'a added: “The fact is, there are some men who are both useless 
and wearisome. I do not know why they are permitted to live only to 
become a burden to everyone.” 

Lesable dosed himself and made no reply. At last one day his father-in- 
law cried: “Say, you, if you do not change your manners now that your 
health is improving, do you know what my daughter means to do?” 

The sondn-law raised his eyes, foreseeing a new outrage. Cachelin con- 
tinued: “She will take somebody else, confound you! You may consider 
yourself lucky if she hasn't done so already. When a girl has married a 
weakling like you, she is entitled to do anything.” 

Lesable, turning livid with wrath, replied: “It is not I who prevents her 
from following your good counsel.” 

Cora lowered her eyes, and Cachelin, knowing that he had said an out- 
rageous thing, remained silent and confused. 

' VI ' ' ' 

At the office the two men seemed to live on good enough terms. A sort of 
tacit pact was entered into between them to conceal from their colleagues 
their internal warfare. They addressed each other as “my dear Cachelin,” 
“my dear Lesable”; they even feigned to laugh and talk together as men 
w^ho were satisfied and happy in their domestic relations. 

Lesable and Maze, for their part, comported themselves in the presence 
of each other with the ceremonious politeness of adversaries who had met 
in battle. 

The duel they had escaped, but whose shadow had chilled them, exacted 
of them an exaggerated courtesy, a more marked consideration, and per- 
haps a secret desire for reconciliation, born of the vague fear of a new com- 
plication. Their attitude was recognised and approved as that of men of the 
world, who had had an affair of honour. They saluted each other from a. 
distance with severe gravity, and with a flourish of hats that was graceful 
and dignified. They did not speak, their: pride : /preventing either from 
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making the first advances. But one day, Lesable, whom the Chief demaiided 
to see immediately, to show his zeal, started with a great rush through the 
lobby and ran right into the stomach of an employee. It was Maze. They 
recoiled before each other, and Lesable exclaimed with eager politeness: “I 
hope I have not hurt you, Monsieur?” 

Maze responded: “Not at all, sir.” 

From this moment they thought it expedient to exchange some phrases 
when they met. Then, in the interchange of courtesies, there w^ere little 
attentions they paid each other from which arose in a short time certain 
familiarities, then an intimacy tempered with reserve and restrained by a 
certain hesitation; then on the strength of their increasing goodwill and 
visits made to the room of each other, a comradeship v/as established. They 
often gossiped together now of the news that found its way into the 
bureau. Lesable laid aside his air of superiority, and Maze no longer paraded 
his social successes. Cachelin often joined in the conversation and watched 
with interest their growing friendship. Sometimes as the handsome Maze 
left the apartment with head erect and square shoulders, he turned to his 
son-in-law and hissed: “There goes a fine man!” One morning when they 
were all four together, for old Savon never left his copying, the eliair of 
the old clerk, having been tampered with no doubt by some practical joker, 
collapsed under him, and the good man rolled on the floor uttering cries 
of affright. The three others flew to his assistance. The order-clerk attributed 
this machination to the communists, and Maze earnestly desired to see the 
wounded part. Cachelin and he even essayed to take off the poor old fellow’s 
clothes to dress the injury, they said, but he resisted desperately, crying that 
he was not hurt. 

When the fun was over, Cachelin suddenly exclaimed : “I say, M, Maze, 
now that we are all together, can you not do us the honour of dining with 
us next Sunday? It will give pleasure to all three of us, myself, my son-in- 
law, and my daughter, who has often heard your name when we speak of 
the office. Shall it be yes?” 

Lesable added his entreaty, but tnore coldly than his father-in-law: 

“Pray come,” he said; “it will give us great pleasure.” 

Maze hesitated, embarrassed and smiling at the remembrance of past 
events. 

Cachelin urged him; ‘^Come, say we may expect you!” 

■ “Very well, then, I accept.” 

Cachelin said on entering the house: “Cora, do you know that M. Maze 
is coming here to dinner next Sunday?” , 

Cora, surprised at first, stammered : “M. Maze? Really!” She blushed up 
to her hair without knowing why. She. bad so often heard him spoken of, his 
manners, his successes, for he was looked upon at the office as a man who 
was irresistible with v^omen,\that‘;:'she had, long desire to know him. - 
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Cacheliii Gontmuedj rubbing M hands: “You will see that he is a real 
man, and a fine fellow. He is as tall as a carbineer; he does not resemble 
your husband there.’’ : 

She did not reply, confused as if they had divined her dreams of him. 

They prepared this dinner with as much solicitude as the one to which 
Lesable had been formerly invited. Cachelin discussed the dishes, wishing 
to have everything served in perfection; and as though a confidence un- 
avowed and Still undetermined had risen up in his heart, he seemed more 
gay, tranquilised by some secret and sure prevision. 

Through all that Sunday he watched the preparations with the utmost 
solicitude, while Lesable was doing some urgent work, brought the evening 
before from the office. 

It was the first week of November, and the new year was at hand. 

At seven o’clock Maze arrived, in high good humour. He entered as 
though he felt very much at home, with a compliment and a great bouquet 
of roses for Cora. He added, as he presented them, in the familiar tone of 
a man of the world: ‘lt seems to me, Madame, 1 know you already, and 
that I have known you from your childhood, for many years your father has 
spoken to me of you.” 

Cachelin, seeing the flowers, cried; “Ah, they are charming!” and his 
daughter recalled that Lesable had not brought her a bouquet the day he 
was introduced. The handsome clerk seemed enchanted, laughing and 
bestowing on Cora the most delicate flatteries, which brought the colour 
to her cheeks. 

He found her very attractive. She thought him charming and seductive. 
When he had gone, Cachelin exclaimed: “Isn’t he a fine fellow? What 
havoc he creates! They say he can wheedle any woman!” 

Cora, less demonstrative, avowed, however, that she thought him very 
agreeable, and not so much of a poseur as she had believed. 

Lesable, who seemed less sad and weary, than usual, acknowledged that 
he had underrated Maze on his first acquaintance. 

Maze returned at intervals, which gradually grew shorter. He delighted 
everybody. They petted and coddled him. Cora prepared for him the dishes 
he liked, and the intimacy of the three men soon became so great that they 
were seldom seen apart. 

The new friend took the whole family to the theatre in boxes procured 
through the press. They returned on foot, through the streets thronged 
with people, to the door of Lesable’s apartments, Maze and Cora walking be- 
fore, keeping step, hip to hip, swinging with the same movement, the same 
rhythm, like two beings created to walk side by side through life. They 
spoke to each other in a low tone, laughing softly together, and seemed to 
understand each other instinctively; sometimes the young woman would 
turn her head and throw behind her a glance at her husband and father, 

Cachelin followed them with a look of ;;ben.evoient regard, and often, for- 
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..getting that He spoke to; ^ son-in-law, he declared “They have the same 
physique exactly. It is a pleasure to see them together.” 

Lesable replied quietly: “Yes, they are about the same figure.” He was 
happy now in the consciousness that his heart was beating more vigorously, 
that his lungs acted more freely, and that his health had improved in every 
respect; his rancour against his father-in-law, whose cruel taunts had now 
entirely ceased, vanished little by little. 

The first day of January he was promoted to the chief clerkship. His joy 
was so excessive over his happy event that on returning home he embi'aced 
his wife for the first time in six months. She appeared embarrassed, as if 
he had done something improper, and she looked at Maze, who had called 
to present to her his devotion and respect on the first day of the year. He 
also had an embarrassed air, and turned toward the window like a man 
who does not wish to see. 

But Cachelin very soon resumed his brutalities, and began to harass his 
son-in-law with his coarse jests. 

Sometimes he even attacked Maze, as though he blamed him also for the 
catastrophe suspended over them — the inevitable date of which approached 
nearer every minute. 

Cora alone appeared composed, entirely happy and radiant. She had for- 
gotten, it seemed, the threatening nearness of the term. 

March had come. All hope seemed lost, for it would be three years on the 
twentieth of July since Aunt Charlotte’s death. 

An early spring had advanced the vegetation, and Maze proposed to his 
friends one Sunday to make an excursion to the banks of the Seine, to 
gather the violets in the shady places. They set out by a morning train and 
got ofl: at Maisons-Laffitte. A breath of winter still lingered among the bare 
branches, but the turf was green and lustrous, flecked with flowers of white 
and blue, and the fruit-trees on the hillsides seemed garlanded with roses as 
their bare branches showed through the clustering blossoms. The Seine, 
thick and muddy from the late rains, flowed slowly between its banl;s 
gnawed by the frosts of winter; and all the country, steeped in vapour, 
exhaled a savour of sweet humidity under the warmth of the first days of; 
spring. 

They wandered in the park. Cachelin, more glum than usual, tapped his 
cane on the gravelled walk, thinking bitterly of their misfortune, so soon to 
be irremediable. Lesable, morose also, feared to wet his feet in the grass, 
while his wife and Maze were gathering flowers to make a bouquet. Cora 
for several days had seemed suffering, and looked weary and pale. She was 
soon tired and wished to return for luncheon. They came upon a little 
restaurant near an old ruined mill, and the traditional repast of a Parisian 
picnic party was soon served under, a green arbour, on a little table covered 
with two napkins, and quite near the banks of the river. They had fried 
gudgeons, roast beef cooked with, pfitatoes, and they had come to the salad 
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of fresh green lettute,, when Cora rose' brusquely : and ran " toward, the river, 
pressing her napkin with both hands to her mouth, 

Lesable, uneasy, wondered what could be the matter. Maze, disconcerted, 
blushed, and stammered, “I do not know—she was well a moment since.” 

Cachelin appeared frightened, and remained seated, with his fork in the 
air, a leaf of salad suspended at the end. Then he rose, trying to see his 
daughter. Bending forward, he perceived her leaning against a tree and 
seeming very ill. A swift suspicion flashed through his mind, and he fell 
back into his seat and regarded with an embarrassed air the two men, botli 
of whom seemed now equally confused. He looked at them with anxious 
eyes, no longer daring to speak, wild with anguish and hope. 

A quarter of an hour passed in utter silence. Then Gora reappeared, a 
little pale and walking slowly. No one questioned her; each seemed to 
divine a happy event, diiEcult to speak of. They burned to know, but feared 
also to hear, the truth. Cachelin alone had the courage to ask; “You are 
better now?” And she replied: “Yes, thank you; there is not much the 
matter; but we will return early, as I have a slight headache.” When they 
set out she took the arm of her husband as if to signify something mys- 
terious she had not yet dared to avow. 

They separated at the station of Saint-Lazare, Maze, making a pretext of 
some business affair which he had just remembered, bade them adieu, after 
having shaken hands with all of them. As soon as Cachelin was alone with 
his daughter and his son-in-law, he asked ; “What was the matter with you 
at luncheon?” 

But Cora did not reply at first; after hesitating for a moment she said: “It 
was nothing much; a little sickness of the stomach was all.” She walked 
with a languid step, but with a smile on her lips. 

Lesable was ill at ease, his mind distracted; haunted with confused and 
contradictory ideas, angry, feeling an unavowable shame, cherishing a 
cowardly jealousy, he was like those sleepers who close their eyes in the 
morning that they may not see the ray of light which glides between the 
curtains and strikes the bed like a brilliant shaft. 

As soon as he entered the house, he shut himself in his own room, pre- 
tending to be occupied with some unfinished work. Then Cachelin, placing 
his hands on his daughter’s shoulders, exclaimed: “You are pregnant, aren’t 
you?” 

She stammered: “Yes, I think so. Two months.” 

Before she had finished speaking, he bounded with joy, then began to 
dance the cancan around her, an old recollection of his garrison days. He 
lifted his leg and leaped like a young kid in spite of his great paunch, and 
made the whole apartment shake with his gambols. The furniture jostled, 
the glasses on the buffet rattled, and the chandelier oscillated like the lamp 
of a ship. , . , ^ . 

He took his beloved daughter in his arms and embraced her frantically. 



308 


TELLERS OF TALES 


Then tapping her. lightly on the-shoulder he^ eried^t/'Ah, it isdone^ then, at 
last! Have you told your husband?” 

She murmured, suddenly intimidated: “No, —not yet— I— I— was wait- 
ing-—”:,:; 

But Caehelin exclaimed: “Good, very good. You find it awkward. I will 
run and tell him myself.” And he rushed to the apartment of his son-in-law. 
On seeing him enter, Lesable, who was doing nothing, rose and looked in- 
quiringly at Gachelin, who left him no time for conjecture, but cried : “Do 
you know your wife is in the family way?” 

The husband was stricken speechless, his countenance changed, and the 

blood surged to the roots of his hair: “What? How? Cora? you say he 

falteredwhen he recovered his voice. 

“I say that she is pregnant; do you understand? Now is our chance!” 

In his joy he took Lesable’s hands and pressed and shook them, as if to 
felicitate him, to thank him, and cried: “Ah, at last it is true, it is true! it is 
true! Think of the fortune we shall have!” and unable to contain himself 
longer, he caught his son-in-law in his arms and embraced him, crying: 
“More than a million! Think of it! more than a million!” and he began to 
dance more violently than ever. 

“But come, she is waiting for you, come and embrace her, at least,” and 
taking him by the shoulders he pushed Lesable before him, and threw him 
like a ball into the apartment where Cora stood anxiously waiting and 
listening. 

The moment she saw her husband, she recoiled, stifled with a sudden 
emotion. He stood before her, pale and severe. He had the air of a judge, 
and she of a culprit. At last he said: “It seems that you are pregnant.” 

She stammered in a trembling voice: “Yes, that seems to be the Cvisc.” 

But Caehelin seized each of them by the neck, and, bringing them face 
to face, cried: “Now kiss each other, by George! It is a fitting occasion.” 

And after releasing them, he capered about like a schoolboy, shouting: 
“Victory, victory, we have won our case! I say, Leopold, we must purchase 
a country house; there, at least, you will certainly recover your health.” At 
this idea Lesable trembled. His father-in-law continued: “We tvill invite 
M. Torchebeuf and his wife to visit us, and as the under-chief is at the end 
of his term you may take his place. That is the way to bring it about.” 

Lesable was now beginning to regard things from Cachelin's standpoint, 
and he saw himself receiving, his chief at a beautiful country place on the 
banks of the river, dressed in coat of white twill, with a Panama hat on his 

Something sweet entered into his heart with this hope, something warm 
and good seemed to melt within him, rendering him light of heart and 
healthier in feeling. He smiled, -still without speaking. 

Caehelin, intoxicated with joy, transported at the thought of his fine pros- 
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“Who knows, we may gain some political influence. Perhaps you will be 
deputy. At all events, we can see the society of the neighbourhood, and 
enjoy some luxuries. And you shall have a little pony to convey you every 
morning to the station.” 

These images of luxury, of elegance and prosperity aroused the drooping 
spirits of Lesable. The thought that he could be driven injiis own carriage, 
like the rich people he had so often envied, filled him with satisfaction, and 
he could not refrain from exclaiming: “Ah, that will be delightful indeed.” 

Cora, seeing him won over, smiled tenderly and gratefully, and Cachelin, 
who saw no obstacles now in the way of indulgence, declared: “We will 
dine at the restaurant, to celebrate the happy event.” 

When they reached home, the two men were a little tipsy, and Lesable, 
who saw double and whose ideas were all topsy-turvy, could not find his 
bedroom. He made his way by mistake, or forgetfulness, into the long 
vacant bed of his wife. And all night long it seemed to him that the bed 
oscillated like a boat, rolling and pitching as though it would upset. He was 
even a little seasick. 

He was surprised on awaking to find Cora in his arms. She opened her 
eyes with a smile and kissed him with a sudden effusion of gratitude and 
affection. Then she said to him, in that caressing voice which women em- 
ploy in their cajoleries: “If you wish to be very nice, you will not go to 
your office to-day. There is no need to be so punctual now that we are go- 
ing to be rich, and we will make a little visit to the country, all by our- 
selves.” 

Lesable was content to remain quiet, with the feeling for self-indulgence 
which follows an evening of excess, and the warmth of the bed was grate- 
ful. He felt the drowsy wish to lie a long time, to do nothing more but to 
live in tranquil idleness. An unusual sloth paralyzed his soul and subdued 
his body, and one vague, happy, and continuous thought never left him — 
“He was going to be rich, independent,” 
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But suddenly a fear seized him, and he whispered softly, as if he thought 
the walls might hear him: “Are you very sure you are pregnant, after all?” 

She reassured him at once. “Oh, yes! I am certain of it. I could not be 
mistaken.” 

And, as if still doubting, he traced the outline of her figure with 
his hand, and feeling convinced declared: “Yes, it is true — but you will not 
be brought to bed before the date. They will contest our right on that 
account, perhaps.” . 

At this supposition she grew angry.. 

“Oh, no indeed, they are not going to trick: us now after so much 
misery, so much trouble, and so many efforts. Oh, no, indeed!” She was 
overwhelmed with indignation. “Let ,us go at once to the notary,” she said. 

But his advice was to get a physician’s .certificate first, and they presented 
themselves again to Dr. Lefilleuh ! :/ : . ' : . 
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■' He TeGogiiized immediately, and, exclaimed: “Ah; well, have you 

succeeded?.’'': / 

They both blushed up to their ears, and Cora a little shamefacedly stam- 
mered: “I believe we have, Doctor.” 

The doctor rubbed his hands, crying: “I expected it, I expected it. The 
means I recommended to you never fail; at least, only from some radical 
incapacity of one of the parties.” 

When he had made an examination of the young wife, he declared: “It 
is true, bravo!” and he wrote on a sheet of paper: 

“I, the undersigned, doctor of medicine, of the Faculty of Paris, certify 
that Madame L&pold Lesable, nee Gachelin, presents all the symptoms of 
pregnancy, dating from over three months ” 

Then, turning toward Lesable: “And you,” he said, “how is that chest 
and that heart?” and having made an auscultation, he declared that the 
patient was entirely cured. They set out happy and joyous, arm in arm, 
with elastic steps. But on the route Leopold had an idea. “We had better 
go home before we see the lawyer, and rearrange your dress; you’ll put 
two or three towels under your belt it will draw attention to it and that 
will be better; he will not believe then that we are trying to gain time.” 

They returned home, and he himself undressed his wife in order to 
adjust the deception. Ten consecutive times Lesable changed the position 
of the towels, and stepped back some paces to get the proper effect, wish- 
ing to obtain an absolutely perfect resemblance. Satisfied with the result at 
last, they set out again, and walked proudly through the streets, Lesable 
carrying himself with the air of one whose virility was established and 
patent to all the world. 

The notary received them kindly. Then he listened to their explanation, 
ran his eye over the certificate, and, as Lesable insisted, 'Tor the rest, 
Monsieur, it is only necessary to glance for a second,” he threw a convinced 
look on the tell-tale figure of the young woman. 

There was a moment of anxious suspense, when the man of law de- 
clared: “Assuredly, whether the infant is born or to be born, it exists, it 
lives; so we will suspend the exception of the testament till the confine- 
ment of Madame.” 

After leaving the office of the notary, they embraced each other on the 
stairway, so exuberant was their joy. 

VII 

, From the moment of this happy discovery, the three relatives lived in 
the most perfect accord. They were good-humoured, reasonable, and kind. 
Gachelin had recovered all his old gaiety, and Cora loaded her husband 
with attentions, Lesable also seemed like another man, and more gay than 
he had ever beep in his life. Maze came less often, and seemed ill at ease in 
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the family circle; they received him kindly, but with less warmth than 
formerly, for happiness is egotistical and excludes strangers. 

Cachelin himself seemed to feel a certain secret hostility against the 
handsome clerk whom some months before he had introduced so eagerly 
into his household. It was he who announced to this friend the pregnancy 
of Cora. He said to him brusquely: “You know my daughter is pregnant!’* 

Maze, feigning surprise, replied: “Ah, indeed! you ought to be very 
happy.’*^ . 

Cachelin responded with a “Humph!” for he perceived that his colleague, 
on the contrary, did not appear to be delighted. Men care but little to see 
in this state (whether or not the cause lies with them) women in whom 
they are interested! 

Every Sunday, however, Maze continued to dine with the family, but it 
was no longer pleasant to spend the evening with them, albeit no serious 
difference had arisen; and this strange embarrassment increased from week 
to week. One evening, just after Maze had gone, Cachelin cried with an 
air of annoyance: “That fellow is beginning to weary me to death!” 

Lesable replied: “The fact is, he does not improve on acquaintance.” 
Cora lowered her eyes. She did not give her opinion. She always seemed 
embarrassed in the presence of the handsome Maze, who, on his side, 
appeared almost ashamed when he found himself near her. He no longer 
smiled on looking at her as formerly, no longer asked her and her husband 
to accompany him to the theatre, and the intimacy, which till lately had 
been so cordial, seemed to have become but an irksome burden. 

One Thursday, when her husband came home to dinner, Cora kissed 
him with more coquetry than usual and whispered in his ear: 

“Perhaps you are going to scold me now?” 

“Why should I?” he inquired. 

“Well, because — M. Maze came to see me a little while ago, and, as I 
do not wish to be gossiped about on his account, I begged him never to 
come when you were not at home. He seemed a little hurt.” 

Lesable, very much surprised, demanded: 

' “Very well, what did he say to that?” 

“Oh! he did not say much, but it did not please me all the same, and 
then I asked him to cease his visits entirely. You know very well that it is 
you and Papa who brought him here — I was not consulted at all about it — 
and I feared you would be displeased because I had dismissed him.” 

A grateful joy beamed from the face of her husband. 

“You did right, perfectly right, and I even thank you for it.” 

She went on, in order to establish the understanding between the two 
men, which she had arranged in advance: “At the office you must conduct 
yourself as though nothing had happened, and speak to him as you have 
been in the habit of doing; but he is not to come here any more.” 

Taking his wife tenderly in his arms, Lesable impressed long kisses on 



3I2: 


TELLERS OF TALES 


■her .eyelids' and '.on her.'cheeks'. .“You are^.an angel.! You are., an angel!” he 
repeated, and he felt pressing against his stomach the already lusty child. 


Nothing of importance happened up to the date of Cora’s confinement, 
.which. occurred on the last' day of September.. The .child, being' a daughter,. 
'::.was'.. called Desiree.. As they. wished' to make : the christening' an imposi.ng. 
. event, ' it^' was .' d.e.cide.d ':.to .postpone the ■ ceremo.ny .. until .they were settled in 
the new country house which they were going to buy. 

They chose a beautiful estate at Asnieres, on the hills that overlook the 
Seine.' Great .changes' had taken, place' during the winter. As soon .as the 
legacy' was. secured, Cachelin.- -asked .for ■ .his. pension, which was granted, 
a.nd;he left the' office... He. employed, his leisure, moments in cutdog,...with 
.ahc' aid ..of a. little:. scroll-saw,, the ■■.covers, .of cigar-boxes. He made clocks, 
jardinieres, md all sorts of odd little pieces of furniture. He had a 
^passion for this wo.rk, ..the taste:, for which had. come.'To, him. o.n seeing a" 
peripatetic merchant working thus with sheets of wood on the Avenue 
de rOpera; and each day he obliged eyerybody to admire some new design 
both complicated and puerile. He was amazed at his own work, and kept 
on saying: “It is astonishing what one can accomplish!” 

The assistant-chief, M, Rabot, being dead at last, Lesable fulfilled the 
duties of his place, although he did not receive the title, for sufficient time 
had not elapsed since his last promotion, 

Cora had become a wholly different woman, more refined, more elegant, 
instinctively divining all the transformations that wealth imposes. On New 
Year’s Day she made a visit to the wife of her husband’s chief, a ci)nimon- 
place person, who remained a provincial, notwithstanding a residence of 
thirty-five years in Paris, and she put so much grace and seductiveness into 
her prayer that Mme. Torchebeuf should stand godmother to her child 
that the good woman consented. Grandpapa Cachelin was the godfather. 

The ceremony took place on a brilliant Sunday in June. Ail the em- 
ployees of the office were invited to witness it, except the handsome Maze, 
who was seen no more in the Cachelin circle. 

At nine o’clock Lesable ..waited, at the., railway station for the train from 
Paris, while a groom, in livery' covered with great gilt buttons, held by the 
. bridle a plump pony hitched to, a brand-new phaeton. 

. The engine whistled, then appeared,, dragging its train of cars, which 
soon discharged their freight of passengers., 

M.' Torchebeuf descended Trom' a firs't-class carriage with his wife, in a 
magnificent toilette, while Pitolet and Boissel got out of a second-class 
carriage. They had not dared to, invite mid Savon, 'but it was understood 
' that they were to meet Mm- by ohance'.in'the afternoon and bring him to 

dinner with fhe'oonsent of .tfe ^ 
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Lesable hurried to meet his superior, who advanced slowly, the lapel of 
his frock-coat ornamented with a decoration that resembled a full-blown 
red rose. His enormous head, surmounted by a large hat that seemed to 
crush his small body, gave him the appearance of a phenomenon, and his 
wife, if she had stood on tiptoe, could have looked over his head without 
any trouble. ■■ 

Leopold, radiant, bowed and thanked his guests. He seated them in the 
phaeton, then running toward his two colleagues, who were walking 
modestly behind, he pressed their hands, regretting that his phaeton was 
too small to accommodate them also. “Follow the quay,” he directed, 
“and you will reach my door— ‘Villa Desiree,’ the fourth one after the turn. 
Make haste!” 

And mounting the phaeton, he took the reins and drove off, while the 
groom leaped lightly to the little seat behind. 

The ceremony was very brilliant, and afterwards they returned for 
luncheon. Each one found, under his napkin a present proportioned to his 
station. The godmother received a bracelet of solid gold, her husband a 
scarf-pin of rubies, Boissel a pocket book of Russian leather, and Pitolet a 
superb meerschaum pipev “It was Desir&,” they said, “who offered these 
presents to her new friends.” 

Mme. Torchebeuf, blushing with confusion and pleasure, placed on her 
fat arm the brilliant circle, and, as the chief wore a narrow black cravat, 
which would not receive the pin, he stuck the jewel in the lapel of his 
frock-coat, under the Legion of Honour, as if it had been another decora- 
tion of an inferior order. 

Outside the window the shining band of the river was seen, curving 
tovv^ard Suresnes, its banks shaded with trees. The sun fell in a rain on the 
water, making it seem a river of fire. The beginning oFthe repast was rather 
solemn, being made formal by the presence of M. and Mme. Torchebeuf. 
After a while, however, things began to go better. Cachelin threw out some 
heavy jokes, which he felt would be permitted him since he was rich, and 
everyone laughed at them. If Pitolet or Boissel had uttered them, the guests 
would certainly have been shocked. 

At dessert, the infant was brought in and received a kiss from each of 
the company. Smothered in a cloud of snowy lace, the baby looked at the 
guests with its blue eyes void of intelligence or expression, and rolled its 
bald head from side to side with an a.ir of newly awakened interest, 

Pitolet, amid the confusion of voices, whispered in the ear of Boissel: “It 
looks like a little Mazette.” - . 

The joke went round the Ministry next day. 

At two o’clock the health of the newly christened baby was drunk, and 
Cachelin proposed to show his guests over the property, and then to take 
them for a walk on the banks of the Seine. ; ; : 

They moved in a slow procession from room: to room, from the cellar 
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:to the garret; then they examined the garden tree by tree, plant by^ plant; 
after which, separating into two parties, they set out for a walk. 

V Cacheliii, who did not feel at home in the company of ladies, dreW: Boissel 
and' Pitolet into a cafe on the bank of the , river, while Mesdames Torche- 
beuf and Lesable, with their husbands, walked in the opposite direction, 
these refined ladies not being able to mingle with the common Sunday 
herd. ■ 

They walked slowly along the path, followed by the two men, who talked 
gravely of the affairs of the office. On the river the boats were continually 
passing, propelled by long strokes of the oars in the hands of jolly fellows, 
the muscles of whose bare arms rolled under the sLinburned skin. Women, 
reclining on black or white fur rugs, managed the tillers, drowsing under 
the hot sun, holding open over their heads, like enormous flowers floating 
on the surface of the water, umbrellas of red, yellow, and blue silk. Cries 
from one boat to the other, calls, and shouts, and a remote murmur of 
human voices lower down, confused and continuous, indicated where the 
swarming crowds were enjoying a holiday. 

Long files of fishermen stood motionless all along the river, while the 
swimmers, almost naked, standing in heavy fishing boats, plunged in head- 
foremost, climbed back upon the boats and leaped into the water again. 

Mme. Torchebeuf looked on in surprise. 

Cora said to her: “It is like this every Sunday; it spoils this charming 
country for me.” 

A canoe moved softly by. Two women rowed, while two men were 
stretched in the bottom of the boat. One of the women, turning her head 
towards the shore, cried: 

“Hello! hello! you respectable women! I have a man for sale, very cheap! 
Do you want him?” 

Cora turned away contemptuously and taking the arm of her companion 
said: “We cannot remain here; let us go. What infamous creatures!” 

They moved away as M. Torchebeuf was saying to Lesable: “It is settled 
for the first of January. The head of the Department has positively promised 
me.” 

“I don’t know how to thank you, dear master,” Lesable replied. 

When they reached home they found Cachelin, Pkolet, and Boissel laugh- 
ing immoderately and almost carrying old Savon, whom they jokingly de- 
clared they had found on the beach in the company of a girl 

The frightened old man was crying: “It is not true, no, it is not true. It is 
not right to say that, M. Cachelin, it, is not kind.” 

And Cachelin, choking with laughter, cried: “Ah, you old rogue, did 
you not call her your ‘sweet goose quilPi^ We caught you, you rascal!” 

Then the ladies, too, began to laugh at the dismay of the poor old mao. 

Cachelin continued: “With M. Torchebeuf’s permission, we will keep him 
prisoner as a punishment and make Eim dine with us.” 
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The chief good-humouredly consented, and they continued to laugh 
about the lady abandoned by the old man, who protested all the time, an- 
noyed at this mischievous farce. 

The subject was the occasion of inexhaustible wit throughout the eve- 
ning, which sometimes even bordered on the obscene. 

Cora and Mme. Torchebeuf, seated under a tent on the lawn, watched 
the reflections of the setting sun, which threw upon the leaves a purple 
glow. 

Not a breath stirred the branches, a serene and infinite peace fell from the 
calm and flaming heavens.' 

Some boats still passed, more slowly, drifting with the tide. 

Cora remarked: “It appears that poor M. Savon married a bad woman.” 

Mme. Torchebeuf, who was familiar with everything of the office, re- 
plied:. 

“Yes, she was an orphan, very much too young for him, and deceived 
him with a worthless fellow, and she ended in running away with him.” 

Then the fat lady added: “I say he was a worthless fellow, but I know 
nothing about it. It is reported that they loved one another very much. In 
any case, old Savon is not very seductive.” 

.'Mme. 'Lesable replied ' gravely ■ 

“That is no excuse; the poor man is much to be pitied. Our next-door 
neighbour, M. Barbou, has had the same experience. His wife fell in love 
with a sort of painter who passed his summers here, and she has gone 
abroad with him. I do not understand how women can fall so low. To my 
mind it seems a special chastisement should be meted out to those wicked 
creatures who bring shame upon their families.” 

At the end of the alley the nurse appeared, carrying the little Desiree 
wrapped in her laces. The child, all rosy in the red gold of the evening light, 
was coming towards the two women. She stared at the fiery sky with the 
same pale and astonished eyes with which she regarded their faces. 

All the men who were talking at a distance drew near, and Cachelin, 
seizing his little granddaughter, tossed her aloft in his arms as if he would 
carry her to the skies. Her figure was outlined against the brilliant line of 
the horizon, while her long white robe almost touched the ground; and the 
grandfather cried: “Look! isn’t this the best thing in the world, after all, 
father Savon?” 

But the old man made no reply, having nothing to say, or perhaps think- 
ing too many things. 

A servant opened the door and announced: “Madame is served!”, . 
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USELESS MOUTHS 

Octave Mirbeau 

(1850-1917) 

TRANSLATED BY VYVYAN HOLLAND 


C3n the day upon which it became quite certain that old Francois could 
no longer work, his wife, who was much younger than he was and very 
active, with two bright miserly little eyes, said to him: 

'What can you expect, man? It’s no good fretting your heart out about 
it. .Everything in this world has to come to an end. You’re as old as the 
hills. You’re nearly eighty, and you’re twisted like an old elm stump. You 
must be reasonable. And you’d better rest now.” 

And that evening she gave him nothing to eat. 

When he saw that there was no bread and no coffee on the table as there 
usually was, old Francois’ heart went cold, and in a meek, trembling, be- 
seeching voice he said: 

“I’m hungry, wife. I want a piece of bread.” 

And she replied, calmly: 

“You’re hungry? You’re hungry, are you? That’s a pity, my poor old 
man. I can’t do anything about it. When one doesn’t work one has no right 
to eat. One must earn the bread one eats. Isn’t that true? A man who 
doesn’t work is no longer a man. He’s nothing at all. He’s less use tlian a 
stone in a garden. He’s worse than a dead fruit-tree against a wall.” 

“But if I can’t work? There! You know quite well,” protested the old 
man, “that I want to work. But I can’t: my arms and legs won’t let me.” 

“I’m not reproaching you. But it isn’t my fault, is it? One must always 
be fair. I’m always fair. When you worked you ate. Now that you don’t 
work any more you can’t eat any more. That’s what it comes to. There’s no 
answer to that. It’s as plain as the nose on your face. Would you keep an 
old screw in your stable with a full hay-rack and corn in the manger, when 
he could no longer stand up to his work? Would you?” 

“No, of course not!” loyally replied old Francois, clearly overwhelmed 
by the pitiless logic of this comparison, 

, . “There, then! You see How it is. You must be reasonable!” 
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yGUTC hungry,- eat your fist . . . And keep the other for tomorrow!” 

The woman bustled about the poorly furnished but scrupulously clean 
room, getting everything ready for the next day’s work~£or in future she 
would have to do the work of two people — and, so as not to waste time, 
she gnawed hastily at a piece of brown bread and an unripe apple which 
she had picked up under one of the trees in the courtyard. 

The old man watched her gloomily with his small screwed-up eyes into 
which, possibly for the first time in his life, tears were starting. And over 
him, over his poor stiff bones, a great load of misery came in a wave, for 
he knew that no argument and no plea could move that heart which was 
as hard and cold as steel. He knew, too, that she would stoically have 
accepted for herself the ruthless law which she was applying to him, because 
she was uncompromising, simple and loyal as death itself. And yet he 
suggested timidly and without any conviction, with a half-hearted little 
grin on his lips: 

“Fve got some savings . . .” 

The woman quickly protested : 

“Savings? Savings, indeed! Thank you for nothing! You must be out of 
your mind. If we began touching our savings what would happen to me, 
tell me that? And our son, for whom we made them, what would he say? 
No, no! Work and you’ll get some bread. Don’t work and you won’t get 
any. That’s fair. That’s how it should be.” 

“All right,” said old Franjois. 

And he relapsed into silence, his eyes fixed hungrily on the bare table, 
which thenceforth would always be bare for him. He felt that it was hard 
but in the main he felt that it was just, for his primitive soul had never 
been able to rise from the savage depths of Nature to the luminous concert 
of Human Egoism and Love. 

He rose painfully, muttering, with little groans of pain: “Oh! my back! 
Oh! my back!” And he passed into the bedroom whose door opened before 
him like the dark entrance to a tomb. 


This terrible moment had to come to him as it had formerly come to his 
father and his mother whom he himself had refused to feed during their 
last workless days, deeming them to be nothing but impotent arms and 
useless mouths. He had seen this moment approaching for a long while. As 
his strength diminished, so the parsimoniously dealt-out helpings at meal- 
times had decreased. At first they had cut down his meat on Sundays and 
Thursdays, then the vegetables on other days. And now the time had come 
when his bread was to be taken away. He did not complain and got ready 
to die in silence, without a sound, like a worn-out plant whose dried-up 
stem and rotten roots can no longer suck up the rich juices of the earth. 

He who had never had a dream in Bis that night of his last 
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' goat: It was .a very;o-M/ve^^ goat, white' all over, with little black 

iionis ami a long beard like those of the stone devils which disported then> 
selves over the church porch. After having for years .produced pretty little 
kids and, good milk, her womb had become sterile and her udders ran d,ry. 
She cost nothing to feed or for bedding and did no one any harm. Tied to 
a stake all day, a few yards. away from, the house, she browsed on the gorse 
bushes on the common land and moved about at the end of her rope, bleat- 
,dng., joyously' at the people passing along the distant lane.'He niight have 
Tether die too. But' he had cut her throat one morning, because everything, 
which does not produce something, v/hether it be milk, seed or work, must 
disappear and die. And he remembered the goat’s eyes, her mildly 
astonished eyes, her soft eyes full of affectionate and dying reproach when, 
holding her gripped between his thighs, he had probed with his knife 
in her bleeding throat. When he woke, with his mind still full of his dream, 
old Francois murmured: 

‘That’s fair. A man is a man, just as a goat is a goat. Tve nothing to say. 
It’s quite fair.” 

Old Francois never once complained or rebelled. He no longer left the 
bedroom; he no longer left the bed. Lying on his back with his legs 
straight out and pressed close together, his arms glued to his sides, his 
mouth open and his eyes closed, he remained as motionless as though he 
were dead. In this corpse-like attitude his back no longer ached and he no 
longer thought of anything, gradually falling into a gentle stupor, a sort of 
perpetual somnolence which wafted him far from the earth, far from the 
ambience of his pallet bed, in a sort of large, pale, endless wave through 
which little red flashes shot and which was dotted with tiny sparks of fire. 
And a stench rose from his bed as from a dung-hill. 

When she went out to work next morning, his wife treblcdockcd the 
door of the bedroom. When she came back in the evening she said nothing 
to him, did not even glance at him and lay down near the bed on a straw 
mattress, on which she fell into a heavy sleep uninterrupted by any dream 
•or waking. And at dawn the following morning she went about her ordi- 
nary work with the same care for order and cleanliness as usuaL 

She spent the Sunday in collecting the old man’s rags and mending them. 
Then she folded them up and put them carefully away in a corner of the 
cupboard. In the evening she went and fetched the priest to administer 
the last sacraments to her man, as she felt that his end was near. 

“What’s the matter with old Francois asked the priest. 

“He’s got old age,” replied the woman in a peremptory voice. “He’s got 
death. It’s his turn, poor chap.” 

The priest anointed the. old man’s limbs with the holy oils and said a 
few prayer 
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'He thought he was further ojff it than that/’ the priest observed, as he 
left..' . 

"It’s his turn/’ repeated the woman stolidly. 

And when she went into the room on the following day she eould no 
longer hear the vague low rattle, the gurgling sound which issued from 
the old man’s nose as from an emptying bottle. She felt his forehead, his 
chest and his hands, and found that they were cold. 

"He’s gone,” she said gravely and respectfully, but without any emotion. 

Old Francois’ eyelids had opened at the moment of his last agony and 
had uncovered his dull, sightless eyes. She drew them down quickly with 
her thumbs, then she looked dreamily at the corpse for a few seconds and 
thought: 

“He was a good man, thrifty and brave. He behaved well all his life. He 
worked well. Ill put a new shirt on him and his wedding suit and a white 
shroud and then, if the son will allow it, we might buy a grave for ten 
years, in a cemetery, like a rich man’s.” 


THE HAPPY PRINCE 

Oscar Wilde 

(1856-1900) 


Id iGH ABOVE THE CITY, OH 3 tall column, stood the statue of the Happy 
Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had 
two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt. 

He was very much admired indeed. “He is as beautiful as a weathercock,” 
remarked one of the Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation for 
having artistic tastes; “only not quite so useful,” he added, fearing lest 
people should think him unpractical, which he really was not. 

“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sensible mother of 
her little boy who was crying for the moon. “The Happy Prince never 
dreams of crying for anything.” 

“I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy,” muttered 
a disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue. 

“He looks just like an angel,” said the Charity Children as they came out 
of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks, and their clean white pina- 

“How do you know?” said the Mathematical Master, “you have never 
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^ : ‘'AH !' but ' we have;iii'^ our dreams,”, answered the children ; and the Mathe- 
matical Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not approve of 
/children dreaming. 

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had gone 
away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in 
love with the most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the spring as he 
was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so attracted 
by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her. 

“SliallT love you?” said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at 
once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her, 
touching the water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This was his 
courtship, and it lasted all through the summer. 

“It is a ridiculous attachment,” twittered the other Swallows, “she has no 
money, and far too many relations;” and indeed the river was quite full of 
Reeds. Then, when the autumn came, they all flew away. 

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love. “She 
has no conversation,” he said, “and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for 
she is always flirting with the wind.” And certainly, whenever the wind 
blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtsies. “I admit that she is domes- 
tic,” he continued, “but I love travelling, and my wife, consequently, should 
love travelling also.” 

“Will you come away with me?” he said finally to her; but the Reed shook 
her head, she was so attached to her home. 

“You have been trifling with me,” he cried. “I am off to the Pyramids. 
Good-bye!” and he flew away. 

All day long he flew, and at nighttime he arrived at the city. “Where shall 
I put up?” he said; “1 hope the town has made preparations.” 

Then he saw the statue on the tall column. “I will put up there,” he cried; 
“it is a fine position with plenty of fresh air.” So he alighted just between 
the feet of the Happy Prince. 

“I have a golden bedroom,” he said softly to himself as he looked round, 
and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head under 
his wing a large drop of water fell on him. “What a curious thing!” he cried, 
“there is not a single cloud in the sky^ the stars are quite clear and briglit, 
and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful 
The Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely her selfishness.” 

Then another drop fell 

, “What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?” he said; “I 
must look for a good chimney-pot,” and he determined to fly away. 

'But' before he had opened Lis' wings, 'a third drop fell, and he looked 

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were run- 
' ning down'Eis, golden .cheeks, His’ -face 'was sO', beautiful in the moonlight 
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, ' “Who are you?” E 

“l am the. Happy Prince.”, ' 

“Why are you weeping then.?” asked the Swallow; “you have quite 
drenched ,me.” ■ 

'When I was alive and had a human heart/’ answered the statue, “I did 
not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans Souci, where 
sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the day time I played with my companions 
in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round 
the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond 
it, everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy 
Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so 
I died. And now that l am dead they have set me up here so high that I can 
see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is 
made of lead yet I cannot choose but weep.” 

“What, is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow to himself. He was too 
polite to make any personal remarks out loud. 

“Far away,” continued the statue in a low musical voice, “far away in a 
little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and through 
it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and worn, and she 
has coarse red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seamstress. She is 
embroidering passion-flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s 
maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the 
room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. 
His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow, 
Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my sword- 
hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move,” 

“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends are flying up 
and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will be 
going to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in 
his painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. 
Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like withered 
leaves.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay 
with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the 
mother so sad.” 

“I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swallow. “Last summer, when I 
was staying on the river, there w^ere two rude boys, the miller’s sons, who 
were always throwing stones at me. They .never hit me, of course; we swal- 
lows fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a family famous for its 
agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect.” 

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the littl^Swallow was sorry. “It 
is very cold here,” he said; “but I will stay with you for one night, and be 

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince* ■ . / : ' v . ^ 
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So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince’s sword, and 
'.flew a.way with it in ,his beak over the roofs of the town. 

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were 
sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A 
beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her lover. “How wonderful the 
stars are/’ he said to her, “and how wonderful is the power of love!” “I hope 
my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball/’ she answered; “I have 
ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the seamstresses are so 
■.iazy/";. 

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of the 
ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with 
each Other, and weighing out money in copper scales. At last he came to 
the poor house and looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, 
and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid 
the great ruby on the table beside the w^oman’s thimble. Then he flew gently 
round the bed, fanning the boy’s forehead with his wings. “How cool I feel,” 
said the boy, “I must be getting better;” and he sank into a delicious slum- 
ber. 

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he 
had done. “It is curious,” he remarked, “but I feel quite warm now, although 
it is so cold.” 

“That is because you have done a good action,” said the Prince. And the 
little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always 
made him sleepy. 

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. “What a 
remarkable phenomenon,” said the Professor of Ornithology as he was pass- 
ing over the bridge. “A swallow in winter!” And he wrote a long letter 
about it to the local newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so many 
words that they could not understand. 

“To-night I go to Egypt,” said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at 
the prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a long time on 
top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and 
said to each other, “What a distinguished stranger!” so he enjoyed himself 
very much. 

When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. “Have you any 
commissions for Egypt.?” he cried. “I am just starting.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay 
with me one night longer.?” 

“I am waited for in Egypt,” answered the Swallow. “To-morrow my 
friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there 
among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the God Memnon. 
All night long he watches the stars, and’ when the morning star shines he 
utters one cry of joy, and thenRg 4^ noon the yellow lions come 
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down to the water’s edge to drink. They have eyes like green beryls, and 
their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “far away across the 
city see a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered with 
papers^ and in a tumbler by his side there is a bunch of withered violets. His 
air is rown and crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and he has 
arge an dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the 
Iheatre, but he is too cold to write any more. There is no fire in the grate, 

and hunger has made him faint.” 

I vvill wait with you one night longer,” said the Swallow, who really had 

a good heart. “Shall I take him another ruby.?” 

, r have no ruby now,” said the Prince; “my eyes are all that I have 

e t. ey are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a 
thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will sell 
It to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play.” 

Dear Prince, said the Swallow, “I cannot do that;” and he began to 
weep. 

“Swallow, Swallow, little SwaUow,” said the Prince, “do as I command 

you.” ■ 

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away to the 
ttudent s garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof. 

rougli^ this he darted, and came into the room. The young man had his 
ead buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the bird’s wings, 
an when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the 
withered violets. 

_“I am beginning to be appreciated,” he cried; “this is from some great 
admirer. Now I can finish my play,” and he looked quite happy. 

e next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast 
o a arge vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold 
wi^ ropes. Heave a-hoy! they shouted as each chest came up. “I am going 
to gypt! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the moon rose 
he flew back to the Happy Prince. 

“I am come to bid you good-bye,” he cried. 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay 
with me one night longer.?” 

“It is winter,” answered the Swallow, “and the chill snow will soon be 
ere. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles 
le ill t e mud and look lazily about them. My companions are building a 
i^st in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are watching 
t em, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will 
never orget you, and next spring I will bring you back two beautiful jewels 
in p ace of those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red 
ros^ and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.” 

In the square below,” said the Happy Prince, “there stands a little match- 
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girl. She lias let/her; matches fall' In, the gutter, and :they are^ all spoiled. Her 
father will beat her if she does not bring home some money, and, she is cry- 
ing. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my 
Other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her.” 

bl will stay with you one night longer,” said the Swallow, ‘Lut I cannot 
pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then,” 

, .■•“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do .as I command 
you.” 

So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye, and darted down with it. He 
swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her 
hand. “What a lovely bit of glass,” cried the little girl; and she ran home, 
laugliing. 

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. “You are blind now,” lie said, 
“so I will stay with you always.” 

“No, little Swallow,” said the poor Prince, “you must go away to Egypt.” 

“1 will stay with you always,” said the Swallow, and he slept at the 
Prince’s feet. 

All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told him stories of 
what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises, who stand 
in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold fish in their beaks ; of 
the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the desert, and 
knows everything; of the merchants, who walk sloivly by the side of their 
camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; of the King of the Mountains 
of the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships a large crystal; of the 
great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has twenty priests to feed 
it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies who sail over a big lake on large 
flat leaves, and are always at war with the butterflies. 

“Dear little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me of marvellous things, 
but more marvellous than anything is the suffering of men and of women. 
There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and 
tell me what you see there.” 

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry 
in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew 
into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking out 
listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge two little boys 
were lying in one another’s arms to try and keep themselves warm. “How 
hungry we are!” they said. “You must not lie here,” shouted the Watchman, 
and they wandered out into the rain. 

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen. 

“I am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “you must take it off, leaf 
by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold can make 
them happy 

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy 
Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought 
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to the poor, and the children’s faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played 
games in the street. “We have bread now!” they cried. 

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets looked 
as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and glistening; long 
icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses, every- 
body went about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and skated 
on the. ice. 

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave 
the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the baker s 
door when the baker was not looking, and tried to keep himself warm by 
flapping his wings. 

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly 
up to the Prince’s shoulder once more. “Good-bye, dear Prince!”' he mur- 
mured, “will you let me kiss your hand?” 

“I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow,” said the 
Prince, “you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, 
for I love you.” 

“It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the Swallow. “I am going to the 
House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?” 

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his 
feet. 

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if some- 
thing had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in 
two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost. 

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in 
company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column he looked 
up at the statue: “Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince looks!” he said. 

“How shabby indeed!” cried the Town Councillors, who always agreed 
with the Mayor, and they went up to look at it. 

“The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden 
no longer,” said the Mayor; “in fact, he is little better than a beggar!” 

“Little better than a beggar,” said the Town Councillors. 

“And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!” continued the Mayor. “We 
must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die 
here.” And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. “As he is no longer 
beautiful he is no longer useful,” said the Art Professor at the University. 

Then they melted the statue in a furnace,, and the Mayor held a meeting 
of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the metal. “We must 
have another statue, of course,” he said, “and it shall be a statue of myself ” 

“Of myself,” said each of the Town Councillors, and they quarrelled. 
When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still. 

“What a strange thing,” said the overseer of the Vv^orkmen at the foundry. 
“This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it 
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away.” So they threw it on a dust heap where the dead Swallow was also 
lying. 

“Bring me the two most precious things in the city,” said God to one of 
His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead 
bird. 

“You have rightly chosen,” said God, “for in my garden of Paradise this 
little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince 
shall praise me.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE BRUGE- 
PARTINGTON PLANS 

A. Conan Doyle 

(1859-1930) 


In the third week of November, in the year 1895, a dense yellow fog settled 
down upon London. From the Monday to the Thursday I doubt whether 
it was ever possible from our windows in Baker Street to see the loom of 
the opposite houses. The first day Holmes had spent in cross-indexing his 
huge book of references. The second and third had been patiently occupied, 
upon a subject which he had recently made his hobby— the music of the 
Middle Ages. But when, for the fourth time, after pushing back our chairs 
from breakfast we saw the greasy, heavy brown swirl still drifting past us 
and condensing in oily drops upon the window-panes, my comrade’s im- 
patient and active nature could endure this drab existence no longer. He 
paced restlessly about our sitting-room in a fever of suppressed energy, 
biting his nails, tapping the furniture, and chafing against inaction. 

‘'Nothing of interest in the paper, Watson.?” he said. 

I was aware that by anything of interest, Holmes meant anything of 
criminal interest. There was the news of a revolution, of a possible war, and 
of an impending change of government; but these did not come within the 
horizon of my companion. I could see nothing recorded in the shape of 
crime which was not commonplace and futile. Holmes groaned and resumed 
his restless meanderings. 

, "The London criminal is certainly a dull fellow,” said he in the querulous 
voice of the sportsman whose game has failed him. "Look out of this win- 
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dow, Watson. See how the figures loom up, are dimly seeiij and then blend 
once more into the cloud-bank. The thief or the murderer could roam 
London on such a day as the tiger does the jungle, unseen until he pounces, 
andthenevidentonlytohisvictim.” 

“There have,” said I, “been numerous petty thefts.” 

Holmes snorted his contempt. 

“This great and sombre stage is set for something more worthy than 
that,” said he. “It is fortunate for this community that I am not a criminal.” 

“It is, indeed!” said I heartily. 

“Suppose that I were Brooks or Woodhouse, or any of the fifty men who 
have good reason for taking my life, how long could I survive against my 
own pursuit.? A summons, a bogus appointment, and all would be over. It is 
well they don’t have days of fog in the Latin eountries— “the countries of 
assassination. By Jove! here comes something at last to break our dead 
monotony.” 

It was the maid with a telegram. Holmes tore it open and burst out laugh- 
ing., 

“Well, well! What next?” said he. “Brother Mycroft is coming round.” 

“Why not.?” I asked. 

“Why not? It is as if you met a tram-car coming down a country lane. 
Mycroft has his rails and he rims on them. His Pali Mall lodgings, the 
Diogenes Club, Whitehall — that is his cycle. Once, and only once, he has 
been here. What upheaval can possibly have derailed him?” 

“Does he not explain?” 

Holmes handed me his brother’s telegram. 

Must see you over Cadogan West. Coming at once. 

Mycroft 

“Cadogan West? I have heard the name.” 

“It recalls nothing to my mind. But that Mycroft should break out in this 
erratic fashion! A planet might as well leave its orbit. By the way, do you 
know what Mycroft is?” 

I had some vague recollection of an explanation at the time of the Adven- 
ture of the Greek Interpreter. 

“You told me that he had some small office under the British govern- 
ment.” 

Holmes chuckled. 

“I did not know you quite so well in those days. One has to be discreet 
when one talks of high matters of state. You are right in thinking that he is 
under the British government. You would also be right in a sense if you said 
that occasionally he is the British government.” 

“My dear Holmes!” 

“I thought I might surprise you. Mycroft draws four hundred and fifty 
pounds a year, remains a subordiiiate,. has no ambitions of any kind, will 
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■receive neither honour nor title, -faut remains the most . indispensable maxi in 
the 'country..’’' ■ 

■/■'“But :ho'W'?”''"V. ■■■.,.' 

“Well, his position is unique. He has made it for himself. There has never 
been anything like it before, nor will be again. He has the tidiest and most 
orderly brain, with the greatest capacity for storing facts, of any man living. 
The same great powers which I have turned to the detection of Grime he 
has used for this particular business. The conclusions of every department 
are passed to him, and he is the central exchange, the clearing-house, which 
makes out the balance. All other men are specialists, but his specialism is 
omniscience. We will suppose that a minister needs information as to a 
point which mvolves the Navy, India, Canada and the bimetallic question; 
he could get his separate advices from various departments upon each, but 
only Mycroft can focus them all, and say offhand how each factor would 
affect the other. They began by using him as a short-cut, a convenience; now 
he has made himself an essential. In that great brain of his everything is 
pigeon-holed and can be handed out in an instant. Again and again his word 
has decided the national policy. He lives in it. He thinks of nothing else save 
when, as an intellectual exercise, he unbends if I call upon him and ask him 
to advise me on one of my little problems^ But Jupiter is descending to-day. 
What on earth can it mean.? Who is Cadogan West, and what is he to 
Mycroft.?” 

“I have it,” I cried, and plunged among the litter of papers upon the sofa. 
“Yes, yes, here he is, sure enough! Cadogan West was the young man who 
was found dead on the Underground on Tuesday morning.” 

Holmes sat up at attention, his pipe halfway to his lips. 

“This must be serious, Watson. A death which has caused my brother to 
alter his habits can be no ordinary one. What in the world can he have to do 
with it.? The case was featureless as I remember it. The young man had 
apparently fallen out of the train and killed himself. He had not been 
robbed, and there was no particular reason to suspect violence. Is that not 
so.?” 

“There has been an inquest,” said I, “and a good many fresh facts have 
come out. Looked at more closely, I should certainly say that it was a curious 

“Judging by its effect upon my brother, I should think it must be a most 
extraordinary one.” He snuggled down in his armchair. “Now, Watson, let 
us have the facts.” 

“The man’s name was Arthur Cadogan West. He was twenty-seven years 
of age, unmarried, and a clerk at Woolwich Arsenal” 

“Government employ. Behold the link with brother Mycroft!” 

“He left Woolwich suddenly on Monday night. Was last seen by his 
fiancee, Miss Violet Westbury, whom he' left abruptly in the fog about 7:^0 
that evening. There was no quarrel between them and she can give no 
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motive for liis action. The next thing heard of him was when his dead body 
was discovered by a plate-layer named Mason^ just outside Aldgate Station 
on the Underground system in London.’’ : 

V.“When?"' 

“The body was found at six on the Tuesday morning. It was lying wide 
of the metals upon the left hand of the track as one goes eastward, at a 
point close to the station, where the line emerges from the tunnel in which 
it runs. The head was badly crushed — an injury which might well have been 
caused by a fall from the train. The body could only have come on the line 
in that way. Had it been carried down from any neighbouring street, it 
must have passed the station barriers, where a collector is always standing. 
This point seems absolutely certain.” 

“Very good. The case is definite enough. The man, dead or alive, either 
fell or was precipitated from a train. So much is clear to me. Continue.” 

“The trains which traverse the lines of rail beside which the body was 
found are those which run from west to east, some being purely Metropoli- 
tan, and some from Willesden and outlying junctions. It can be stated for 
certain that this young man, when he met his death, was travelling in this 
direction at some late hour of the night, but at what point he entered the 
train it is impossible to state.” 

“His ticket, of course, would show that.” 

“There was no ticket in his pockets.” 

“No ticket! Dear me, Watson, this is really very singular. According to 
my experience it is not possible to reach the platform of a Metropolitan train 
without exhibiting one’s ticket. Presumably, then, the young man had one. 
Was it taken from him in order to conceal the station from which he came.? 
It is possible. Or did he drop it in the carriage.? That also is possible. But 
the point is of curious interest. I understand that there was no sign of rob- 
bery.?” 

“Apparently not. There is a list here of his possessions. His purse con- 
tained two pounds fifteen. He had also a check-book on the Woolwich 
branch of the Capital and Counties Bank. Through this his identity was 
established. There were also two dress-circle tickets for the Woolwich 
Theatre, dated for that very evening. Also a small packet of technical 
papers.” - 

Holmes gave an exclamation of satisfaction. 

“There we have it at last, Watson! British government — ^Woolwich. 
Arsenal — technical papers — Brother Mycrpft, the chain is complete. But here 
he comes, if I am not mistaken, to speak for himself.” 

A moment later the tall and portty.form of Mycroft Holmes was ushered 
into the room. Heavily built and rnassive, there was a suggestion of uncouth 
physical inertia in the figure, but aboye this unwieldy frame there was 
perched a head so masterful in its brow, so alert in its steel-grey, deep-set 
eyes, so firm in its lips, and so subtle in its play of expression, that after the ; 
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first glance one forgot the gross body and .remembered only , the dominant 
.mind. 

At his heels came our old friend Lestrade, of Scotland Yard— thin and 
austere. The gravity of both their faces foretold some weighty quest. The 
detective shook hands without a word. My croft Holmes struggled out of 
his overcoat and subsided into an armchair. 

''A most annoying business, Sherlock,” said he. '1 extremely dislike alter- 
ing my habits, but the powers that be would take no denial. In the present 
state of Siam it is most awkw^ard that I should be away from the office. But 
it is a real crisis. I have never seen the Prime Minister so upset. As to the 
Admiralty — it is buzzing like an overturned bee-hive. Have you read up the 
case?” 

“We have just done so. What were the technical papers?” 

“Ah, there’s the point! Fortunately, it has not come out. The press would 
be furious if it did. The papers which this wretched youth had in his pocket 
were the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine.” 

Mycroft Holmes spoke with a solemnity which showed his sense of the 
importance of the subject. His brother and I sat expectant. 

“Surely you have heard of it? I thought everyone had heard of it.” 

“Only as a name.” 

“Its importance can hardly be exaggerated. It has been the most jealously 
guarded of all government secrets. You may take it from me that naval 
warfare becomes impossible within the radius of a Bruce-Partington’s oper- 
ation. Two years ago a very large sum was smuggled through the Estimates 
and was expended in acquiring a monopoly of the invention. Every effort 
has been made to keep the secret. The plans, which are exceedingly intri- 
cate, comprising some thirty separate patents, each essential to the working 
of the whole, are kept in an elaborate safe in a confidential office adjoining 
the arsenal, with burglar-proof doors and windows. Under no conceivable 
circumstances were the plans to be taken from the office. If the chief con- 
structor of the Navy desired to consult them, even he was forced to go to 
the Woolwich office for the purpose. And yet here we find them in the 
pockets of a dead junior clerk in the heart of London. From an official point 
of view it’s simply awful.” 

“But you have recovered them?” 

“No, Sherlock, no! That’s the pinch. We have not. Ten papers were taken 
from Woolwich. There were seven in the pockets of Cadogan West. The 
three most essential are gone — stolen^ vanished. You must drop everything, 
Sherlock. Never mind your usual petty puzzles of the police-court. It’s a 
vital international problem that you Have to solve. Why did Cadogan West 
take the papers, where are the missing ones, how did he die, how came his 
body where it was found, hoWcan the evil be set right? Find an answer to 
all these questions, and you will have done, good service for your country.” 

“Why do you not solve it yourself, Mycroft? You can see as far as L” 
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“Possibly, Sherlock. But it is a question of getting details. Give me your 
details, and from an armchair I will return you an excellent expert opinion. 
But to run here and run there, to cross-question railway guards, and lie on 
my face with a lens to my eye— it is not my mStier. No, you are the one man 
who can clear the matter up. If you have a fancy to see your name in the 
next honours list ” 

My friend smiled and shook his head. 

“I play the game for the game’s own sake,” said he. “But the problem 
certainly presents some points of interest, and I shall be very pleased to look 
into it. Some more facts, please.” 

“I have jotted down the more essential ones upon this sheet of paper, 
together with a few addresses which you will find of service. The actual 
official guardian of the papers is the famous government expert. Sir James 
Walter, whose decorations and sub-titles fill two lines of a book of reference. 
He has grown grey in the service, is a gentleman, a favoured guest in the 
most exalted houses, and, above all, a man whose patriotism is beyond 
suspicion. He is one of two who have a key of the safe. I may add that the 
papers were undoubtedly in the office during working hours on Monday, 
and that Sir James left for London about three o’clock taking his key with 
him. He was at the house of Admiral Sinclair at Barclay Square during the 
whole of the evening when this incident occurred.” 

“Has the fact been verified.'*” 

“Yes; his brother. Colonel Valentine Walter, has testified to his departure 
from Woolwich, and Admiral Sinclair to his arrival in London; so Sir James 
is no longer a direct factor in the problem.” 

“Who was the other man with a key.?” 

“The senior clerk and draughtsman, Mr. Sidney Johnson. He is a man of 
forty, married, with five children. He is a silent, morose man, but he has, 
on the whole, an excellent record in the public service. He is unpopular 
with his colleagues, but a hard worker. According to his own account, cor- 
roborated only by the word of his wife, he was at home the whole of 
Monday evening after office hours, and his key has never left the watch- 
chain upon which it hangs.” 

“Tell us about Cadogan West.” 

“He has been ten years in the service and has done good work. He has 
the reputation of being hot-headed and impetuous, but a straight, honest 
man. V/e have nothing against him. He was next Sidney Johnson in the 
office. His duties brought him into, daily, personal contact with the plans. No 
one else had the handling of them.” 

“Who locked the plans up that night?” 

“Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk.” 

“Well, it is surely perfectly clear who took them away. They are actually 
found upon the person of this junior clerk, Gadogan West. That seems final, 
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"It does, Sherlock, and yet it leaves so much unexplained. In the first 
place, why did he take them?” 

"I presume they were of value?” 

"He could have got several thousands for them very easily.” 

"Can you suggest any possible motive for taking the papers to London 
except to sell them?” 

"No, I cannot.” 

"Then we must take that as our working hypothesis. Young West took 
the papers. Now this could only be done by having a false key ” 

"Several false keys. He had to open the building and the room.” 

"He had, then, several false keys. He took the papers to London to sell 
the secret, intending, no doubt, to have the plans themselves back in the safe 
next morning before they were missed. While in London on this treasonable 
mission he met his end.” 

"How?” 

"We will suppose that he was travelling back to Woolwich when he was 
killed and thrown out of the compartment.” 

"Aldgate, where the body was found, is considerably past the station for 
London Bridge, wEich would be his route to Woolwich.” 

"Many circumstances could be imagined under which he would pass Lon- 
don Bridge. There was someone in the carriage, for example, with whom 
he was having an absorbing interview. This interview led to a violent scene 
in which he lost his life. Possibly he tried to leave the carriage, fell out on 
the line, and so met his end. The other closed the door. There was a thick 
fog, and nothing could be seen.” 

"No better explanation can be given with our present knowledge; and yet 
consider, Sherlock, how much you leave untouched. We will suppose, for 
argument s sake, that young Cadogan West had determined to convey these 
papers to London. He would naturally have made an appointment with the 
foreign agent and kept his evening clear. Instead of that he took two 
tickets for the theatre, escorted his fianc& halfway there, and then suddenly 
disappeared.” 

"A blind,” said Lestrade, who had sat listening with some impatience to 
the conversation. 

"A very singular one. That is objection No. i. Objection No. 2: We will 
suppose that he reaches London and sees the foreign agent. He must bring 
back the papers before morning or the loss will be discovered. He took away 
ten. Only seven were in his pocket. What had become of the other three? 
He certainly would not leave them of his own free will. Then, again, where 
is the price of his treason? One would have expected to find a large sum of 
money in his pocket.” V 

"It seems to me perfectly clear/' said Lestrade. "I have no doubt at all as 
to what occurred. He took the papers to sell them. He saw the agent. They 
could not agree as to price. He Started home again, but the agent went with 
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him. In the train the agent murdered him, took the more essential papers, 
and threw his body from the carriage. That would account for everything, 
would it not?” 

“Why had he no ticket?” 

“The ticket would have shown which station was nearest the agent’s 
house. Therefore he took it from the murdered man’s pocket.” 

“Good, Lestrade, very good,” said Holmes. “Your theory holds together. 
But if this is true, then the case is at an end. On the one hand, the traitor 
is dead. On the other, the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine are 
presumably already on the Continent. Vvhat is there for us to do?” 

“To act, Sherlock — to act!” cried Mycroft, springing to his feet. “All my 
instincts are against this explanation. Use your powers! Go to the scene of 
the crime! See the people concerned! Leave no stone unturned! In all your 
career you have never had so great a chance of serving your country.” 

“Well, well!” said Holmes, shrugging his shoulders. “Come, Watson! And 
you, Lestrade, could you favour us with your company for an hour or two? 
We will begin our investigation by a visit to Aldgate Station. Good-bye, 
Mycroft. I shall let you have a report before evening, but I warn you in 
advance that you have little to expect.” 

An hour later Holmes, Lestrade and I stood upon the Underground rail- 
road at the point where it emerges from the tunnel immediately before 
Aldgate Station. A courteous red-faced old gentleman represented the rail- 
way company. 

“This is where the young man’s body lay,” said he, indicating a spot about 
three feet from the metals. “It could not have fallen from above, for these, 
as you see, are all blank walls. Therefore, it could only have come from a 
train, and that train, so far as we can trace it, must have passed about mid- 
night on Monday.” 

“Have the carriages been examined for any sign of violence?” 

“There are no such signs, and no ticket has been found.” 

“No record of a door being found open?” 

“None.” 

“We have had some fresh evidence this morning,” said Lestrade, “A pas- 
senger who passed Aldgate in an ordinary Metropolitan train about 11:40 
on Monday night declares that he heard a heavy thud, as of a body striking 
the line, just before the train reached the station. There was dense fog, 
however, and nothing could be seen. He made no report of it at the time. 
Why, whatever is the matter with Mr. Holmes?” 

My friend was standing with an expression of strained intensity upon his 
face, staring at the railway metals where they curved out of the tunnel, 
Aldgate is a junction, and there was a network of points. On these his eager, 
questioning eyes were fixed, and I saw on his keen, alert face that tightening 
of the lips, that quiver of the nostrils, and concentration of the heavy, tufted 
brows which I knew so well. . : 
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'‘Points/’ he muttered; ‘'the points/’ 

“What of it? What do you mean?” 

“I suppose there are no great number of points on a system such as this?” 
, “No; there are very few.” 

“And a curve^ Points, and a curve. By Jove! if it were only so ” 

“What is it, Mr. Holmes? Have you a clue?” 

“An idea — an indication, no more. But the case certainly grows in interest. 
Unique, perfectly unique, and yet why not? I do not see any indications of 
bleeding on the line.” 

“There were hardly any.” 

“But I understand that there was a considerable wound.” 

“The bone was crushed, but there was no great external injury.” 

“And yet one would have expected some bleeding. Would it he possible 
for me to inspect the train which contained the passenger who heard the 
thud of a fall in the fog?” 

“I fear not, Mr. Holmes. The train has been broken up before now, and 
the carriages redistributed.” 

“I can assure you, Mr. Holmes,” said Lestrade, “that every carriage has 
been carefully examined. I saw to it myself.” 

It was one of my friend’s most obvious weaknesses that he was impatient 
with less alert intelligences than his own. 

“Very likely,” said he, turning away. “As it happens, it was not the car- 
riages which I desired to examine. Watson, we have done all we can here. 
We need not trouble you any further, Mr. Lestrade. I think our investiga- 
tions must now carry us to Woolwich.” 

At London Bridge, Holmes wrote a telegram to his brother, which he 
handed to me before dispatching it. It ran thus : 

See some light in the darkness, but it may possibly flicker out. Meanwhile, 
please send by messenger, to await return at Baker Street, a complete list of all 
foreign spies or international agents known to be in England, with full address. 

Sherlock 

“That should be helpful, Watson,” he remarked as we took our seats in 
the Woolwich train. “We certainly owe brother My croft a debt for having 
introduced us to what promises to be a really very remarkable case.” 

His eager face still wore that expression of intense and high-strung energy, 
which showed me that some novel and suggestive circumstance had opened 
up a stimulating line of thought. See the foxhound with hanging ears and 
drooping tail as it lolls about the kennels, and compare it with the same 
hound as, with gleaming eyes. and straining muscles, it runs upon a breast- 
high scent-such was the change in Holmes since the morning. He was a 
different man from the limp, and lounging figure in the mouse-coloured 
' dressing-gown who had prowled so .resdessly only a few hours before round 



■THE ADVENTURE OF THE^ 'BRUCE-PARTINGTON; PLANS' 335' 

“There is material here. There is scope,” said he. “I am dull indeed not to 
have understood its possibilities.”' 

" “Even nO'W they are , dark ' to me.” 

“The end is dark to me also, but I have hold of one idea which may lead 
us far. The man met his death elsewhere;, and his body was on the roo/ of a 
carriage.” 

“On the roof!” ' 

“Remarkable, is it not? But consider the facts. Is it a coincidence that it is 
found at the very point where the train pitches and sways as it comes round 
on the points? Is not that the place where an object upon the roof might 
be expected to fall off ? The points would affect no object inside the train. 
Either the body fell from the roof, or a very curious coincidence has oc- 
curred. But now consider the question of the blood. Of course, there was 
no bleeding on the line if the body had bled elsewhere. Each fact is sug- 
gestive in itself. Together they have a cumulative force.” 

“And the ticket, too!” I cried. 

“Exactly. We could not explain the absence of a ticket. This would ex- 
plain it. Everything fits together.” 

“But suppose it were so, we are still as far as ever from unravelling the 
mystery of his death. Indeed, it becomes not simpler but stranger.” 

“Perhaps,” said Holmes tboughtfully, “perhaps.” He relapsed into a silent 
reverie, which lasted until the slow train drew up at last in Woolwich Sta- 
tion. There he called a cab and drew Mycrofts paper from his pocket. 

“We have quite a little round of afternoon calls to make,” said he. “I think 
that Sir James Walter claims our first attention.” 

The house of the famous official was a fine villa with green lawns stretch- 
ing down to the Thames. As we reached it the fog was lifting, and a thin, 
watery sunshine was breaking through. A butler answered our ring. 

“Sir James, sir?” said he with solemn face. “Sir James died this morn- 
ing.” 

“Good heavens!” cried Holmes in amazement. “How did he die?” 

“Perhaps you would care to step in, sir, and see his brother, Colonel 
.Valentine?” 

“Yes, we had best do so,” 

We were ushered into a dim-lit drawing-room, where an instant later we 
were joined by a very tall, handsome, light-bearded man of fifty, the younger 
brother of the dead scientist. His wild eyes, stained cheeks, and unkempt 
hair all spoke of the sudden blow which had fallen upon the household. He 
was hardly articulate as he spoke of it. 

“It was this horrible scandal,” said he. “My brother, Sir James, was a man 
of very sensitive honour, and he could not survive such an affair. It broke 
his heart. He was always so proud of the efficiency of his department, and 
this was a crushing blow.” 
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had hoped that he might have given us some indications which 
would have helped us to clear the matter up.” 

'1 assure you that it was all a mystery to him as it is to you and to all of us. 
He had already put all his knowledge at the disposal of the police. Naturally 
he had no doubt that Cadogan West was guilty. But all the rest was incon- 
ceivable.” " 

“You cannot throw any new light upon the affair?” 

“I know nothing myself save what I have read or heard. I have no desire 
to be discourteous^ but you can understand^ Mr. Holmes, that we are much 
disturbed at present, and I must ask you to hasten this interview to an end.” 

“This is indeed an unexpected development,” said my friend when we 
had regained the cab. “I wonder if the death was natural, or whether the 
poor old fellow' killed himself! If the latter, may it be taken as some sign of 
self-reproach for duty neglected? We must leave that question to the future. 
Now we shall turn to the Cadogan Wests,” 

A small but well-kept house in the outskirts of the town sheltered the 
bereaved mother. The old lady was too dazed with grief to be of any use to 
us, but at her side was a white-faced young lady, who introduced herself as 
Miss Vffolet Westbury, the fiancee of the dead man, and the last to see him 
upon that fatal night. 

“I cannot explain it, Mr. Holmes,” she said. “I have not shut an eye since 
the tragedy, thinking, thinking, thinking, night and day, what the true 
meaning of it can be. Arthur was the most single-minded, chivalrous, patri- 
otic man upon earth. He would have cut his right hand off before he would 
sell a State secret confided to his keeping. It is absurd, impossible, prepos- 
terous to anyone who knew him.” 

“But the facts, Miss Westbury?” 

“Yes, yes; I admit I cannot explain them.” 

“Was he in any want of money ?” 

“No; his needs were very simple and his salary ample. He had saved a 
few hundreds, and we were to marry at the New Year.” 

“No signs of any mental excitement? Come, Miss Westbury, be absolutely 
frank with us.” 

The quick eye of my companion had noted some change in her manner. 
She coloured and hesitated. 

“Yes,” she said at last, “I had a feeling that there was something on his 
mind.” ^ , , 

“For long?” 

“Only for the last week or so. He v;as thoughtful and worried. Once I 
pressed him about it. He admitted that there was something, and that it 
was concerned with his official life, fft is too serious for me to speak about, 
even to you,’ said he. I could get nothing more.” 
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"'Go on, Miss Westbury. Even if it seenis to tell against hiin, go on. We 
cannot say what it may lead to.’' 

“Indeed, I have nothing more to tell. Once or twice it seemed to me that 
he was on the point of telling me something. He spoke one evening of the 
importance of the secret, and I have some recollection that he said that no 
doubt foreign spies would pay a great deal to have it.” 

My friend’s face grew graver still. 

“Anything else?” 

“He said that we were slack about such matters — that it would be easy 
for a traitor to get the plans.” 

“Was it only recently that he made such remarks?” 

“Yes, quite recently.” 

“Now tell us of that last evening.” 

“We were to go to the theatre. The fog was so thick that a cab was useless. 
We walked, and our way took us close to the office. Suddenly he darted 
away into the fog.” 

“Without a word?” 

“He gave an exclamation; that was all. I waited but he never returned. 
Then L walked home. Next morning, after the office opened, they came to 
inquire. About twelve o’clock we heard the terrible news. Oh, Mr. Holmes, 
if you could only, only save his honour! It was so much to him.” 

Holmes shook his head sadly. 

“Come, Watson,” said he, “our ways lie elsewhere. Our next station must 
be the office from which the papers were taken. 

“It was black enough before against this young man, but our inquiries 
make it blacker,” he remarked as the cab lumbered off. “His coming 
marriage gives a motive for the crime. He naturally wanted money. The 
idea was in his head, since he spoke about it. He nearly made the girl an 
accomplice in the treason by telling her his plans. It is all very bad.” 

“But surely, Holmes, character goes for something? Then, again, why 
should he leave the girl in the street and dart away to commit a felony?” 

“Exactly! There are certainly objections. But it is a formidable case which 
they have to meet.” 

Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk, met us at the office and received us 
with that respect which my companion’s card always commanded. He was 
a thin, gruff, bespectacled man of middle age, his cheeks haggard, and his 
hands twitching from the nervous strain to which he had been subjected. 

“It is bad, Mr. Holmes, very bad! Have you heard of the death of the 
chief?” 

“We have just come from his house.” . 

“The place is disorganized. The chief dead, Cadogan West dead, our 
papers stolen. And yet, when we closed our door on Monday evening, we 
were as efficient an office as any in the government service. Good God, it’s 
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dreadful to think of! That West, of all men, should have done such 
"/thing!” 

“You are sure of his guilt, then?^^ 

"I can see no other way out of it. And yet I would have trusted him as 
trust myself.” 

'VVt what hour was the office closed on Monday?” 

''At five.” . 

"Did you close it?” 

I am always the last man out,” 

"Where were the plans?” 

“In that safe. I put them there myself.” 

"Is there no watchman to the building?” 

‘There is, but he has other departments to look after as well. He is an old 
so ler and a most trustworthy man. He saw nothing that evening Of 
course the fog was very thick.” 

^ Suppose that Cadogan West wished to make his way into the buildino- 
thl^plpers^”^^ J^eys, would he not, before he could reach 

ke7o?the 

“Only Sir James Walter and you had those keys.?” 

T had no keys of the doors—only of the safe.” 

Was Sir James a man who was orderly in his habits ?” 

^ keys arc concerned 

he kep Tern on the same ring. I have often seen them there.” 

And that ring went with him to London.?” 

“He said so.” 

“And your key never left your possession.?” 

“Never.” 

“Then West, if he is the culprit, must have had a duplicate. And yet none 
was found upon his body. One other point: if a clerk in this office deSmd 
to sell the plans, would it not be simpler to copy the plans for liimseT than 

to take the originals, as was actually done?” ^ - nan 

a/" wt?' ‘'““'“S' “ “py 'k' Pk- in an 

edga?" ' l'“'l 'l'»t technical knovcl- 

nritiind 1 U Speculating in this way when the 

oiipnal plans were actually found on West.?” ^ ™ 

Well, It IS certainly singular that he should run the risk nf lal • 

“ken copiea. .hach wonU tv/'tSf 

, Singular, no doubt — and yet he did so.” 
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''Every inquiry in this case reveals something inexpHcable. Now there are 
three papers still missing. They are, as I understand, the vital ones.” - 
/'"Yes, .that is'so.” . 

"Do you mean to say that anyone holding these three papers, and without 
the seven others, could construct a Bruce-Partington submarine?” 

"I reported to that effect to the Admiralty. But to-day I have been over 
the drawings again, and I am not so sure of it. The double valves with the 
automatic self-adjusting slots are drawn in one of the papers which have 
been returned. Until the foreigners had invented that for themselves they 
could not make the boat. Of course they might soon get over the difBculty.” 

"But the three missing drawings are the most important?” 

"Undoubtedly.” 

"I think, with your permission, I will now take a stroll round the premises. 
I do not recall any other question which I desired to ask,” 

He examined the lock of the safe, the door of the room, and finally the 
iron shutters of the window. It was only when we were on the lawn outside 
that his interest was strongly excited. There was a laurel bush outside the 
window, and several of the branches bore signs of having been twisted or 
snapped. He examined them carefully with his lens, and then some dim and 
vague marks upon the earth beneath. Finally he asked the chief clerk to 
close the iron shutters, and he pointed out to me that they hardly met in 
the centre, and that it would be possible for anyone outside to see what was 
going on within the room. 

"The indications are ruined by the three days’ delay. They may mean 
something or nothing. Well, Watson, I do not think that Woolwich can 
help us further. It is a small crop which we have gathered. Let us see if we 
can do better in London.” 

Yet we added one more sheaf to our harvest before we left Woolwich 
Station. The clerk in the ticket office was able to say with confidence that 
he saw Cadogan West — whom he knew well by sight — upon the Monday 
night, and that he went to London by the 8:15 to London Bridge. He was 
alone and took a single third-class ticket. The clerk was struck at the time 
by his excited and nervous manner. So shaky was he that he could hardly 
pick up his change, and the clerk had helped him with it. A reference to 
the timetable showed that the 8:15 was the first train which it was possible 
for West to take after he had left the lady about 7:30. 

"Let us reconstruct, Watson,” said Holmes after half an hour of silence. 
"I am not aware that in all our joint researches we have ever had a case 
which was more difficult to get at. Every fresh advance which we make only 
reveals a fresh ridge beyond. And yet we have surely made some appreciable 
progress. 

"The effect of our inquiries at Woolwich has in the main been against 
young Cadogan West; but the indications at the window would lend them- 
selves to a more favourable hypothesis. Let us suppose, for example, that he 
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had been approached by some foreign agent. It might have been done under 
such pledges as would have prevented him from speaking of it, and yet 
would have affected his thoughts in the direction indicated by his remarks 
to his fiancee. Very good. We will now suppose that as he went to the 
theatre with the young lady he suddenly, in the fog, caught a glimpse of 
this same agent going in the direction of the office. He was an impetuous 
man, quick in his decisions. Everything gave way to his duty. He followed 
the man, reached the window, saw the abstraction of the documents, and 
pursued the thief. In this way we get over the objection that no one would 
take originals when he could make copies. This outsider had to take 
originals. So far it holds together.” 

‘'What is the next step?” 

“Then we come into difficulties. One would imagine that under such cir- 
cumstances the first act of young Cadogan West would be to seize the 
villain and raise the alarm. Why did he not do so? Could it have been an 
official superior who took the papers? That would explain West’s conduct. 
Or could the chief have given West the slip in the fog, and West started at 
once to London to head him off from his own rooms, presuming that he 
knew where the rooms were? The call must have been very pressing, since 
he left his girl standing in the fog, and made no effort to communicate with 
her. Our scent runs cold here, and there is a vast gap between either 
hypothesis and the laying of West’s body, with seven papers in his pocket, 
on the roof of a, Metropolitan train. My instinct now is to work from the 
other end. If Mycroft has given us the list of addresses we may be able to 
pick our man and follov/ two tracks instead of one.” 

Surely enough, a note awaited us at Baker Street. A government mes- 
senger had brought it post-haste. Holmes glanced at it and threw it over 
tome. 

There are numerous small fry, but few who would handle so big an affair. The 
only men worth considering are Adolph Meyer, of 13 Great George Street, West- 
minster; Louis La Rothiere, of Campden Mansions, Netting Hill; and Hugo 
Oberstein, 13 Caulfield Gardens, Kensington. The latter was known to be in 
town on Monday and is now reported as having left. Glad to hear you have seen 
some light. The Cabinet awaits your final report with the utmost anxiety. Urgent 
representations have arrived from the very highest quarter. The whole force of 
the State is at your back if you should need it. 

. , ■ ' Mycroft 

‘Tm afraid,” said Holmes, smiling, “that all the queen’s horses and all the 
queen’s men cannot avail in this matter.” He had spread out his big map 
of London and leaned eagerly dyer it. “Well, well,” said he presently with 
an exclamation of satisfaction,' “things are turning a little in our direction at 
Tast, Why, Watson, I. do, Honestly believe that we are going to pull it off, 
after all.” He slapped me on the shoulder with a sudden burst of hilarity. 
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‘1 am going out now. It is only a reconnaissanc I will do nothing serious 
without my trusted comrade and biographer at my elbow. Do you stay here, 
and the odds are that you will see me again in an hour or two. If time hangs 
heavy get foolscap and a pen^ and begin your narrative of how we saved the 
State.”. 

I felt some reflection of his elation in my own mind, for I knew well that 
he would not depart so far from his usual austerity of demeanour unless 
there was good cause for exultation. All the long November evening I 
waited, filled with impatience for his return. At last, shortly after nine 
o’clock, there arrived a messenger with a note: 

Am dining at Goldini’s Restaurant, Gloucester Road, Kensington. Please come 
at once and join me there. Bring with you a jemmy, a dark lantern, a chisel, and 
a ^revolver. ■ . . 

".s.H.," 

It was a nice equipment for a respectable citizen to carry through the 
dim, fog-draped streets. I stowed them all discreetly away in my overcoat 
and drove straight to the address given. There sat my friend at a little 
round table near the door of the garish Italian restaurant. 

“Have you had something to eat.? Then join me in a coffee and curagao. 
Try one of the proprietor’s cigars. They are less poisonous than one would 
expect. Have you the tools.?” 

“They are here, in my overcGat.” 

^‘Excellent. Let me give you a short sketch of what I have done, with 
some indication of what we are about to do. Now it must be evident to 
you, Watson, that this young man’s body was placed on the roof of the 
train. That was clear from the instant that I determined the fact that it was 
from the roof, and not from a carriage, that he had fallen.” 

“Could it not have been dropped from a bridge.?” 

“I should say it was impossible. If you examine the roofs you will find 
that they are slightly rounded, and there is no railing round them. There- 
fore, we can say for certain that young Cadogan West was placed on it.” 

“How could he be placed there.?” 

“That was the question which we had to answer. There is only one pos- 
sible way. You are aware that the Underground runs clear of tunnels at 
some points in the West End. I had a vague memory that as I have travelled 
by it I have occasionally seen windows just above my head. Now, suppose 
that a train halted under such a window, would there be any difficulty in 
laying a body upon the roof?” 

“It seems most improbable.” 

“We must fall back upon the old axiom, that when all other contingencies 
fail, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth. Here all 
other contingencies have failed. When I found that the. leading international 
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agent, who had just left London, lived in a row of houses which abutted 
upon the Underground. I was so pleased that you were a little astonished 
at my sudden frivolity.’’ 

'‘Oh, that w^as it, was itr” 

"Yes, that was it. Mr. Hugo Oberstein, of 13 Caulfield Gardens, had be- 
come my objective. I began my operations at Gloucester Road Station, 
where a very helpful official walked with me along the track and allowed me 
to satisfy myself not only that the back-stair vvindows of Caulfield Gardens 
open on the line but the even more essential fact that, owing to the inter- 
section of one of the larger railways, the Underground trains are frequently 
held motionless for some minutes at that very spot.” 

"Splendid, Holmes! You have got it!” 

"So far — so far, Watson. We advance, but the goal is afar. Well, having 
seen the back of Caulfield Gardens, I visited the front and satisfied myself 
that the bird was indeed flown. It is a considerable house, unfurnished, so 
far as I could judge, in the upper rooms. Oberstein lived there with a single 
valet, who 'was probably a confederate entirely in his confidence. We must 
bear in mind that Oberstein has gone to the Continent to dispose of his 
booty, but not with any idea of flight; for he had no reason to fear a warrant, 
and the idea of an amateur domiciliary visit would certainly never occur to 
him. Yet that is precisely what we are about to make.” 

"Could we not get a warrant and legalize it.?” 

"Hardly on the evidence.” 

"What can we hope to do.?” 

"We cannot tell what correspondence may be there.” 

"I don’t like it, Holmes.” 

"My dear fellow, you shall keep watch in the street. FIl do the criminal 
part. It’s not a time to stick at trifles. Think of Mycroft’s note, of the 


Admiralty, the Cabinet, the exalted person who waits for news. We are 
bound to go.” 

My answer was to rise from the table. 

"You are right, Flolmes. We are bound to go.” 

He sprang up and shook me by the hand. 

"I knew you would not shrink at the last,” said he, and for a moment I 
saw something in his eyes which was nearer to tenderness than I had ever 
seen. The next instant he was his masterful, practical self once more. 

"It is nearly half a mile, but there is no hurry. Let us walk,” said he. 
"Don’t drop the instruments, I beg. Your arrest as a suspicious character 
would be a most unfortunate complication.” 

Caulfield Gardens was one of those lines of flat-faced, pillared and 
porticoed houses which are so prominent a product of the middle Victorian 
epoch in the West End of London. Next door there appeared to be a chil- 
dren’s party, for the merry buzz of young voices and the clatter of a piano 
resounded through the night. The fog still bung about and screened us with 
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its friendly shade. Holm^^ had lit his lantern and flashed it npon^ A^ 
massive door. ^ 

‘'This is a serious proposition,” said he. “It is certainly bolted as well as 
locked. We would do better in the area. There is an excellent archway 
down yonder in case a too zealous policeman should intrude. Give me a 
hand, Watson, and I’ll do the same for you.” 

A minute later we were both in the area. Hardly had we reached the 
dark shadows before the step of the policeman was heard in the fog above. 
As its soft rhythm died away^ Holmes set to work upon the lower door. I 
saw him stoop and strain until with a sharp crash it flew open. We sprang 
through into the dark passage, closing the area door behind us. Holmes led 
the way up the curving, uncarpeted stair. His little fan of yellow light shone 
upon a low window. 

“Here we are, Watson-— this must be the one.” He threw it open, and as 
he did so there was a low, harsh murmur, growing steadily into a loud 
roar as a train dashed past us in the darkness. Holmes swept his light along 
the window-sill. It was thickly coated with soot from the passing engines, 
but the black surface was blurred and rubbed in places. 

“You can see where they rested the body. Halloa, Watson! what is this.f^ 
There can be no doubt that it is a blood mark.” He was pointing to faint 
discolourations along the woodwork of the window. “Here it is on the 
stone of the stair also. The demonstration is complete. Let us stay here 
until a train stops.” . 

We bad not long to wait. The very next train roared from the tunnel as 
before, but slowed in the open, and then, with a creaking of brakes, pulled 
up immediately beneath us. It was not four feet from the window-ledge to 
the roof of the carriages. Holmes softly closed the window. 

“So far we are justified,” said he. “What do you think of it, Watson ? 

“A masterpiece. You have never risen to a greater height.” 

“I cannot agree with you there. From the moment that I conceived the 
idea of the body being upon the roof, which surely was not a very abstruse 
one, all the rest was inevitable. If it were not for the grave interests involved 
the affair up to this point would be insignificant. Our difficulties are still 
before us. But perhaps we may find something here which may help us.” 

We had ascended the kitchen stair and entered the suite of rooms upon 
the first floor. One was a dining-room, severely furnished and containing 
nothing of interest. A second was a bedroom, which also drew blank. The 
remaining room appeared more promising, and my companion settled 
down to a systematic examination. It was littered with books and papers, 
and was evidently used as a study. Swiftly and methodically Holmes turned 
over the contents of drawer after drawer and cupboard after cupboard, but 
no gleam of success came to brighten his austere face. At the end of an 
hour he was no further than when he started. ^ 

“The cunning dog has covered his tracks,” said he. “He has left nothing 
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to incriminate him. His dangerous correspondence has been destroyed or 
removed. This is our last chance.” 

It was a small tin cash-box which stood upon the writing-desk. Holmes 
pried it open with his chisel Several rolls of paper were within, covered 
with ngiires and calculations, without any note to show to what they 
referred. The recurring words, ‘‘water pressure” and “pressure to the square 
inch” suggested some possible relation to. a submarine. Holmes tossed them 
ail impatiently aside. There only remained an envelope with some small 
newspaper slips inside it. He shook them out on the table, and at once I 
saw by his eager face that his hopes had been raised. 

“Whads this, Watson.? Eh.? What’s this.? Record of a series of messages 
in the advertisements of a Daily Telegraph agony column by the 

print and paper. Right-hand top corner of a page. No dates — ^but messages 
arrange themselves. This must be the first: 

“Hoped to hear sooner. Terms agreed to. Write fully to address given on card. 

“Pierrot 

“Next comes : 

“Too complex for description. Must have full report. Stuff awaits you when 
goods delivered. 

“Pierrot 

“Then comes: 

“Matter presses. Must withdraw offer unless contract completed. Make ap- 
pointment by letter. Will confirm by advertisement. 

“Pierrot 

“Finally: 

“Monday night after nine. Two taps. Only ourselves. Do not be so suspicious, 
payment in hard cash when goods delivered, 

“Pierrot 

“A fairly complete record, Watson! If we could only get at the man at 
the other end!” He sat lost in thought, tapping his fingers on the table. 
Finally he sprang to his feet. 

“Well, perhaps it won’t be so dijBficult, after all There is nothing more to 
be done here, Watson. I think we might drive round to the offices of the 
Daily Telegraph, and so bring a good day’s work to a conclusion.” 

Mycroft Holmes and Lestrade had come round by appointment after 
breakfast next day and Sherlock Holmes had recounted to them our pro- 
ceedings of the day before. The professional shook his head over our con- 
fessed burglary, , , h, 

r“We can’t do these things in the force, Mr. Holmes,” said he. “No wonder 
you get results that are beyond. Us. But some of these days you’ll go too far, 
and you’ll find yourself and your, friend in trouble,’’ , . 
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“For England^ ho Jiie and beau ty---eh, Watson? Martyrs on the altar of 
our country. But what do you think of it, Mycroft?” 

“Excellent, Sherlock! Admirable! But what use will you make of it?” 

^ H up tht Daily Telegraph which lay upon the table. 

“Have you seen Pierrot’s advertisement to-day?” 

; “What? Another one?” . 

“Yes, here it is: ' 


“To-night. Same hour. Same place. Two taps. Most vitally important. Your 
own safety, at stake*. 


“Pierrot.” 


“By George!” cried Lestrade. “If he answers that we’ve got him!” 

“That w^as my idea when I put it in. I think if you could both make it 
convenient to come with us about eight o’clock to Caulfield Gardens we 
might possibly get a little nearer to a solution.” 


One of the most remarkable characteristics of Sherlock Holmes was his 
power of throwing his brain out of action and switching all his thoughts on 
to lighter things whenever he had convinced himself that he could no 
longer work to advantage. I remember that during the whole of that 
memorable day he lost himself in a monograph which he had undertaken 
upon the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus. For my own part I had none of this 
power of detachment, and the day, in consequence, appeared to be inter- 
minable. The great national importance of the issue, the suspense in high 
quarters, the direct nature of the experiment which we were trying — all 
combined to work upon my nerve. It was a relief to me when at last, after 
a light dinner, we set out upon our expedition. Lestrade and Mycroft met 
us by appointment at the outside of Gloucester Road Station. The area 
door of Oberstein’s house had been left open the night before, and it was 
necessary for me, as Mycroft Holmes absolutely and indignantly declined 
to climb the railings, to pass in and open the hall door. By nine o’clock we 
were all seated in the study, waiting patiently for our man. 

An hour passed and yet another. When eleven struck, the measured beat 
of the great church clock seemed to sound the dirge of our hopes. Lestrade 
and Mycroft w^-ere fidgeting in their seats and looking twice a minute at 
their watches. Holmes sat silent and composed, his eyelids half shut, but 
every sense on the alert. He raised his head with a sudden jerk. 

“He is coming,” said he. = :■ 

There had been a furtive step past the door. Now it returned. We heard 
a shufiling sound outside, and then two sharp taps with the knocker. 
Holmes rose, motioning to us to remain seated. The gas in the hall was a 
mere point of light. He opened the outer door, and then as a dark figure 
slipped past him he closed and fastened it, -“This wayLLwe heard him say, 
and a moment later our man stood before us. Holmes had followed him 
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'clo'sely,. a,n;d aS; the man’ turned with a cry; of surprise and alarm he caught 
him by the collar and threw him back into the room. Before our prisoner 
had recovered his balance the door was shut and Holmes standing with his 
hack against it. The man glared round him, staggered, and fell senseless 
upon the floor. With the shock, his broad-brimmed hat flew from his head, 
his cravat slipped down from his lips, and there were the long light beard 
and the soft, handsome delicate features of Colonel Valentine Walter. 

Holmes gave a whistle of surprise. 

'‘You can write me down ah ass this time, Watson,” said he. “This was not 
the bird that I was looking for.” 

“Who is he?” asked Mycroft eagerly. 

“The younger brother of the late Sir James Walter, the head of the Sub- 
marine Department. Yes, yes; I see the fall of the cards. He is coming to. I 
think that you had best leave his examination to me.” 

We had carried the prostrate body to the sofa. Now our prisoner sat up, 
looked round him with a horror-stricken face, and passed his hand over his 
forehead, like one who cannot believe his own senses, 

“What is this ?” he asked. “I came here to visit Mr, Oberstein.” 

“Everything is known, Colonel Walter,” said Holmes. “How an English 
gentleman could behave in such a manner is beyond my comprehension. 
But your whole correspondence and relations with Oberstein are within our 
knowledge. So also are the circumstances connected with the death of 
young Cadogan West. Let me advise you to gain at least the small credit 
for repentance and confession, since there are still some details which we 
can only learn from your lips.” 

The man groaned and sank his face in his hands. We waited, but he was 
silent. 

“I can assure you,” said Holmes, “that every essential is already known. 
We know that you were pressed for money; that you took an impress of 
the keys which your brother held; and that you entered into a correspond- 
ence with Oberstein, who answered your letters through the advertisement 
columns of the Daily Telegraph, We are aware that you went down to the 
oiEce in the fog on Monday night, but that you were seen and followed by 
young Cadogan West, who had probably some previous reason to suspect 
you. He saw your theft, but could not give the alarm, as it was just possible 
that you were taking the papers to your brother in London. Leaving all his 
private concerns like the good citizen that he was, he followed you closely 
in the fog and kept at your heels until you reached this very house. There 
he intervened, and then it was, Colonel Walter, that to treason you added 
the more terrible crime of murder,” ; 

“I did not! I did not! Before God I swear that I did not!” cried our 
wretched prisoner. ■ . , 

“Tell us, then, how Cadogan West met his end before you laid him upon 
the roof of a railway carriage.” - ' ^ 
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“I will. I swear to you that I will I did the rest. I confess it. It was just as 
you say. A Stock Exchange debt had to be paid. I needed the money badly. 
Oberstein offered me five thousand. It w^as to save myself from ruin. But as 
to murder, I am as innocent as you,’" 

“What happened, then?” 

“He had his suspicions before, and he followed me as you describe. I 
never knew it until I was at the very door. It was thick fog, and one could 
not see three yards. I had given two taps and Oberstein had come to the 
door. The young man rushed up and demanded to know what we were 
about to do with the papers. Oberstein had a short life-preserver. He always 
carried it with him. As West forced his way after us into the house Ober- 
stein struck him on the head. The blow was a fatal one. He was dead 
within five minutes. There he lay in the hall, and we were at our wit’s end 
what to do. Then Oberstein had this idea about the trains which halted 
under his back window. But first he examined the papers which I had 
brought. He said that three of them were essential, and that he must keep 
them. ‘You cannot keep them,’ said I. ‘There will be a dreadful row at 
Woolwich if they are not returned.’ ‘I must keep them,’ said he, ‘for they 
are so technical that it is impossible in the time to make copies.’ ‘Then they 
must all go back together to-night,’ said I. He thought for a little, and then 
he cried out that he had it. ‘Three I will keep,’ said he. ‘The others we will 
stuff into the pocket of this young man. When he is found the whole busi- 
ness will assuredly be put to his account. I could see no other way out of 
it, so we did as he suggested. We waited half an hour at the window^ before 
a train stopped. It was so thick that nothing could be seen, and we had no 
difScully in lowering West’s body on to the train. That was the end of the 
matter so far as I was concerned.” 

“And your brother?” 

“He said nothing, but he had caught me once with his keys, and I think 
that he suspected. I read in his eyes that he suspected. As you know, he 
never held up his head again.” 

There was silence in the room. It was broken by Mycroft Holmes. 

“Can you not make reparation? It would ease your conscience, and pos- 
sibly your punishment.” 

“What reparation can I make?” 

“Where is Oberstein with the papers?” 

“I do not know.” 

“Did he give you no address?” 

“He said that letters to the H6tel du Louvre, Paris, would eventually 
macELim,”' 

“Then reparation is still within your power,” said Sherlock Holmes. 

“I will do anything I can. I owe this fellow no particular good-will. He 
has been my ruin and my downfall.” , , , . . . ; , . : 
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“Here are paper and pen. Sit at this desk and write to my dictation. Direct 
the envelope to the address given. That is right. Now the letter: 

“Dear Sir: ' . ’ ' . 

“With regard to our transaction, you will no doubt have observed by now that 
one essential detail is missing. I have a tracing which will make it complete. 
This has involved me in extra trouble, however, and I must ask you for a further 
advance of five hundred pounds. I will not trust it to the post, nor will I take 
anything but gold or notes. I would come to you abroad, but it would excite 
remark if I left the country at present. Therefore I shall expect to meet you in 
the smoking-room of the Charing Cross Hotel at noon on Saturday. Remember 
that only English notes, or gold, will be taken. 

That will do very well I shall be very much surprised if it does not fetch 


our man. ■ 

And it did! It is a matter of history — that secret history of a nation which 
is often so much more intimate and interesting than its public chronicles- — 


that Oberstein, eager to complete the coup of his lifetime, came to the lure 
and was safely engulfed for fifteen years in a British prison. In his trunk 
were found the invaluable Bruce-Partington plans, which he had put up for 
auction in all the naval centres of Europe. 

Colonel Walter died in prison towards the end of the second year of his 
sentence. As to Holmes, he returned refreshed to his monograph upon the 
Polyphonic Motets of Lassus, which has since been printed for private 
circulation, and is said by experts to be the last word upon the subject. 
Some weeks afterwards I learned incidentally that my friend spent a day 
at Windsor, whence he returned with a remarkably fine emerald tie-pin. 
When I asked him if he had bought it, he answered that it was a present 
from a certain gracious lady in whose interests he had once been fortunate 
enough to carry out a small commission. He said no more; but I fancy that 


I could guess at that lady’s august name, and I have little doubt that the 
emerald pin will forever recall to my friend’s memory the adventure of the 
Bruce-Partington plans. 


TYPHOON 




Joseph Conrad 

(1857-1924) 


, , Captain -MAcwHiRK, o£ the steamer Nan-Shan, had a physiognomy that, in 
, the order o£ material appearances, was the exact counterpart of his mind: 


Ik'.’ ' : 





it presented no ma of firmness or stupidity; it liad no 

pronounced charaGteristics whatever; it was simply ordinary^ irresponsive^ 
and unruffled." ■ 

The only thm^ might have been said to suggest, at times, was 

bashfulness; because he would sit, in business offices ashore, sunburnt and 
smiling faintly, with downcast eyes. When he raised them, they were per- 
ceived to be direct in their glance and of blue colour. His hair was fair and 
extremely fine, clasping from temple to temple the bald dome of his skull 
in a clamp as of fluffy silk. The hair of his face, on the contrary, carroty 
and flaming, resembled a growth of copper wire clipped short to the line of 
the lip ; while, no matter how close he shaved, fiery metallic gleams passed, 
when he moved his head, over the surface of his cheeks. He was rather 
below the medium height, a bit round-shouldered, and so sturdy of limb 
that his clothes always looked a shade too tight for his arms and legs. As if 
unable to grasp what is due to the difference of latitudes, he wore a brown 
bowler hat, a complete suit of a brownish hue, and clumsy black boots. 
These harbour togs gave to his thick figure an air of stiff and uncouth 
smartness. A thin silver watch-chain looped his waistcoat, and he never 
left his ship for the shore without clutching in his powerful, hairy fist an 
elegant umbrella of the very best quality, but generally unrolled. Young 
Jukes, the chief mate, attending his commander to the gangway, w^ould 
sometimes venture to say, with the greatest gentleness, “Allow me, sir” — 
and possessing himself of the umbrella deferentially, would elevate the 
ferule, shake the folds, twirl a neat furl in a jiffy, and hand it back; going 
through the performance with a face of such portentous gravity, that Mr. 
Solomon Rout, the chief engineer, smoking his morning cigar over the sky- 
light, would turn away his head in order to hide a smile. “Oh! aye! The 
blessed gamp. . . . Thank ’ee, Jukes, thank ’ee,” would mutter Captain 
MacWhirr, heartily, without looking up. 

Having just enough imagination to carry him through each successive 
day, and no more, he was tranquilly sure of himself; and from the very 
same cause he was not in the least conceited. It is your imaginative superior 
who is touchy, overbearing, and difficult to please; but every ship Captain 
MacWhirr commanded was the floating abode of harmony and peace. It 
was, in truth, as impossible for him to take a flight of fancy as it would be 
for a watchmaker to put together a chronometer with nothing except a two- 
pound hammer and a whip-saw in the way of tools. Yet the uninteresting 
lives of men so entirely given to the actuality of the bare existence have 
their mysterious side. It was impossible in Captain Mac Whirr’s case, for 
instance, to understand what under heaven could have induced that 
perfectly satisfactory son of a petty grocer in Belfast to run away to sea. 
And yet he had done that very thing at the age of fifteen. It was enough, 
when you thought it over, to give you the idea of an immense, potent, and 
invisible hand thrust into the ant-heap of the earth, laying hold of shoulders. 
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kaocking heads together, and setting the uncorisdous faces of the multi- 
tude towards inGonceivable goals and in midreamt-of directions. 

His father never really forgave him for this undutiful stupidity. ‘We 
could have got on without him,’’ he used to say later on, “but there’s the 
business. And he an only son, too!” His mother wept very much after his 
disappearance. As it had never occurred to him to leave word behind, he 
was mourned over for dead till, after eight months, his first letter arrived 
from Talcahuano. It was short, and contained the statement: “We had very 
fine weather on our passage out.” But evidently, in the writer’s mind, the 
only important intelligence was to the effect that his captain had, on the 
very day of writing, entered him regularly on the ship’s articles as Ordinary 
Seaman. “Because I can do the work,” he explained. The mother again 
wept copiously, while the remark, “Tom’s an ass,” expressed the emotions 
of the father. He was a corpulent man, with a gift for sly chaffing, which to 
the end of his life he exercised in his intercourse with his son, a little pity- 
ingly, as if upon a half-witted person. 

Mac Whirr’s visits to his home were necessarily rare, and in the course of 
years he despatched other letters to his parents, informing them of his suc- 
cessive promotions and of his movements upon the vast earth. In these mis- 
sives could be found sentences like this: “The heat here is very great.” Or: 
“On Christmas day at 4 p.m. we fell in with some icebergs.” The old people 
ultimately became acquainted with a good many names of ships, and with 
the names of the skippers who commanded them — with the names of Scots 
and English shipowners — with the names of seas, oceans, straits, promon- 
tories — with outlandish names of lumber-ports, of rice-ports, of cotton- 
ports — with the names of islands — with the name of their son’s young 
woman. She was called Lucy, It did not suggest itself to him to mention 
whether he thought the name pretty. And then they died. 

The great day of MacWhirr’s marriage came in due course, following 
shortly upon the great day when he got his first command. 

All these events had taken place many years before the morning when, in 
the chart-room of the steamer Nan-Shan, he stood confronted by the fall of 
a barometer he had no reason to distrust. The fall— taking into account the 
excellence of the instrument, the time of the year, and the ship’s position on 
the terrestrial globe— was of a nature ominously prophetic; but the red face 
of the man betrayed no sort of inward disturbance. Omens were as nothing 
to him, and he was unable to discover the message of a prophecy till the 
fulfilment had brought it home to his very door, “That’s a fall, and no 
mistake,” he thought. “There must be some uncommonly dirty weather 
knocking about.” 

The Nan-Shan was on her way from the southward to the treaty port of 
Fu-chau, with some cargo in her lower holds, and two hundred Chinese 
coolies returning to their village homes in the province of Fo-kien, after a 
few years of workdn various tropical .colonies. The morning was fine, the 
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oily sea heaved without a sparkle^ and there was a queer white misty patch 
in the sky like a halo o£ the sun. The fore-deck, packed with Chinamen, 
was full of sombre clothing, yellow faces, and pigtails, sprinkled over with 
a good many naked shoulders, for there was no wind, and the heat was 
close. The coolies lounged, talked, smoked, or stared over the rail; some, 
drawing water over the side, sluiced each other; a few slept on hatches, 
while several small parties of six sat on their heels surrounding iron trays 
with plates of rice and tiny teacups; and every single Celestial of tliem was 
carrying with him all he had in the world — a wooden chest with a ringing 
lock and brass on the corners, containing the savings of his labours : some 
clothes of ceremony, sticks of incense, a little opium maybe, bits of name- 
less rubbish of conventional value, and a small hoard of silver dollars, toiled 
for in coal lighters, won in gambling-houses or in petty trading, grubbed 
out of earth, sweated out in mines, on railway lines, in deadly jungle, under 
heavy burdens—amassed patiently, guarded with care, cherished fiercely. 

A cross swell had set in from the direction of Formosa Channel about ten 
o’clock, without disturbing these passengers much, because the Nan-S/ian, 
with her flat bottom rolling chocks on bilges, and great breadth of beam, 
had the reputation of an exceptionally steady ship in a sea-way. Mr. Jukes, 
in moments of expansion on shore, would proclaim loudly that the “old 
girl was as good as she was pretty .’Mt would nevtr have occurred to Cap- 
tain MacWhirr to express His favourable opinion so loud or in terms so 
fanciful. 

She was a good ship, undoubtedly, and not old either. She had been 
built in Dumbarton less than three years before, to the order of a firm of 
merchants in Siam — ^Messrs. Sigg and Son. When she lay afloat, finished in 
every detail and ready to take up the work of her life, the builders con- 
templated her with pride. 

“Sigg has asked us for a reliable skipper to take her out,” remarked one 
of the partners; and the other, after reflecting for a while, said: “I think 
Mac Whirr is ashore just at present.” “Is he? Then wire him at once. He’s 
the very man,” declared the senior, without a moment’s hesitation. 

Next morning MacWhiiT stood before them unperturbed, having 
travelled from London by the midnight express after a sudden but un- 
demonstrative parting with his wife. She was the daughter of a superior 
couple who had seen better days. 

“We had better be going together over the ship. Captain,” said the senior 
partner; and the three men started to view the perfections of the NanShan 
from stem to stern, and from her keelson to the trucks of her two stumpy 
pole-masts. ■ 

Captain Mac Whirr had begun by taking off his coat, which he hung on 
the end of a steam windlass embodying all the latest improvements. 

“My uncle wrote of you fayourably by yesterday’s mail to our good 
friends— Messrs. Sigg, you know— and doubtless: they’ll contihue you out 
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there in command/' said the junior partner, ^‘You’ll be able to boast o£ being 
in charge o£ the handiest boat of her size on the coast of Chiiiaj Captain/’ 
he added, " 

'■Have you? Thank ’ee/’ mumbled vaguely Mac Whirr, to whom the view 
of a distant eventuality could appeal no more than the beauty of a wide 
landscape to a purblind tourist; and his eyes happening at the moment to 
be at rest upon the lock of the cabin door, he walked up to it, full of pur- 
pose, and began to rattle the handle vigorously, while he observed, in his 
low, earnest voice, '‘You can’t trust the workmen nowadays, A brand-new 
lock, and it won’t act at all. Stuck fast. See? See?” 

As soon as they found themselves alone in their office across the yard: 
"You praised that fellow up to Sigg. What is it you see in him?” asked the 
nephew, with faint contempt. 

"I admit he has nothing of your fancy skipper about him, if that’s what 
you mean,” said the elder man, curtly. “Is the foreman of the joiners on the 
Nan-Shan outside ? . . . Come in, Bates. How is it that you let Tait’s people 
put us off with a defective lock on the cabin door? The Captain could see 
directly he set eye on it. Have it replaced at once. The little straws, Bates 
... the little stmws. , . .” 

The lock was replaced accordingly, and a few days afterwards the Nan- 
Shan steamed out to the East, without Mac Whirr having offered any further 
remark as to her fittings, or having been heard to utter a single word hint- 
ing at pride in his ship, gratitude for his appointment, or satisfaction at his 
prospects. 

With a temperament neither loquacious nor taciturn he found very little 
occasion to talk. There were matters of duty, of course — directions, orders, 
and so on; but the past being to his mind done with, and the future not 
there yet, the more general actualities of the day required no comment — 
because facts can speak for themselves with overwhelming precision. 

Old Mr. Sigg liked a man of few words, and one that “you could be sure 
would not try to improve upon his instructions.” MacWhirr satisfying these 
requirements, was continued in command of the Nan-Shan, and applied 
himself to the careful navigation of his ship in the China seas. She had come 
out on a British register, but after some time Messrs. Sigg judged it ex- 
pedient to transfer her to the Siamese flag. 

At the news of the contemplated transfer Jukes grew restless, as if under 
a sense of personal affront. He went about grumbling to himself, and utter- 
ing short scornful laughs. “Fancy having a ridiculous Noah’s Ark elephant 
in the ensign of one’s ship,” he said once at the engine-room door. “Dash 
me if I can stand it: I’ll throw, up the billet. Don’t it make you sick, Mr. 
Rout?” The chief engineer only cleared his throat with the air of a man 
who knows the value of a good billet 

The first morning the new flag floated over the stern of the Nan-Shan 
Jukes stood looking at it bitterly , ftom the bridge. He struggled with his 
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feelings for a while, and then remarked, “Queer flag for a man to sail under, 
sir.”' ' 

“What’s the matter with the flag?” inquired Captain MacWhirr. “Seems 
all right to me.” , And he walked across to the end of the bridge to have a 
.good look. ' , ^ . , , 

“Well, it looks queer to me,” burst out Jukes, greatly exasperated, and 
flung off the bridge. 

Captain MacWhirr was amazed at these manners. After a while he 
stepped quietly into the chart-room, and opened his International Signal 
Code-book at the plate where the flags of all the nations are correctly 
figured in gaudy rows. He ran his finger over them, and when he came to 
Siam he contemplated with great attention the red field and the white 
elephant. Nothing could be more simple; but to make sure he brought the 
book out on the bridge for the purpose of comparing the coloured drawing 
with the real thing at the flag-staff astern. When next Jukes, who was carry- 
ing on the duty that day with a sort of suppressed fierceness, happened on 
the bridge, his commander observed: 

“There’s nothing amiss with that flag.” 

“Isn’t there?” mumbled Jukes, falling on his knees before a deck-locker 
and jerking therefrom viciously a spare lead-line. 

“No. I looked up the book. Length twice the breadth and the elephant 
exactly in the middle. I thought the people ashore would know how to 
make the local flag. Stands to reason. You were wrong, Jukes. . . 

“Well, sir,” began Jukes, getting up excitedly, “all I can say ” He 

fumbled for the end of the coil of line with trembling hands. 

“That’s all right.” Captain MacWhirr soothed him, sitting heavily on a 
little canvas folding-stool he greatly affected. “All you have to do is to take 
care they don’t hoist the elephant upside-down before they get quite used 
to it.” 

Jukes flung the new lead-line over on the fore-deck with a loud “Here 
you are, bo’ss’en— don’t forget to wet it thoroughly,” and turned with im- 
mense resolution towards his commander; but Captain MacWhirr spread 
his elbows on the bridge-rail comfortably. 

“Because it would be, I suppose, understood as a signal of distress,” he 
went on. “What do you think? That elephant there, I take it, stands for 
something in the nature of the Union Jack in the flag, ...” 

“Does it!” yelled Jukes, so that every head on the Nan-Shans decks 
looked towards the bridge. Then he sighed, and with sudden resignation: 
“It would certainly be a dam’ distressful sight,” he said, meekly. 

Later in the day he accosted the chief engineer with a confidential, “Here, 
let me tell you the old man’s latest,” , , 

Mr, Solomon Rout (frequently alluded to as Long Sol, Old Sol, or Father 
Rout), from finding himself almost invariably the /tallest man on board 
every ship he joined, had acquired the habit of a stooping, leisurely conde- 
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: scension. His hair was scant and sandy, his flat cheeks were pale, his bony 

' wrists and long scholarly hands were pale, too, as though he had lived all 

Ms life in the shade. 

He smiled from on high at Jukes, and went on smoking and glancing 
about quietly, in the manner of a kind uncle lending an ear to the tale of 
an excited schoolboy. Then, greatly amused but impassive, he asked : 
j '‘And did you throw up the billet,?” 

"No,” cried Jukes, raising a weary, discouraged voice above the harsh 
buzz of the Nan-Shans friction winches. All of them were hard at work, 
snatching slings of cargo, high up, to the end of long derricks, only, as it 
seemed, to let them rip down recklessly by the run. The cargo chains 
groaned in the gins, clinked on coamings, rattled over the side; and the 
whole ship quivered, with her long gray flanks smoking in wreaths of 
steam, "No,” cried Jukes, "I didn’t. What’s the good.? I might just as well 
fling my resignation at this bulkhead, I don’t believe you can make a man 
like that understand anything. He simply knocks me over.” 

At that moment Captain MacWhirr, back from the shore, crossed the 
deck, umbrella in hand, escorted by a mournful, self-possessed Chinaman, 
walking behind in paper-soled silk shoes, and who also carried an umbrella. 

, f The master of the Nan-Shan, speaking just audibly and gazing at his boots 

if: as his manner was, remarked that it would be necessary to call at Fu-chau 

; this trip, and desired Mr. Rout to have steam up to-morrow afternoon at 

one o’clock sharp. He pushed back his hat to wipe his forehead, observing 
at the same time that he hated going ashore anyhow; while overtopping 
him Mr. Rout, without deigning a word, smoked austerely, nursing his right 
elbow in the palm of his left hand. Then Jukes was directed in the same 
subdued voice to keep the forward ’tween-deck clear of cargo. Two hundred 
coolies were going to be put down there. The Bun Hin Company were 
sending that lot home. Twenty-five bags of rice would be coming off in a 
sampan directly, for stores. All seven-years’-men they were, said Captain 
MacWhirr, with a camphor- wood chest to every man. The carpenter should 
be set to work nailing three-inch battens along the deck below, fore and 
aft, to keep these boxes from shifting in a sea-way. Jukes had better look 
to it at once. "D’ye hear. Jukes.?” This Chinaman here was coming with 
the ship as far as Fu-chau— -a sort of interpreter he would be. Bun Hin’s 
clerk he was, and wanted to have a look at the space. Jukes had better take 
him forward. "D’ye hear. Jukes.?” 

Jukes took care to punctuate these instructions in proper places with the 
obligatory "Yes, sir,” ejaculated without enthusiasm. His brusque "Come 
along John; make look see” set the Chinaman in motion at his heels. 

"Wanchee look see, all same look see can do,” said Jukes, who having no 
talent for foreign languages mangled the very pidgin-English cruelly. He 
pointed at the open hatch. "Catchee number one piecie place to sleep in. 
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He was gruff^ as became his racial superiority, but not unfriendly. The 
Chinaman, gazing sad and speechless into the darkness of the hatchway, 
seemed to stand at the head of a yawning grave. 

*'No catchee rain down there— savee?” pointed out Jukes. ‘‘Suppose alFee 
same fine weather, one piecie coolieman come topside/’ he pursued, warm- 
ing up imaginatively. “Make so — Phooooo!” He expanded his chest and 
blew out his cheeks. “Savee, John? Breathe — afresh air. Good. Eh? Washee 
him piecie pants, chow-chow top-side— see, John?” 

With his mouth and hands he made exuberant motions of eating rice 
and washing clothes; and the Chinaman, who cGiicealed his distrust of this 
pantomime under a collected demeanour tinged by a gentle and refined 
melancholy, glanced out of his almond eyes from Jukes to the hatch and 
back again. “Velly good,” he murmured, in a disconsolate undertone, and 
hastened smoothly along the decks, dodging obstacles in his course. He dis- 
appeared, ducking low under a sling of ten dirty gunny-bags full of some 
costly merchandise and exhaling a repulsive smell. 

Captain Mac Whirr meantime had gone on the bridge, and into the chart- 
room, where a letter, commenced two days before, awaited termina- 
tion. These long letters began with the words, “My darling wife,” and 
the steward, between the scrubbing of the floors and the dusting of 
chronometer-boxes, snatched at every opportunity to read them. They 
interested him much more than they possibly could the woman for whose 
eye they were intended; and this for the reason that they related in minute 
detail each successive trip of the ^ ^ ^ ^ 

, Her master, faithful to facts, which alone his consciousness reflected, 
would set them down with painstaking care upon many pages. The house 
in a northern suburb to which these pages were addressed had a bit of 
garden before the bow-windows, a deep porch of good appearance, coloured 
glass with imitation lead frame in the front door. He paid five-and-forty 
pounds a year for it, and did not think the rent too high, because Mrs. 
MacWhirr (a pretentious person with a scraggy neck and a disdainful 
manner) was admittedly ladylike, and in the neighbourhood considered 
as “quite superior.” The only secret of her life w^as her abject terror of the 
time v/hen her husband would come home to stay for good. Under the 
same roof there dwelt also a daughter called Lydia and a son, Tom. These 
two were but slightly acquainted with their father. Mainly, they knew him 
as a rare but privileged visitor, who of an evening smoked his pipe in the 
dining-room and slept in the house. The lanky girl, upon the whole, was 
rather ashamed of him; the boy was frankly and utterly indifferent in a 
straightforward, delightful, unaffected way manly boys have. 

And Captain MacWhirr wrote home from the coast of China twelve 
times every year, desiring quaintly to be “remembered to the children,” 
and subscribing himself “youjf loving husband,” as calmly as if the words so 
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long used by so many mea were, apart from their shape, woraout thii^^^^^ 
and of a faded meaning... 

The China seas north and south are narrow seas. They are seas full of 
every-day, eloquent facts, such as islands, sand-banks, reefs, swift and 
changeable currents—tangled facts that nevertheless speak to a seaman in 
clear and definite language. Their speech appealed to Captain Mac Whirr’s 
sense of realities so forcibly that he had given up his state-room below and 
practically lived all his days on the bridge of his ship, often having his 
meals sent up, and sleeping at night in the chart-room. And he indited there 
his hoane letters. Each of them, without exception, contained the phrase, 
''The weather has been very fine this trip,” or some other form of a state- 
ment to that effect. And this statement, too, in its wonderful persistence, 
was of the same perfect accuracy as all the others they eontained. 

Mr. Rout likewise wrote letters; only no one on board knew how chatty 
he could be pen in hand, because the chief engineer had enough imagina- 
tion to keep his desk locked. His wife relished his style greatly. They were 
a childless couple, and Mrs. Rout, a big high-bosomed, jolly woman of 
forty, shared with Mr. Rout’s toothless and venerable mother a little cottage 
near Teddington. She would run over her correspondence, at breakfast, 
with lively eyes, and scream out interesting passages in a joyous voice at 
the deaf old lady, prefacing each extract by the warning shout, "Solomon 
says!” She had the trick of firing off Solomon’s utterances also upon 
strangers, astonishing them easily by the unfamiliar text and the unex- 
pectedly jocular vein of these quotations. On the day the new curate called 
for the first time at the cottage, she found occasion to remark, "As Solomon 
says: 'the engineers that go down to the sea in ships behold the wonders of 
sailor nature’;” when a change in the visitor’s countenance made her stop 
and stare. 

"Solomon. . . . Oh! . . . Mrs. Rout,” stuttered the young man, very 
red in the face, "I must say ... I don’t. . . 

"He’s my husband,” she announced in a great shout, throwing herself 
back in the chair. Perceiving the' joke, she laughed immoderately with a 
handkerchief to her eyes, while he sat wearing a forced smile, and, from his 
inexperience of jolly women, fully persuaded that she must be deplorably 
insane. They were excellent friends afterwards; for, absolving her from 
irreverent intention, he came to think she was a very worthy person indeed; 
and he learned in time to receive without flinching other scraps of Solo- 
mon’s wisdom. 

"For my part,” Solomon was reported by his wife to have said once, "give 
me the dullest ass for a skipper before a rogue. There is a way to take a 
fool; but a rogue is smart and slippery.” This was an airy generalization 
drawn from the particular case of Captain Mac Whirr’s honesty, which, in 
itself, had the heavy obviousness.of a lump of clay. On the other hand,, Mr. 
Jukes, unable.to generalize, 4inmarried,, and . unengaged,, was in the habit 
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of opening his heart after another fashion to an old chum and former ship- 
mate, actually serving as second officer on board an Atlantic liner. 

First of all he would insist upon the advantages of the Eastern trade, 
hinting at its superiority to the Western ocean service. He extolled the sky, 
the seas, the ships, and the easy life of the Far East. The Nan^Skan^.he 
affirmed, was second to none as a sea-boat. 

‘‘We have no brass-bound uniforms, but then we are like brothers here,” 
he wrote. “We all mess together and live like fighting-cocks. . . , All the 
chaps of the black-squad are as decent as they make that kind, and old Sol, 
the Chief, is a dry stick. We are good friends. As to our old man, you could 
not find a quieter skipper. Sometimes you would think he hadn’t sense 
enough to see anything wrong. And yet it isn’t that. Can’t be. He has been 
in command for a good few years now. He doesn’t do anything actuaily 
foolish, and gets his ship along all right without worrying anybody. I be- 
lieve he hasn’t brains enough to enjoy kicking up a row. I don’t take ad- 
vantage of him. I would scorn in Outside the routine of duty he doesn’t 
seem to understand more than half of what you tell him. We get a laugh 
out of this at times; but it is dull, too, to be with a man like this — in the 
long-run. Old Sol says he hasn’t much conversation. Conversation! O Lord! 
He never talks. The other day I had been yarning under the bridge with one 
of the engineers, and he must have heard us. When I came up to take my 
watch, he steps out of the chart-room and has a good look all round, peeps 
over at the sidelights, glances at the compass, squints upwards at the stars. 
That’s his regular performance. By-and-by he says: ‘Was that you talking 
just now in the port alleyway?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ ‘With the third engineer?’ ‘Yes, 
sir.’ He walks off to starboard, and sits under the dodger on a little camp- 
stool of his, and for half an hour perhaps he makes no sound, except that I 
heard him sneeze once. Then after a while I hear him getting up over there, 
and he strolls across to port, where I was. ‘I can’t understand what you 
can find to talk about,’ says he. ‘Two solid hours. I am not blaming you. I 
see people ashore at it all day long, and then in the evening they sit down 
and keep at it over the drinks. Must be saying the same things over and 
over again. I can’t understand.’ 

“Did you ever hear anything like that? And he was so patient about it. 
It made me quite sorry for him. But he is exasperating, too, sometimes. Of 
course one would not do anything to vex him even if it were worth while. 
But it isn’t. He’s so jolly innocent that if you were to put your thumb to 
your nose and wave your fingers at him he would only wonder gravely to 
himself what got into you. He told me once quite simply that he found it 
very difficult to make out what made people always act so queerly. He’s too 
dense to trouble about, and that’s the truth.” 

Thus wrote Mr. Jukes to his chum in the Western ocean trade, out of the 
fulness of his heart and the liveliness , of his fancy. 

He had expressed his honest opimom It was not worth while trying to im- 
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.press '.a'' man of that sort. If the' .. -world ;.had' been.,,- full, of .such men, .life 
would have probably appeared to Jukes an unentertaining and unprofitable 
business* He wa.s not alone in his opinion. The sea itself, as if -sharing Mr. 
Jukes’ good-natured forbearance, had never put itself out to startle the silent 
man, who seldom looked up, and wandered innocently over the waters 
with the only visible purpose of getting food, raiment, and house-room for 
three people ashore. Dirty weather he had known, of course. He had been 
made we uncomfortable, tired in the usual way, felt at the time and 
presently forgotten. So that upon the whole he had been justified in re- 
porting fine weather at home. But he had never been given a glimpse of 
immeasurable strength and of immoderate wrath, the wrath that passes ex- 
hausted but never appeased—the wrath and fury of the passionate sea. He 
knew it existed, as we know that crime and abomination exist; he had 
heard of it as a peaceable citizen in a town hears of battles, famines, and 
floods, and yet knows nothing of what these things mean — though, indeed, 
he may have been mixed up in a street row, have gone without his dinner 
once, or been soaked to the skin in a shower. Captain MacWhirr had sailed 
over the surface of the oceans as some men go skimming over the years 
of existence to sink gently into a placid grave, ignorant of life to the last^ 
without ever having been made to see all it may contain of perfidy, of 
violence, and of terror. There are on sea and land such men thus fortunate 
— or thus disdained by destiny or by the sea. 

II 

Observing the steady fall of the barometer, Captain MacWhirr thought, 
‘‘There’s some dirty weather knocking about.” This is precisely what he 
thought. He had had an experience of moderately dirty weather — the term 
dirty as applied to the weather implying only moderate discomfort to the 
seaman. Had he been informed by an indisputable authority that the end 
of the world was to be finally accomplished by a catastrophic disturbance 
of the atmosphere, he would have assimilated the information under the 
simple idea of dirty weather, and no other, because he had no experience of 
cataclysms, and belief does not necessarily imply comprehension. The wis- 
dom of his county had pronounced by means of an Act of Parliament that 
before he could be considered as fit to take charge of a ship he should be 
able to answer certain simple questions on the subject of circular storms 
such as hurricanes, cyclones, typhoons; and apparently he had answered 
them, since he was now in command of the Nan-Shan in the China seas 
during the season of typhoons. But if he had answered he remembered 
nothing of it. He was, however, conscious of being made uncomfortable by 
the clammy heat. He came out on the bridge, and found no relief to this 
oppression. The air seemed thick. He gasped like a fish, and began to be- 
lieve himself greatly out of sorts. _ ' ~ 
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sea that had the surface and the shimmer of an undulating piece of gray 
silk. The smij pale and without rays, poured down leaden heat in a 
strangely indecisive light, and the Chinamen were lying prostrate about the 
decks. Their bloodless, pinched, yellow faces were like the faces of bilious 
invalids. Captain MacWhirr noticed two of them especially, stretched out 
on their backs below the bridge. As soon as they had closed their eyes 
they seemed dead. Three others, however, were quarrelling barbarously 
away forward; and one big fellow, half naked, with herculean shoulders, 
was hanging limply over a winch; another, sitting on the deck, his knees up 
and his head drooping sideways in a girlish attitude, was plaiting his pig- 
tail with infinite languor depicted in his whole person and in the very 
movement of his fingers. The smoke struggled with difficulty out of the 
funnel, and instead of streaming away spread itself out like an infernal sort 
of cloud, smelling of sulphur and raining soot all over the decks. 

“What the devil are you doing there, Mr. Jukes asked Captain Mac- 
Whirr. 

' This unusual form of address, though mumbled rather than spoken, 
caused the body of Mr. Jukes to start as though it had been prodded under 
the fifth rib. He had had a low bench brought on the bridge, and sitting 
on it, with a length of rope curled about his feet and a piece of canvas 
stretched over his knees, was pushing a sail-needle vigorously. He looked 
up, and his surprise gave to his eyes an expression of innocence and 
candour. 

“I am only roping some of that new set of bags we made last trip for 
whipping up coals,” he remonstrated, gently* “We shall want them for the 
next coaling, sir.” 

“What became of the others?” 

“Why, worn out of course, sir.” 

Captain MacWhirr, after glaring down irresolutely at his chief mate, 
disclosed the gloomy and cynical conviction that more than half of them 
had been lost overboard, “if only the truth was known,” and retired to the 
other end of the bridge. Jukes, exasperated by this unprovoked attack, 
broke the needle at the second stitch, and dropping his work got up and 
cursed the heat in a violent undertone. 

The propeller thumped, the three Chinamen forward had given up 
squabbling very suddenly, and the one who had been plaiting his tail 
clasped his legs and stared dejectedly over his knees. The lurid sunshine 
cast faint and sickly shadows. The swell ran higher and swifter every 
moment, and the ship lurched heavily in the smooth, deep hollows of the 
sea. 

“I wonder where that beastly swell comes from,” said Jukes aloud, recov- 
ering himself after a stagger. 

“North-east,” grunted the literal MacWhirr, from his side of the bridge. 
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^There’s some "dirty weather' knocking about; Go ' and'dook; at the glass,”. 

When Jukes came out of the chart-room, the cast of his coimtenanee had 
changed to thoughtfulness and concern. He caught hold of the bridge-rail 
and stared.-ahead. 

The temperature in the engine-room had gone up to a hundred and 
seventeen degrees. Irritated voices were ascending through the skylight 
and through the fiddle of the stokehold in a harsh and resonant uproar, 
mingled with angry clangs and scrapes of metal, as if men with limbs of 
iron and throats of bronze had been quarrelling down there. The second 
engineer was falling foul of the stokers for letting the steam go down. He 
was a man with arms like a blacksmith, and generally feared; but that after- 
noon the stokers were answering him back recklessly, and slammed the fur- 
nace doors with the fury of despair. Then the noise ceased suddenly, and 
the second engineer appeared, emerging out of the stokehold streaked with 
grime and soaking wet like a chimney-sweep coming out of a well. As soon 
as his head was clear of the fiddle he began to scold Jukes for not trim- 
ming properly the stokehold ventilators; and in answer Jukes made with 
his hands deprecatory soothing signs meaning: ‘'No wind— can’t be helped 
— ^\mu can see for yourself.” But the other wouldn’t hear reason. His teeth 
flashed angrily in his dirty face. He didn’t mind, he said, the trouble of 
punching their blanked heads down there, blank his soul, but did the con- 
demned sailors think you could keep steam up in the God-forsaken boilers 
simply by knocking the blanked stokers about? No, by George! You had 
to get some draught, too— may he be everlastingiy blanked for a swab- 
headed deck-hand if you didn’t! And the chief, too, rampaging before the 
steam-gauge and carrying on like a lunatic up and down the engine-room 
ever since noon. What did Jukes think he was stuck up there for, if he 
couldn’t get one of his decayed, good-for-nothing deck-cripples to turn the 
ventilators to the wind. 

The relations of the “engine-room” and the “deck” of the Nan-Shan were, 
as is known, of a brotherly nature; therefore Jukes leaned over and 
begged the other in a restrained tone not to make a disgusting ass of him- 
self; the^ skipper was on the other side of the bridge. But the second de- 
clared mutinously that he didn’t care a rap who was on the other side of 
the bridge, and Jukes, passing in a flash from lofty disapproval into a state 
of exaltation, invited him in unflattering terms to come up and twist the 
beastly things to please himself, and catch such wind as a donkey of his 
sort could find. The second rushed up to the fray. He flung himself at the 
port ventilator as though he meant to tear it out bodily and toss it over- 
board. All he did was to move the cowl round a few inches, with an enor- 
mous expenditure of force, and seemed spent in the effort. He leaned 
against the back of the wheeLhouse, and Jukes walked up to him, 

“Oh, Heavens!” ejaculated the engineer in a feeble voice. He lifted his 
eyes to the sky, and then let: his- ^assy stare descend to meet the horizon 
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that, tilting up to an angle of forty degrees, seemed to hang on a slant for 
a while and settled down slowly. “Heavens!, Phew! What’s up, anyhow?” 

Jukes, straddling his long legs like a pair of compasses, put on an air of 
superiority. “We’re going to catch it this time,” he said. “The barometer is 
tumbling down like anything, Plarry. And you trying to kick up that silly 
row.. ' / 

The word “barometer” seemed to revive the second engineer’s mad 
animosity. Collecting afresh all his energies, he directed Jukes in a low and 
brutal tone to shove the unmentionable instrument down his gory throat. 
Who cared for his crimson barometer? It was the steam — the steam — that 
was going down; and what between the firemen going faint and the chief 
going silly, it was worse than a dog’s life for him; he didn’t care a tinker’s 
curse how soon the whole show was blown out of the water. He seemed on 
the point of having a cry, but after regaining his breath he muttered darkly, 
“I’ll faint them,” and dashed off. He stopped upon the fiddle long enough 
to shake his fist at the unnatural daylight, and dropped into the dark 
hole with a whoop. 

When Jukes turned, his eyes fell upon the rounded back and the big red 
ears of Captain Mac Whirr, who had come across. He did not look at his 
chief officer, but said at once, “That’s a very violent man, that second 
engineer.” 

“Jolly good second, anyhow,” grunted Jukes. “They can’t keep up 
steam,” he added, rapidly, and made a grab at the rail against the com- 
ing lurch. 

Captain MacWhirr, unprepared, took a run and brought himself up 
with a jerk by an awning stanchion. 

“A profane man,” he said, obstinately. “If this goes on. I’ll have to get rid 
of him the first chance.” 

“It’s the heat,” said Jukes. “The weather’s awful. It would make a saint 
swear. Even up here I feel exactly as if I had my head tied up in a woollen 
blanket.” 

Captain MacWhirr looked up. “D’ye mean to say, Mr, Jukes, you ever 
had your head tied up in a blanket? What was that for?” 

“It’s a manner of speaking, sir,” said Jukes, stolidly. 

“Some of you fellows do go on! What’s that about saints swearing? I 
wish you wouldn’t talk so wild. What sort of saint would that be that 
would swear? No more saint than yourself, I expect. And what’s a blanket 
got to do with it — or the weather either. . . . The heat does not make me 
swear— does it? It’s filthy bad temper. That’s what it is. And what’s the 
good of your talking like this?” 

Thus Captain MacWhirr expostulated against the use of images in 
speech, and at the end electrified Jukes by a contemptuous snort; followed 
by words of passion and resentment: “Dammef. Fll fire him out of the ship 
if he don’t look out.” 


\ ' TELLERS, OF TALES ■ ; 

And Jukes, incorrigible, thought: -‘Goodness me! Somebody’s put a new 
inside to my old man. Here’s temper, if you like. Of course it’s the weather; 
ivhat else.? It would make an angel quarrelsome— let alone a saint.” 

All the Chinamen on deck appeared at their last gasp. 

At its setting the sun had a diminished diameter and an expiring brown, 
rayless glow, as if millions of centuries elapsing since the morning had 
brought it near its end. A dense bank of cloud became visible to the north- 
ward; it had a sinister dark olive tint, and lay low and motionless upon 
the sea, resembling a solid obstacle in the path of the ship. She went 
ioundering towards it like an exhausted creature driven to its death. The 
coppery twilight retired slowly, and the darkness brought out overhead a 
swarm of unsteady, big stars, that, as if blown upon, flickered exceedingly 
and seemed to hang very near the earth. At eight o’clock Jukes went into 
the chart-room to write up the ship’s log. 

He copied neatly out of the rough-book the number of miles, the course 
of the ship, and in the column for “wind” scrawled the word “calm” from 
top to bottom of the eight hours since noon. He was exasperated by the 
continuous, monotonous rolling of the ship. The heavy inkstand would 
slide away in a manner that suggested perverse intelligence in dodging the 
pen. Having written in the large space under the head of “Remarks” “Heat 
very oppressive,” he stuck the end of the penholder in his teeth, pipe 
fashion, and mopped his face carefully. 

“Ship rolling heavily in a high cross swell,” he began again, and com- 
mented to himself, “Heavily is no word for it.” Then he wrote: “Sunset 
threatening, with a low bank of clouds to N. and E. Sky clear overhead.” 

Sprawling over the table with arrested pen, he glanced out of the door, 
and in that frame of his vision he saw all the stars flying upwards between 
the teakwood jambs on a black sky. The whole lot took flight together and 
disappeared, leaving only a blackness flecked with white flashes, for the sea 
was as black as the sky and speckled with foam afar. The stars that had 
flown to the roll came back on the return swing of the ship, rushing down- 
wards in their glittering multitude, not of fiery points, but enlarged to 
tiny discs brilliant with a clear wet sheen. 

Jukes watched the flying big stars for a moment, and then wrote: “8 p.m. 
Swell increasing. Ship labouring and taking water on her decks. Battened 
down the coolies for the night. Barometer still falling,” He paused, and 
thought to himself, “Perhaps nothing whatever’II come of it.” And then he 
closed resolutely his entries: “Every appearance of a typhoon coming on.” 

On going out he had to stand aside, and Captain Mac Whirr strode over 
the doorstep without saying a word or making a sign. 

, “Shut the door, Mr. }ukesi,rwill you?” he cried from within. 

Jukes turned back to do so, muttering ironically,; , “Afraid to catch cold, I 
suppose.” It was his watch bdow, but he yearned for communion with his 
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kind; and he remarked cheerily to the second mate: '"Doesn't look so bad, 
after all — does it ? ” . . 

The second mate was marching to and fro on the bridge, tripping down 
with smalT steps one moment, and the next climbing with difficulty the 
shifting slope of the deck. At the sound of Jukes’ voice he stood still, fac- 
ing forward, but made no reply. 

"Hallo! That’s a heavy one,” said Jukes, swaying to meet the long roll 
till his lowered hand touched the planks. This time the second mate made 
in his throat a noise of an unfriendly nature. 

He was an oldish, shabby little fellow, with bad teeth and no hair on his 
face. He had been shipped in a hurry in Shanghai, that trip when the 
second officer brought from home had delayed the ship three hours in 
port by contriving (in some manner Captain MacWhirr could never un- 
derstand) to fall overboard into an empty coal-lighter lying alongside, and 
had to be sent ashore to the hospital with concussion of the brain and a 
broken limb or two. 

Jukes was not discouraged by the unsympathetic sound. “The China- 
men must be having a lovely time of it down there,” he said. “It’s lucky 
for them the old girl has the easiest roll of any ship I’ve ever been in. 
There now! This one wasn’t so bad.” 

“You wait,” snarled the second mate. 

With his sharp nose, red at the tip, and his thin pinched lips, he always 
looked as though he were raging inwardly; and he was concise in his 
speech to the point of rudeness. All his time off duty he spent in his cabin 
with the door shut, keeping so still in there that he was supposed to fall 
asleep as soon as he had disappeared; but the man who came in to wake 
him for his watch on deck would invariably find him with his eyes wide 
open, flat on his back in the bunk, and glaring irritably from a soiled 
pilloWi He never wrote any letters, did not seem to hope for news from any- 
where; and though he had been heard once to mention West Hartlepool, 
it was with extreme bitterness, and only in connection with the extor- 
tionate charges of a boarding-house. He was one of those men who are 
picked up at need in the ports of the world. They are competent enough, 
appear hopelessly hard up, show no evidence of any sort of vice, and carry 
about them all the signs of manifest failure. They come aboard on an 
emergency, care for no ship afloat, live in their own atmosphere of casual 
connection amongst their shipmates who know nothing of them, and 
make up their minds to leave at inconvenient times. They clear out with 
no words of leave-taking in some God-forsaken port other men would 
fear to be stranded in, and go ashore in company of a shabby sea-chest, 
corded like a treasure-box, and with an air of shaking the ship’s dust off 
their 

“You wait,” he repeated, balanced in great swings with his back to 
Jukes, motionless and implacable. . . / , . , , . : , 


'‘Do you mean to say: we' are going to catch it, Iiot?'’ asked Jukes with 
boyish interest.' . • ■ 

“Say? . . . I say nothing. You don’t catch mcj” snapped the little second 
mate, with a mixture of pride, scorn, and cunning, as if Jukes’ question had 
been a trap cleverly detected. “Oh, no! None of you here shall make a fool 
of me if I know it,” he mumbled to himself. 

Jukes reflected rapidly diat this second mate was a mean little beast, and 
in his heart he wished poor Jack Allen had never smashed himself up in 
the coaUighter. The far-olf blackness ahead of the ship was like another 
night seen through the starry night of the earth — the starless night of the 
immensities beyond the created universe, revealed in its appalling stillness 
through a low fissure in the glittering, sphere of which the earth is the 
kernel, 

“Whatever there might be about,” said JukeSj, “we are steaming straight 
into it.” 

“Yottpe said it,” caught up the second mate, always with his back to 
Jukes. “You’ve said it, mind— not 1.” 

“Oh, go to Jericho 1” said Jukes, frankly; and the other emitted a tri- 
umphant little chuckle. 

“You’ve said it,” he repeated. 

“And what of that?” 

“I’ve known some real good men get into trouble with their skippers for 
saying a dam’ sight less,” answered the second mate feverishly, “Oh, no! 
You don’t catch me.” 

“You seem deucedly anxious not to give yourself away,” said Jukes, com- 
pletely soured by such absurdity. “I wouldn’t be afraid to say what I think,” 

“Aye, to me! That’s no great trick. I am nobody, and well I know it.” 

The ship, after a pause of comparative steadiness, started upon a series 
of rolls, one worse than the other, and for a time Jukes, preserving his 
equilibrium, was too busy to open his mouth. As soon as the violent swing- 
ing had quieted down somewhat, he said: “This is a bit too much of a good 
thing. Whether anything is coming or not I think she ought to be put head 
on to that swell. The old man is just gone in to lie down. Hang me if I 
don’t speak to him.” 

But when he opened the door of the chart-room he saw his captain read- 
ing a book. Captain Mac Whirr was not lying down: he was standing up 
with one hand grasping the edge of the bookshelf and the other holding 
open before his face a thick volume. The lamp wriggled in the gimbals, 
the loosened books toppled from side to side on the shelf, the long 
barometer swung in jerky circles, the table altered its slant every moment. 
In the midst of all this stir md movement Captain Mac Whirr, holding on, 
showed his eyes above the upper edge^ and asked, “What’s the matter?” 

■ “Swell getting worse, sir.” . ; 

Noticed that in here,’ muttered Captain MacWhirr. “Anything wrong?” 
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Jukes, inwardly disconcerted by the seriousness of the eyes looking at 
him over the top of the book, produced an embarrassed grin. 

“Rolling like old boots,” he said, sheepishly, 

“Aye! Very heavy — very heavy. What do you want?” 

At this Jukes lost his footing and began to flounder. 

“I was thinking of our passengers,” he said, in the manner of a man 
clutching at a straw. 

“Passengers?” wondered the Captain, gravely. “What passengers?” 

“Why, the Chinamen, sir,” explained Jukes, very sick of this conversa- 
tion. 

“The Chinamen! Why don’t you speak plainly? Couldn’t tell what you 
meant. Never heard a lot of coolies spoken of as passengers before. Pas- 
sengers, indeed! What’s come to you?” 

Captain MacWhirr, closing the book on his forefinger, lowered his arm 
and looked completely mystified. “Why are you thinking of the China- 
men, Mr. Jukes?” he inquired. 

Jukes took a plunge, like a man driven to it. “She’s rolling her decks full 
of water, sir. Thought you might put her head on perhaps — for a while. Till 
this goes down a bit — very soon, I dare say. Head to the eastward. I never 
knew a ship roll like this.” ’ 

He held on in the doorway, and Captain MacWhirr, feeling his grip on 
the shelf inadequate, made up his mind to let go in a hurry, and fell heavily 
on the couch. 

“Head to the eastward?” he said, struggling to sit up. “That’s more than 
four points off her course.” 

“Yes, sir. Fifty degrees, . . . Would just bring her head far enough round 
to meet this. . . 

Captain MacWhirr was now sitting up. He had not dropped the book, 
and he had not lost his place. 

“To the eastward?” he repeated, with dawning astonishment. “To the 
. . . Where do you think we are bound to? You want me to haul a full- 
powered steamship four points off her course to make the Chinamen com- 
fortable! Now, I’ve heard more than enough of mad things done in the 
world— but this. ... If I didn’t know you, Jukes, I would think you were 
in liquor. Steer four points off. ... And w^hat afterwards? Steer four 
points over the other way, I suppose, to make the course good. What put 
it into your head that I would start to tack a steamer as if she were a 
sailing-ship?” 

“Jolly good thing she isn’t,” threw in. Jukes, with bitter readiness. “She 
would have rolled every blessed stick out of her this afternoon.” 

“Aye! And you just would have had, to stand and see them go,” said 
Captain MacWhirr, showing a 'Certaia animation. “It’s a dead calm, isn’t 
it?” ' , ' '■ .A/,,''.- 

“It is, sir. But there’s sornething out of the common coming, for sure.” 
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‘'Maybe. I suppose you have a notion I should be getting out of the way 
of that dirt/’ said Captain MacWhirr, speaking with the utmost simplicity 
of manner and tone, and fixing the oilcloth on the floor with a heavy stare. 
Thus he noticed neither Jukes’ discomfiture nor the mixture of vexation 
and astonished respect on his face. 

“Now, here’s this book,” he continued with deliberation, slapping his 
thigh with the closed volume. “I’ve been reading the chapter on the storms 
•there.” , 

This was true. He had been reading the chapter on the storms. When he 
had entered the chart-room, it was with no intention of taking the book 
down. Some influence in the air—the same influence, probably, that caused 
the steward to bring without orders the Captain’s sea-boots and oilskin 
coat up to the chart-room — had as it were guided his hand to the shelf; 
and without taking the time to sit down he had waded with a conscious 
effort into the terminology of the subject. He lost himself amongst ad- 
vancing semi-circles, left- and right-hand quadrants, the curves of the tracks, 
the probable bearing of the centre, the shifts of wind and the readings of 
barometer. He tried to bring all these things into a definite relation to him- 
self, and ended by becoming contemptuously angry with such a lot of 
words and with so much advice, all head-work and supposition, without a 
glimmer of certitude. 

“It’s the damnedest thing, Jukes,” he said. “If a fellow was to believe all 
that’s in there, he would be running most of his time all over the sea try- 
ing to get behind the weather.” 

Again he slapped his leg with the book; and Jukes opened his mouth, but 
said nothing. 

“Running to get behind the weather! Do you understand that, Mr, Jukes.? 
It’s the maddest thingl” ejaculated Captain Mac Whirr, with pauses, gazing 
at the floor profoundly. “You would think an old woman had been writing 
this. It passes me. If that thing means anything useful, then it means that 
I should at once alter the course away, away to the devil somewhere, and 
come booming down on Fu-chau from the northward at the tail of this 
dirty weather that’s supposed to be knocking about in our way. From the 
north! Do you understand, Mr. Jukes.? Three hundred extra miles to the 
distance, and a pretty coal bill to show. I couldn’t bring myself to do that 
if every word in there was gospel truth, Mr. Jukes. Don’t you expect 
me. * , /’ 

And Jukes, silent, marvelled at this display of feeling and loquacity. 

“But the truth is that you don’t know if the fellow is right, anyhow. How 
can you tell what a gale is made of till you get it? He isn’t aboard here, is 
he? Very well. Here he says that the centre of them things bears eight 
points off the wind; but we haven’t got any wind, for all the barometer 
falling. Where’s his centre now?” , ' , 

: “We will get the wind presently,” mumbled Jukes, 
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*Tet it come, thcD,’’ said Captain Mac Whirr, with dignified indignation. 
“Ifs only to let you see, Mr. Jukes, that you don’t find everything in books. 
All these rules for dodging breezes and circumventing the winds of heaven, 
Mr. Jukes,' seem to me the maddest thing, when you come to look at it 
sensibly.*’; ■ 

He raised his eyes, saw Jukes gazing at him dubiously, and tried to illus- 
trate his meaning. 

^"About as queer as your extraordinary notion of dodging the ship head 
to sea, for I don’t know how long, to make the Chinamen Gomfortable; 
whereas all we’ve got to do is to take them to Fu-chau, being timed to get 
there before noon on Friday. If the weather delays me — ^very well. There’s 
your log-book to talk straight about the weather. But suppose I went swing- 
ing off my course and came in two days late, and they asked me: ‘Where 
have you been all that time, Captain?’ What could I say to that? Went 
around to dodge the bad weather,’ I would say. ‘It must’ve been dam* 
bad,’ they would say, ‘Don’t know,’ I would have to say; ‘Fve dodged clear 
of it.’ See that, Jukes? I have been thinking it all out this afternoon.” 

He looked up again in his unseeing, unimaginative way. No one had 
ever heard him say so much at one time. Jukes, with his arms open in the 
doorway, was like a man invited to behold a miracle. Unbounded wonder 
was the intellectual meaning of his eye, while incredulity was seated in his 
whole countenance. 

“A gale is a gale, Mr. Jukes,” resumed the Captain, “and a full-powered 
steam-ship has got to face it. There’s just so much dirty weather knocking 
about the world, and the proper thing is to go through it with none of what 
old Captain Wilson of the Melita calls ‘storm strategy.’ The other day 
ashore I heard him hold forth about it to a lot of shipmasters who came 
in and sat at a table next to mine. It seemed to me the greatest nonsense. 
He was telling them how he out-manoeuvred, I think he said, a terrific gale, 
so that it never came nearer than fifty miles to him. A neat piece of head- 
work he called it. How he knew there was a terrific gale fifty miles off 
beats me altogether. It was like listening to a crazy man. I would have 
thought Captain Wilson was old enough to know better.” 

Captain MacWhirr ceased for a moment, then said, “It’s your watch 
below, Mr. Jukes?” 

Jukes came to himself with a start. “Yes, sir.” 

“Leave orders to call me at the slightest change,” said the Captain. He 
reached up to put the book away, and tucked his legs upon the couch. 
“Shut the door so that it don’t fly open, will you? I can’t stand a door 
banging. They’ve put a lot of rubbishy locks into this ship, I must say.” 

Captain MacWhirr closed his eyes. 

He did so to rest himself. He was tired, and he experienced that state 
of mental vacuity which comes at the end of an exhaustive discussion that 
has liberated some belief matured in the course of meditative years. He had 
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indeed been making his confession of faith, had he only known it; and its 
effect was to make Jukes, on the other side of the door, stand scratching his 
head for a good while. 

Captain MacWhirr opened his eyes. 

He thought he must have been asleep. What was that loud noise? Wind? 
Why had he not been called? The lamp wriggled in its gimbals, the 
barometer swung in circles, the table altered its slant every moment; a pair 
of limp sea-boots with collapsed tops went sliding past the couch. He put 
out his hand instantly, and captured one. 

Jukes’ face appeared in a crack of the door: only his face, very red, with 
staring eyes. The flame of the lamp leaped, a piece of paper flew up, a 
rush of air enveloped Captain MacWhirr. Beginning to draw on the boot, 
he directed an expectant gaze at Jukes’ swollen, excited features. 

''Came on like this,” shouted Jukes, "five minutes ago ... all of a 
sudden.” ■ ■ ■ 

The head disappeared with a bang, and a heavy splash and patter of 
drops swept past the closed door as if a pailful of melted lead had been 
flung against the house. A whistling could be heard now upon the deep 
vibrating noise outside. The stuffy chart-room seemed as full of draughts 
as a shed. Captain MacWhirr collared the other sea-boot on its violent 
passage along the floor. He was not flustered, but he could not find at once 
the opening for inserting his foot. The shoes he had flung off were scurry- 
ing from end to end of the cabin, gambolling playfully over each other 
like puppies. As soon as he stood up he kicked at them viciously, but with- 
out effect. 

He threw himself into the attitude of a lunging fencer, to reach, after his 
oilskin coat; and afterwards he staggered all over the confined space while 
he jerked himself into it. Very grave, straddling his legs far apart, and 
stretching his neck, he started to tie deliberately the strings of his sou-wester 
under his chin, with thick fingers that trembled slightly. He went through 
all the movements of a woman putting on her bonnet before a glass, with a 
strained, listening attention, as though he had expected every moment to 
hear the shout of his name in the confused clamour that had suddenly beset 
his ship. Its increase filled his ears while he was getting ready to go out 
and confront whatever it might mean. It was tumultuous and very loud- 
made up of the rush of the wind, the crashes of the sea, with that pro- 
longed deep vibration of the air, like the roll of an immense and remote 
drum beating the charge of the gale. ; 

• He stood for a moment in the light ofthe lamp, thick, clumsy, shapeless 
in his panoply of combat, vigilant and red-faced. , , , 

“There’s a lot of weight in this,” he muttered. ; , :/ 

: As soon as he attempted to open the door the wind caught it. Clinging 
to the handle, he was dragged put over the doorstep, and at once found 
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himself engaged with the wind in a sort of personal scuffle whose obj ect 
was the shutting of that door. At the last moment a tongue of air scurried 
in and licked out the flame of the lamp. 

Ahead of the ship he perceived a great darkness lying upon a multitude 
of white flashes; on the starboard beam a few amazing stars drooped, 
dim and fitful, above an immense waste of broken seas, as if seen through 
a mad drift of smoke. 

On the bridge a knot of men, indistinct and toiling, were making great 
efforts in the light of the wheelhouse windows that shone mistily on their 
heads and backs. Suddenly darkness closed upon one pane, then on an- 
other. The voices of the lost group reached him after the manner of men's 
voices in a gale, in shreds and fragments of forlorn shouting snatched past 
the ear. All at once Jukes appeared at his side, yelling, with his head down. 

‘‘Watch— put in- — wheelhouse shutters — ^glass— afraid — blow in.” 

Jukes heard his commander upbraiding. 

“This— come — anything — warning-— call me.” 

He tried to explain, with the uproar pressing on his lips. 

“Lightair— remained— bridge— sudden— north-east— could turn — thought 
—you — sure— hear,” 

They had gained the shelter of the weather-cloth, and could converse 
with raised voices, as people quarrel. 

“I got the hands along to cover up all the ventilators. Good job I had 
remained on deck. I didn't think you would be asleep, and so . . , What 
did you say, sir? What?” 

“Nothing,” cried Captain Mac Whirr. “I said — all right.” 

“By all the powers! We’ve got it this time,” observed Jukes in a howl. 

“You haven’t altered her course?” inquired Captain MacWhirr, straining 
his voice. 

“No, sir. Certainly not. Wind came out right head. And here comes the 
head sea.” 

A plunge of the ship ended in a shock as if she had landed her forefoot 
upon something solid. After a moment of stillness a lofty flight of sprays 
drove hard with the wind upon their faces. 

“Keep her at it as long as we can,” shouted Captain MacWhirr. 

Before Jukes had squeezed the salt water out of his eyes all the stars had 
disappeared. 

m 

Jukes was as ready a man as any half-dozen . young mates that may be 
caught by casting a net upon the. waters; and though he had been some- 
what taken aback by the startling: viciousness of the first squall, he had 
pulled himself together on, the instant, had called out the hands and had 
rushed them along to secure such openings about the deck as had not been 
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already battened down earlier in the evening. Shouting in his fresh^ sten- 
torian voice. boys, and bear a hand!” he led in the work, telling him- 

self the while that he had “just expected this.” 

But at the same time he was growing aware that this was rather more 
than he had expected. From the first stir of the air felt on his cheek the 
gale seemed to take upon itself the accumulated impetus of an avalanche. 
Heavy sprays enveloped the Nan-Skan from stem to stern, and instantly in 
the midst of her regular rolling she began to jerk and plunge as though she 
had gone mad with fright. 

Jukes thought, “This is no joke.” While he was exchanging explanatory 
yells with his captain, a sudden lowering of the darkness came upon the 
night, falling before their vision like something palpable. It was as if the 
masked lights of the world had been turned down. Jukes was uncritically 
glad to have his captain at hand. It relieved him as though that man had, 
by simply coming on deck, taken most of the gale’s weight upon his 
shoulders. Such is the prestige, the privilege, and the burden of com- 
mand. 

Captain MacWhirr could expect no relief of that sort from any one on 
earth. Such is the loneliness of command. He was trying to see, with that 
watchful manner of a seaman who stares into the wind’s eye as if into the 
eye of an adversary, to penetrate the hidden intention and guess the aim 
and force of the thrust. The strong wind swept at him out of a vast 
obscurity; he felt under his feet the uneasiness of his ship, and he could 
not even discern the shadow of her shape. He wished it were not so; 
and very still he waited, feeling stricken by a blind man’s helplessness. 

To be silent was natural to him, dark or shine. Jukes, at his elbow, made 
himself heard yelling cheerily in the gusts, “We must have got the worst of 
it at once, sir,” A faint burst of lightning quivered all round, as if flashed 
into a cavern — ^into a black and secret chamber of the sea, with a floor of 
foaming crests. 

It unveiled for a sinister, fluttering moment a ragged mass of clouds hang- 
ing low, the lurch of the long outlines of the ship, the black figures of men 
caught on the bridge, heads forward, as if petrified in the act of butting. 
The darkness palpitated down upon all this, and then the real thing came 
at last. 

It was something formidable and swift, like the sudden smashing of a 
vial of wrath. It seemed to explode all round the ship with an overpowering 
concussion and a rush of great waters, as if an immense dam had been 
blown up to windward. In an instant the men lost touch of each other. This 
is the disintegrating power of a great wind; it isolates one from one’s kind. 
An; earthquake, a landslip, an avalanche,, overtake a man incidentally, as it 
were— without passion. A furious gale attacks him like a personal enemy, 
tries to grasp his limbs, fastens upon his mind, seeks to rout his very 
spirit out of him. 
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Jukes was driven away from his commander. He fancied himself whirled 
a great distance through the air. Everything disappeared— even, for a 
moment, his power of thinking; but his hand had found one of the rail- 
stanchions. His distress ^s by no means alleviated by an incliiiatiQn to 
disbelieve the reality of this experience. Though young, he had seen some 
bad weather, and had never doubted his ability to imagine the worst; but 
this was so much beyond his powers of fancy that it appeared incom- 
patible with the existence of any ship whatever. He would have been in- 
credulous about himself in the same way, perhaps, had he not been so 
harassed by the necessity of exerting a wrestling effort against a force trying 
to tear him away from his hold. Moreover, the conviction of not being 
utterly destroyed returned to him through the sensations of being half- 
drowned, bestially shaken, and partly choked. 

It seemed to him he remained there precariously alone with the stanchion, 
for a long, long time. The rain poured on him, flowed, drove in sheets. He 
breathed in gasps; and sometimes the water he swallowed was fresh and 
sometimes it was salt. For the most part he kept his eyes shut tight, as if 
suspecting his sight might be destroyed in the immense flurry of the 
elements. When he ventured to blink hastily, he derived some moral sup- 
port from the green gleam of the starboard light shining feebly upon the 
flight of rain and sprays. He was actually looking at it when its ray fell upon 
the uprearing sea which put it out. He saw the head of the wave topple 
over, adding the mite of its crash to the tremendous uproar raging around 
him, and almost at the same instant the stanchion was wrenched away 
from his embracing arms. After a crushing thump on his back he found 
himself suddenly afloat and borne upwards. His first irresistible notion was 
that the whole China Sea had climbed on the bridge. Then, more sanely, he 
concluded himself gone overboard. All the time he was being tossed, flung, 
and rolled in great volumes of water, he kept on repeating mentally, with 
the utmost precipitation, the words: ‘‘My God! My Godl My God! My 
God!" 

All at once, in a revolt of misery and despair, he formed the crazy reso- 
lution to get out of that. And he began to thresh about with his arms and 
legs. But as soon as he commenced his wretched struggles he discovered 
that he had become somehow mixed up with a face, an oil-skin coat, some- 
body’s boots. He clawed ferociously all these things in turn, lost them, 
found them again, lost them once more, and finally was himself caught in 
the firm clasp of a pair of stout arms. He returned the embrace closely 
round a thick solid body. He had found his captain. 

They tumbled over and over, tightening their hug. Suddenly the water let 
them down with a brutal bang; and, stranded against the side of the wheel- 
house, out of breath and bruised, they were left to stagger up in the 
wind and hold on where they could. 

Jukes came out of it rather horrified, a$ though he had escaped some un- 
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paralleled outrage directed at his feelings. It weakened his fait^ in him- 
self. He started shouting aimlessly to the man he could feel near him 
in that fiendish blackness, “Is it you, sir? Is it you, sir?’' till his temples 
seemed ready to burst. And he heard in answer a voice, as if crying far 
away, as if screaming to him fretfully from a very great distance, the one 
word “Yes!" Other seas swept again over the bridge. He received them 
defencelessly right over his bare head, with both his hands engaged in 
holding. 

The motion of the ship was extravagant. Her lurches had an appalling 
helplessness: she pitched as if taking a header into a void, and seemed to 
find a wall to hit every time. When she rolled she fell on her side headlong, 
and she would be righted back by such a demolishing blow that Jukes 
felt her reeling as a clubbed man reels before he collapses. The gale howled 
and scuffled about gigantically in the darkness, as though the entire world 
were one black gully. At certain moments the air streamed against the ship 
as if sucked through a tunnel with a concentrated solid force of impact 
that seemed to lift her clean out of the water and keep her up for an in- 
stant with only a quiver running through her from end to end. And then 
she would begin her tumbling again as if dropped hack into a boiling 
cauldron. Jukes tried hard to compose his mind and judge things coolly. 

The sea, flattened down in the heavier gusts, would uprise and over- 
whelm both ends of the Nan-Shan in snowy rushes of foam, expanding 
wide, beyond both rails, into the night. And on this dazzling sheet, spread 
under the blackness of the clouds and emitting a bluish glow. Captain 
Mac Whirr could catch a desolate glimpse of a few tiny specks black as 
ebony, the tops of the hatches, the battened companions, the heads of the 
covered winches, the foot of a mast. This was all he could see of his ship. 
Her middle structure, covered by the bridge which bore him, his mate, 
the closed wheelhouse where a man was steering shut up with the fear of 
being swept overboard together with the whole thing in one great crash — 
her middle structure was like a half-tide rock awash upon a coast. It was 
like an outlying rock with the water boiling up, streaming over, pouring 
off, beating round — ^like a rock in the surf to which shipwrecked people 
cling before they let go-— only it rose, it sank, it rolled continuously, with- 
out respite and rest, like a rock that should have miraculously struck adrift 
from a coast and gone wallowing upon the sea. 

The Nan-Shan was being looted by the storm with a senseless, destruc- 
tive fury: trysails torn out of the extra gaskets, double-lashed awnings 
blown away, bridge swept clean, weather-cloths burst, rails twisted, light- 
screens smashed — and two of the boats had gone already. They had gone 
unheard and unseen, melting, as it were, in the shock and smother of the 
wave. It was only later, when upon the white flash of another high sea 
hurling itself amidships, Jukes had a vision of two pairs of davits leaping 
black and empty out of the solid blackness,, with one overhauled fall flying 
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and all iron-bound blotk Gapering ill the air, tha he became a^vare of what 
had happened within about three yards of his back. 

He poked his h^^^ forward, groping for the ear of his commander. His 
lips touched it— big, fleshy, very wet. He cried in an agitated tone, ‘'Our 
boats are going now, sir.” 

And again he heard that voice, forced and ringing feebly, but with a 
penetrating effect of quietness in the enormous discord of noises, as if sent 
out frorn some remote spot of peace beyond the black wastes of the gale; 
again he heard a man’s voice— the frail and indomitable sound that can be 
made to carry an infinity of thought, resolution and purpose, that shall be 
pronouncing confident words on the last day, when heavens fall, and jus- 
tice is done— again he heard it, and it was crying to him, as if from very, 
very far— “All right,” 

He thought he had not managed to make himself understood. “Our 
boats — I say boats— the boats, sir! Two gone!” 

The same voice, within a foot of him and yet so remote, yelled sen- 
sibly, “Can’t be helped.” 

Captain Mac Whirr had never turned his face, but Jukes caught some 
more words on the wind. 

“What can— expect— when hammering through — such Bound to 

leave— something behind— stands to reason.” 

Watchfully Jukes listened for more. No more came. This was all Captain 
MacWhirr had to say; and Jukes could picture to himself rather than see 
the broad squat back before him. An impenetrable obscurity pressed down 
upon the ghostly glimmers of the sea. A dull conviction seized upon Jukes 
that there was nothing to be done. 

If the steering-gear did not give way, if the immense volumes of water 
did not burst the deck in or smash one of the hatches, if the engines did 
not give up, if way could be kept on the ship against this terrific wind, and 
she did not bury herself in one of these awful seas, of whose white crests 
alone, topping high above her bows, he could now and then get a sicken- 
ing glimpse — then there was a chance of her coming out of it. Something 
within him seemed to turn over, bringing uppermost the feeling that the 
TSSan-Shan was lost. 

“She’s done for,” he said to himself, with a surprising mental agitation, 
as though he had discovered an unexpected meaning in this thought. One 
of these things was bound to happen. Nothing could be prevented now, 
and nothing could be remedied. The men on board did not count, and the 
ship could not last. This weather was too. impossible. , . 

Jukes felt an arm thrown heavily over his shoulders; and to this overture 
he responded with great intelligence by catching hold of his captain round 
the waist. ^ ■' ^ ''' 

They stood clasped thus in the blind night, bracing each other against 
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the wind, cheek to cheek and lip. to ear, in the manner o£ two hulks lashed 
stem to stern together. , ' 

And Jukes heard the voice of his commander hardly any louder than 
before, but nearer, as though, starting to march athwart the prodigious 
rush of the hurricane, it had approached him, bearing that strange effect 
of quietness like the serene glow of a halo. 

“D*ye know where the hands got to.?’' it asked, vigorous and evanescent 
at the same time, overcoming the strength of the wind, and swept away 
from Jukes instantly. 

Jukes didn’t know. They were all on the bridge when the real force of 
the hurricane struck the ship. He had no idea where they had crav/led to. 
Under the circumstances they were nowhere, for all the use that could be 
made of them. Somehow the Captain’s wish to know distressed Jukes. 

‘‘Want the hands, sir?” he cried, apprehensively, 

“Ought to know,” asserted Captain Mac Whirr. “Hold hard.” 

They held hard. An outburst of unchained fury, a vicious rush of the 
wind absolutely steadied the ship; she rocked only, quick and light like a 
child’s cradle, for a terrific moment of suspense, while the whole atmos- 
phere, as it seemed, streamed furiously past her, roaring away from the 
tenebrous earth. 

It suffocated them, and with eyes shut they tightened their grasp. What 
from the magnitude of the shock might have been a column of water 
running upright in the dark, butted against the ship, broke short, and fell 
on her bridge, crushingly, from on high, with a dead burying weight. 

A flying fragment of that collapse, a mere splash, enveloped them in 
one swirl from their feet over their heads, filliiig violently their ears, 
mouths and nostrils with salt water. It knocked out their legs, wrenched 
in haste at their arms, seethed away swiftly under their chins; and opening 
their eyes, they saw the piled-up masses of foam dashing to and fro 
amongst what looked like the fragments of a ship. She had given way as 
if driven straight in. Their panting hearts yielded, too, before the tre- 
mendous blow; and all at once she sprang up again to her desperate 
plunging, as if trying to scramble out from under the ruins. 

The seas in the dark seemed to rush from all sides to keep her back 
where she might perish. There was hate in the way she was handled, and 
ferocity in the blows that fell. She was like a living creature thrown to the 
rage of a mob: hustled terribly, struck at, borne up, flung down, leaped 
upon. Captain Mac Whirr and Jukes kept hold of each other, deafened by 
the noise, gagged by the wind; and the great physical tumult beating about 
their bodies, brought, like an unbridled display of passion, a profound 
trouble to their souls. One of those wild and appalling shrieks that are 
heard at times passing mysteriously overhead in the steady roar of a hur- 
ricane, swooped, as if borne on wings, upon the ship, and Jukes tried to out- 
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“Will she live through this?” 

The cry was wrenched out of his breast. It was as unintentional as the 
birth of a thought in the head, and he heard nothing of it himself. It all 
became extinct at once— thought, intention, effort — and of his cry the 
inaudible vibration added to the tempest waves of the air. 

He expected nothing from it. Nothing at all. For indeed what answer 
could be made? But after a while he heard with amazement the frail and 
resisting voice in his ear, the dwarf sound, unconquered in the giant tumult. 

. “She may!” 

It was a dull yell, more difficult to seize than a whisper. And presently 
the voice returned again, half submerged in the vast crashes, like a ship 
battling against the waves of an ocean. 

“Let’s hope so!” it cried — small, lonely and unmoved, a stranger to the 
visions of hope or fear; and it flickered into disconnected words: “Ship. 

. . . This. . . . Never — Anyhow ... for the best.” Jukes gave it up. 

Then, as if it had come suddenly upon the one thing fit to withstand the 
power of a storm, it seemed to gain force and firmness for the last broken 
shouts: 

“Keep on hammering . . . builders ... good men. . . . And chance it 
, . . engines. . . . Rout . . . good man.” 

Captain MacWhirr removed his arm from Jukes’ shoulders, and thereby 
ceased to exist for his mate, so dark it was; Jukes, after a tense stiffening 
of every muscle, would let himself go limp all over. The gnawing of pro- 
found discomfort existed side by side with an incredible disposition to 
somnolence, as though he had been buffeted and worried into drowsiness. 
The wind would get hold of his head and try to shake it off his shoulders; 
his clothes, full of water, were as heavy as lead, cold and dripping like an 
armour of melting ice: he shivered— -it lasted a long time; and with his 
hands closed hard on his hold, he was letting himself sink slowly into the 
depths of bodily misery. His mind became concentrated upon himself in an 
aimless, idle way, and when something pushed lightly at the back of his 
knees he nearly, as the saying is, jumped out of his skin. 

In the start forward he bumped the back of Captain MacWhirr, who 
didn’t move; and then a hand gripped his thigh. A lull had come, a menac- 
ing lull of the wind, the holding of a stormy breath — and he felt himself 
pawed all over. It was the boatswain. Jukes recognized these hands, so thick 
and enormous that they seemed to belong to some new species of man. 

The boatswain had arrived on the bridge, crawling on all fours against 
the wind, and had found the chief mate’s legs with the top of his head. 
Immediately he crouched and began to explore Jukes’ person upwards with 
prudent, apologetic touches, as became an inferior. 

He was an ill-favoured, undersized, gruff sailor of fifty, coarsely hairy, 
short-legged, long-armed, resembling an elderly ape. His strength was im- 
mense; and in his great lumpy paws, bulging like brown boxing-gloves on 
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the end of furry forearms, the heaviest objects were handled like playthings. 
Apart from the grizzled pelt on his chest, the menacing demeanour and the 
hoarse voice, he had none of the classical attributes of his rating. His good 
nature almost amounted to imbecility: the men did what they liked with 
him, and he had not an ounce of initiative in his character, which was easy- 
going and talkative. For these reasons Jukes disliked him; but Captain 
MacWhirr, to Jukes’ scornful disgust, seemed to regard him as a first-rate 
petty officer. 

He pulled himself up by Jukes’ coat, taking that liberty with the greatest 
moderation, and only so far as it was forced upon him by the hurricane. 

‘'What is it, boss’n, what is it yelled Jukes, impatiently. What could that 
fraud of a boss’n want on the bridge? The typhoon had got on Jukes’ 
nerves. The husky bellowings of the other, though unintelligible, seemed 
to suggest a state of lively satisfaction. There could be no mistake. The old 
fool was pleased with something. 

The boatswain’s other hand had found some other body, for in a changed 
tone he began to inquire: “Is it you, sir? Is it you, sir?” The wind strangled 
his howls. 

“Yes!” cried Captain MacWhirr. 


IV 

All that the boatswain,,out of a superabundance of yells, could make clear 
to Captain MacWhirr was the bizarre intelligence that “All them Chinamen 
in the fore ’tween deck have fetched away, sir.” 

Jukes to leeward could hear these two shouting within six inches of his 
face, as you may hear on a still night half a mile away two men conversing 
across a field. He heard Captain MacWhirr’s exasperated “What.?^ What?” 
and the strained pitch of the other’s hoarseness. “In a lump , . . seen them 
myself. . . . Awful sight, sir , . . thought . . . tell you.” 

Jukes remained indifferent, as if rendered irresponsible by the force of the 
hurricane, which made the very thought of action utterly vain. Besides, being 
very young, he had found the occupation of keeping his heart completely 
steeled against the worst so engrossing that he had come to feel an over- 
powering dislike towards any other form of activity whatever. He was not 
scared; he knew this because, firmly believing he would never see another 
sunrise, he remained calm in that belief. 

These are the moments of do-nothing heroics to which even good men 
surrender at times. Many officers of ships can no doubt recall a case in their 
experience when just such a trance of confounded stoicism would come all 
at once over a whole ship’s company. Jukes, however, had no wide experi- 
ence of men or storms. He conceived himself to be calm — inexorably calm; 
but as 'a matter, of fact he was daunted; not abjectly, but only so far as a 
decent man may, without becoming loathsome to himself. 
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It was rather like a forced-on numbness of spirit. The long, long stress of 
a gale does it; the suspense of the interminably culminating catastrophe; 
and there is a bodily fatigue in the mere holding on to existence within the 
excessive tumult; a searching and insidious fatigue that penetrates deep 
into a man’s breast to cast down and sadden his heart, which is incorrigible, 
and of all the gifts of the earth— even before life itself— aspires to peace. 

Jukes was benumbed much more than he supposed. He held on— very 
wet, very cold, stiff in every limb; and in a momentary hallucination of swift 
visions (it is said that a drowning man thus reviews all his life) he beheld 
all sorts of memories altogether unconnected with his present situation. He 
remembered his father, for instance: a worthy business man, who at an 
unfortunate crisis in his affairs went quietly to bed and died forthwith in a 
state of resignation. Jukes did not recall these circumstances, of course, but 
remaining otherwise unconcerned he seemed to see distinctly the poor man’s 
face; a certain game of nap played when quite a boy in Table Bay on board 
a ship, since lost with all hands; the thick eyebrows of his first skipper; and 
without any emotion, as he might years ago have walked listlessly into her 
room and found her sitting there with a book, he remembered his mother — 
dead, too, now — the resolute woman, left badly off, who had been very firm 
in his bringing up. 

It could not have lasted more than a second, perhaps not so much. A 
heavy arm had fallen about his shoulders; Captain Mac Whirr’s voice was 
speaking his name into his ear. 

“Jukes! Jukes!” 

He detected the tone of deep concern. The wind had thrown its weight 
on the ship, trying to pin her down amongst the seas. They made a clean 
breach over her, as over a deep-swimming log; and the gathered weight of 
crashes menaced monstrously from afar. The breakers flung out of the night 
with a ghostly light on their crests — the light of sea-foam that in a ferocious, 
boiling-up pale flash showed upon the slender body of the ship the toppling 
rush, the downfall, and the seething mad scurry of each wave. Never for a 
moment could she shake herself clear of the water; Jukes, rigid, perceived in 
her motion the ominous sign of haphazard floundering. She was no longer 
struggling intelligently. It was the beginning of the end; and the note of 
busy concern in Captain Mac Whirr’s voice sickened him like an exhibition 
of blind and pernicious folly. 

The spell of the storm had fallen upon Jukes. He was penetrated by it, 
absorbed by it; he was rooted in it with a rigour of dumb attention. Captain 
MacWhirr persisted in his cries, but the wind got between them like a solid 
wedge. He hung round Jukes’ neck as heavy as a mill-stone, and suddenly 
the sides of their heads knocked together. 

“Jukes! Mr. Jukes, I say!” 

He had to answer that voice that would not be silenced. He answered in 
the customary manner: . , Yes, sir.” . , ■: 
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■ Aiid , directly, his heart, corrupted by the storm that' breeds a craving, for 
peace, rebelled against the tyranny of training and command. 

Captain MacWhirr had his mate’s head fixed firm in the crook of his 
elbow, and pressed it to his yelling lips mysteriously. Sometimes Jukes 
would break in, admonishing hastily: “Look out, sir!” or Captain MacWhirr 
would bawl an earnest exhortation to “Hold hard, there!” and the whole 
black universe seemed to reel together with the ship. They paused. She 
floated yet. And Captain MacWhirr would resume his shouts. . Says 
. • • whole lot . . . fetched away. ... Ought to see . . . whads the mat- 
ter.” 

Directly the full force of the hurricane had struck the ship, every part of 
her deck became untenable; and the sailors, dazed and dismayed, took 
shelter in the port alleyway under the bridge. It had a door aft, which they 
shut; it was very black, cold, and dismal. At each heavy fling of the ship they 
would groan all together in the dark, and tons of water could be heard 
scuttling about as if trying to get at them from above. The boatswain had 
been keeping up a gruff talk, but a more unreasonable lot of men, he said 
afterwards, he had never been with. They were snug enough there, out of 
harm’s way, and not wanted to do anything, either; and yet they did nothing 
but grumble and complain peevishly like so many sick lads. Finally, one of 
them said that if there had been at least some light to see each other’s noses 
by, it wouldn’t be so bad. It was making him crazy, he declared, to lie there 
in the dark waiting for the blamed hooker to sink. 

“Why don’t you step outside, then, and be done with it at once.?” the 
boatswain turned on him. 

This called up a shout of execration. The boatswain found himself over- 
whelmed with reproaches of all sorts. They seemed to take it ill that a lamp 
was not instantly created for them out of nothing. They would whine after 
a light to get drowned by — anyhow! And though the unreason of their revil- 
ings was patent— .since no one could hope to reach the lamp-room, which 
was forward — ^he became greatly distressed. He did not think it was decent 
of them to be nagging at him like this. He told them so, and was met by 
general contumely. He sought refuge, therefore, in an embittered silence. 
At the same time their grumbling and sighing and muttering worried him 
greatly, but by-and-by it occurred to him that there were six globe lamps 
hung in the ’tween-deck, and that there could be no harm in depriving the 
coolies of one of them. 

The Nan-Shan had an athwartship coal-bunker, which, being at times 
used as cargo space, communicated by an iron door with the fore ’tween- 
deck. It was empty then, and its manhole was the foremost one in the alley- 
way, The boatswain could get in, therefore, without coming out on deck at 
all; but to his great surprise he found he could induce no one to help him 
in taking off the manhole cover. He groped for it all the same, but one of 
the crew lying in his way refused to budge. , 
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‘Why, I only want to get you that blamed light you are crying £of/Mie 
expostulated, almost pitifully. 

Somebody told him to go and put his head in a bag. He regretted he 
could not recognize the voice, and that it was too dark to see, otherwise, as 
he said, he would have put a head on that soil of a sea-cook, anyway, sink or 
swim. Nevertheless, he had made up his mind to show them he could get a 
light, if he were to die for it. 

Through the violence of the ship’s rolling, every movement was danger- 
ous. To be lying down seemed labour enough. He nearly broke his neck 
dropping into the bunker. He fell on his back, and was sent shooting help- 
lessly from side to side in the dangerous company of a heavy iron bar— a 
coal-trimmer’s slice probably — left down there by somebody. This thing 
made him as nervous as though it had been a wild beast. He could not see 
it, the inside of the bunker coated with coal-dust being perfectly and im- 
penetrably black; but he heard it sliding and clattering, and striking here 
and there, always in the neighbourhood of his head. It seemed to make an 
extraordinary noise, too— to give heavy thumps as though it had been as big 
as a bridge girder. This was remarkable enough for him to notice while he 
was flung from port to starboard and back again, and clawing desperately 
the smooth sides of the bunker in the endeavour to stop himself. The door 
into the ’tween-deck not fitting quite true, he saw a thread of dim light at 
the bottom. 

Being a sailor, and a still active man, he did not want much of a chance 
to regain his feet; and as luck would have it, in scrambling up he put his 
hand on the iron slice, picking it up as he rose. Otherwise he would have 
been afraid of the thing breaking his legs, or at least knocking him down 
again. At first he stood still. He felt unsafe in this darkness that seemed to 
make the ship’s motion unfamiliar, unforeseen, and difficult to counteract. 
He felt so much shaken for a moment that he dared not move for fear of 
“taking charge again,” He had no mind to get battered to pieces in that 
bunker. 

He had struck his head twice; he was dazed a little. He seemed to hear 
yet so plainly the clatter and bangs of the iron slice flying about his ears 
that he tightened his grip to prove to himself he had it there safely in his 
hand. He was vaguely amazed at the plainness with which down there he 
could hear the gale raging. Its howls and shrieks seemed to take on, in the 
emptiness of the bunker, something of the human character,, of human rage 
and pain — being not vast but infinitely poignant. And there were, with every 
roll, thumps, too — profound, ponderous thumps, as if a bulky object of five- 
ton weight or so had got play in the hold. But there was no such thing in 
the cargo. Something on deck? Impossible, Or alongside? Couldn’t be. 

He thought all this quickly, clearly, competently, like a seaman, and in the 
end remained puzzled. This noise, though, came deadened from outside, 
together with the washing and pouring of water on deck above his head. 
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Was it the wind? Must be. It made down there a row like the shouting of 
a big lot of crazed men. And he discovered in himself a desire for a light, 
too—if only to get drowned by—and a nervous anxiety to get out of that 
bunker as quickly as posible. 

He pulled back the bolt: the heavy iron plate turned on its hinges; and it 
was as though he had opened the door to the sounds of the tempest. A gust 
of hoarse yelling met him: the air was still; and'the rushing of water over- 
head was covered by a tumult of strangled, throaty shrieks that produced an 
effect or desperate confusion. He straddled his legs the whole width of the 
doorway and stretched his neck. And at first he perceived only what he had 
come to seek; six small yellow flames swinging violently on the great body 
of the dusk. 

It W2.S stayed like the gallery of a mine, with a row of stanchions in the 
middle, and cross-beams overhead, penetrating into the gloom ahead— in- 
definitely. And to port there loomed, like the caving in of one of the sides, 
a bulky mass with a slanting outline. The whole place, with the shadow^s 
and the shapes, moved all the time. The boatswain glared: the ship lurched 
to starboard, and a great howl came from that mass that had the slant of 
fallen earth. 

Pieces of wood whizzed past. Planks, he thought, inexpressibly startled, 
and flinging back his head. At his feet a man went sliding over, open-eyed, 
on his back, straining with uplifted arms for nothing: and another came 
bounding like a detached stone with his head between his legs and his hands 
clenched. His pigtail wdiipped in the air; he made a grab at the boatswain’s 
legs, and from his opened hand a bright white disc rolled against the boat- 
swain’s foot. He recognized a silver dollar, and yelled at it with astonish- 
ment. With a precipitated sound of trampling and shuffling of bare feet, and 
with guttural cries, the mound of writhing bodies piled up to port detached 
itself from the ship’s side and sliding, inert and struggling, shifted to star- 
board, with a dull, brutal thump. The cries ceased. The boatswain heard a 
long moan through the roar and whistling of the^ wind; he saw an in- 
extricable confusion of heads and shoulders, naked soles kicking upwards, 
fists raised, tumbling backs, legs, pigtails, faces. 

“Good Lord!” he cried, horrified, and banged-to the iron door upon this 
vision. 

. This was what he had come on the bridge to tell. He could not keep it to 
himself; and on board ship there is only one man to whom it is worth while 
to unburden yourself. On his passage back the hands in the alleyways swore 
at him for a fool. Why didn’t he bring that lamp? What the devil did the 
coolies matter to anybody? And when he came out, the extremity of the 
ship made what went on inside of her appear of little moment. 

/ At first he thought he had left the alleyway in the very moment of her 
sinking. The bridge ladders had been washed away, but an enormous sea 
filling the after-deck floated him up. After that he had to lie on his stomach 
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for some time, holding to a ring-bolt, getting his breath now and then, and 
swallowing salt water. He struggled farther on his hands and knees, too 
frightened and distracted to turn back. In this way he reached the afterpart 
of the wheelhouse. In that comparatively sheltered spot he found the second 
mate. The boatswain was pleasantly surprised— -his impression being that 
everybody on deck must have been washed away a long time ago. He ashed 
eagerly where the Captain was. 

The second mate was lying low, like a malignant little animal under a 
"hedge. 

'‘Captain? Gone overboard, after getting us into this mess.” The mate, 
too, for all he knew or cared. Another fool. Didn’t matter. Everybody was 
going by-and-by. 

The boatswain crawled out again into the strength of the wind; not be- 
cause he much expected to find anybody, he said, but just to get away from 
“that man.” He crawled out as outcasts go to face an inclement world. 
Hence his great joy at finding Jukes and the Captain. But what was going 
on in the ’tween-deck was to him a minor matter by that time. Besides, it 
was difficult to make yourself heard. But he managed to convey the idea that 
the Chinamen had broken adrift together with their boxes, and that he had 
come up on purpose to report this. As to the hands, they were all right. 
Then, appeased, he subsided on the deck in a sitting posture, hugging with 
his arms and legs the stand of the engine-room telegraph — ^an iron casting 
as thick as a post. When that went, why, he expected he would go, too. He 
gave no more thought to the coolies. 

Captain MacWhirr had made Jukes understand that he wanted him to 
go down below — to see. 

“What am I to do then, sir?” And the trembling of his whole wet body 
caused Jukes’ voice to sound like bleating. 

“See first . . . Boss’n . . . says . . . adrift.” 

“That boss’n is a confounded fool,” howled Jukes, shakily. 

The absurdity of the demand made upon him revolted Jukes. He was as 
unwilling to go as if the moment he had left the deck the ship were sure 
to sink. 

“I must know . . . can’t leave. ...” 

“Fight . , . boss’n says they fight. . . . Why? Can’t have . . fighting 
. . . board ship. . . . Much rather keep you here . . . case ... I should 
. . . washed overboard myself. . . . Stop it . . , some way. You see and tell 
me . . . through engine-room tube. Don’t want you . . . come up here 
. , . too often. Dangerous . . . moving about . . deck.” 

Jukes, held with his head in chancery, had to listen to what seemed hor-, 
rible suggestions. ; . ~ 

“Don’t want . . . you get lost ... so long , ^ .. ship isn’t. . . . Rout . . 
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Good man . . ; Ship . , . may . • . through this * . . all right yet ” 

All at once Jukes understood he would have to go. 

‘‘Do you think she may.?” he screamed. 

But the wind devoured the reply, out of which Jukes heard only the one 
word, pronounced with great energy “ . . . Always. . . 

Captain MacWhirr released Jukes, and bending over the boatswain, yelled, 
“Get back with the mate.” Jukes only knew that the arm was gone off his 
shoulders. He was dismissed with his orders— to do what? He was exas- 
perated into letting go his hold carelessly, and on the instant was blowii 
away. It seemed to him that nothing could stop him from being blown right 
over the stern. He flung himself down hastily, and the boatswain, who was 
following, fell on him. 

“Don’t you get up yet, sir,” cried the boatswain. “No hurry!” 

A sea swept over. Jukes understood the boatswain to splutter that the 
bridge ladders were gone. “I’ll lower you down, sir, by your hands,” he 
screamed. He shouted also something about the smoke-stack being as likely 
to go overboard as not. Jukes thought it very possible, and imagined the fires 
out, the ship helpless. . . . The boatswain by his side kept on yelling. 
“What? What is it?” Jukes cried distressfully; and the other repeated, 
“What would my old woman say if she saw me now?” 

In the alleyway, where a lot of water had got in and splashed in the dark, 
the men were still as death, till Jukes stumbled against one of them and 
cursed him savagely for being in the way. Two or three voices then asked, 
eager and weak, “Any chance for us, sir?” 

“What’s the matter with you fools?” he said brutally. He felt as though 
he could throw himself down amongst them and never move any more. But 
they seemed cheered; and in the midst of obsequious warnings, “Look out! 
Mind that manhole lid, sir,” they lowered him into the bunker. The boat- 
swain tumbled down after him, and as soon as he had picked himself up he 
remarked, “She would say, ‘Serve you right, you old fool, for going to sea.’ ” 

The boatswain had some means, and made a point of alluding to them 
frequently. His wife — a fat woman — ^and two grown-up daughters kept a 
greengrocer’s shop in the East-end of London. 

In the dark, Jukes, unsteady on his legs, listened to a faint thunderous 
patter. A deadened screaming went on steadily at his elbow, as it were; and 
from above the louder tumult of the storm descended upon these near 
sounds. His head swam. To him, too, in that bunker, the motion of the ship 
seemed novel and menacing, sapping his resolution as though he had never 
been afloat before. 

He had half a mind to scramble out again; but the remembrance of 
Captain Mac Whirr’s voice made this impossible. His orders were to go and 
.see. What was the good of it, he wanted to know. Enraged, he told himself 
he would see~of course. But the boatswain, staggering clumsily, warned 
him to be careful how he opened that door; there was a blamed fight going 
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on. And Jukes^ as if in great bodily pain^ desired irritably to know what the 
devil they were fighting for. , ■ . 

“Dollars! Dollars/ sir. All their rotten chests got burst open. Blamed 
money skipping all over the place, and they are tumbling after it head over 
heels—tearing and biting like anything. A regular little hell in there.” 

Jukes convulsively opened the door. The short boatswain peered under 
his arm. 

One of the lamps had gone out, broken perhaps. Rancorous/guttural cries 
burst out loudly on their ears, and a strange panting sound, the working of 
all these straining breasts. A hard blow hit the side of the ship: water fell 
above with a stunning shock, and in the forefront of the gloom, where the 
air was reddish and thick, Jukes saw a head bang the deck violently, two 
thick calves waving on high, muscular arms twined round a naked body, a 
yellow-face, open-mouthed and with a set wild stare, look up and slide away. 
An empty chest clattered turning over; a man fell head first with a jump, as 
if lifted by a kick; and farther off, indistinct, others streamed like a mass of 
rolling stones down a bank, thumping the deck with their feet and flourish- 
ing their arms wildly. The hatchway ladder was loaded with coolies swarm- 
ing on it like bees on a branch. They hung on the steps in a crawling, 
stirring cluster, beating madly with their fists the underside of the battened 
hatch, and the headlong rush of the water above was heard in the intervals 
of their yelling. The ship heeled over more, and they began to drop off: first 
one, then two, then all the rest went away together, falling straight off with 
a great cry. 

Jukes was confounded. The boatswain, with gruff anxiety, begged him, 
“Don’t you go in there, sir.” 

The whole place seemed to twist upon itself, jumping incessantly the 
while; and when the ship rose to a sea Jukes fancied that all these men 
would be shot upon him in a body. He backed out, swung the door to, and 
with trembling hands pushed at the bolt. .. . 

As soon as his mate had gone Captain Mac Whirr, left alone on the bridge, 
sidled and staggered as far as the wheelhouse. Its door being hinged for- 
ward, he had to fight the gale for admittance, and when at last he managed 
to enter, it was with an instantaneous clatter and a bang, as though he had 
been fired through the wood. He stood- within, holding on to the handle. 

The steering-gear leaked steam, and in the confined space the glass of the 
binnacle made a shiny oval of, light in a thin white fog. The wind howled, 
hummed, whistled, with sudden booming gusts that rattled the doors and 
shutters in the vicious patter of sprays. Two coils of lead-line and a small 
canvas bag hung on a long lanyard, swung wide off, and came back clinging 
to the bulkheads. The gratings underfoot were nearly afloat; with every 
sweeping blow of a sea, water squirted violently through the cracks all round 
the door, and the man at the hehn had flung down his cap, his coat, and 
stood propped against the gear-casing in a striped cotton shirt open on his 
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breast. The little brass wheel in his hands had the appearance of a bright 
and fragile toy. The cords of his neck stood hard and lean, a dark patch 
lay ill the hollow of his throat, and his face was still and sunken as in 
death. 

Captain MacWhirr wiped his eyes. The sea that had nearly taken him 
overboard had, to his great annoyance, washed his sou’-wester hat off his 
bald head. The fluffy, fair hair, soaked and darkened, resembled a mean 
skein of cotton threads festooned round his bare skull. His face, glistening 
with sea-water, had been made crimson with the wind, with the sting of 
sprays. He looked as though he had come off sweating from before a fur- 
mace. . 

“You here?” he muttered, heavily. 

The second mate had found his way into the wheelhouse some time be- 
fore. He had fixed himself in a corner with his knees up, a fist pressed 
against each temple; and this attitude suggested rage, sorrow, resignation, 
surrender, with a sort of concentrated unforgiveness. He said mournfully 
and defiantly, “Well, it’s my watch below now: ain’t it?” 

The steam gear clattered, stopped, clattered again; and the helmsman’s 
eyeballs seemed to project out of a hungry face as if the compass card 
behind the binnacle glass had been meat. God knows how long he had been 
left there to steer, as if forgotten by all his shipmates. The bells had not 
been struck; there had been no reliefs; the ship’s routine had gone down 
wind; but he was trying to keep her head north-north-east. The rudder 
might have been gone for all he knew, the fires out, the engines broken 
down, the ship ready to roll over like a corpse. He was anxious not to get 
muddled and lose control of her head, because the compass-card swung far 
both ways, wriggling on the pivot, and sometimes seemed to whirl right 
round. He suffered from mental stress. He was horribly afraid, also, of the 
wheelhouse going. Mountains of' water kept on tumbling against it. When 
the ship took one of her desperate dives the corners of his lips twitched. 

Captain MacWhirr looked up at the wheelhouse clock. Screwed to the 
bulk-head, it had a white face on which the black hands appeared to stand 
quite still. It was half-past one in the morning. 

“Another day,” he muttered to himself. 

The second mate heard him, anddifting his head as one grieving amongst 
ruins, “You won’t see it break,” he exclaimed. His wrists and his knees 
could be seen to shake violently. “No, by God! You won’t. . . 

He took his face again between his fists., 

,v The body of the helmsman had moved slightly, but his head didn’t budge 
on his neck, — ^like a stone head fixed to look one way from, a column. Dur- 
ing a roll that all but took his booted legs from under him, and in the very 
to save himself, Captain MacWhirr said austerely, “Don’t you pay 
any attention to what that man says ” And then, with an indefinable change 
of tone, very grave, he added, “He isn’t: on duty.” , 
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The sailor said: nothing. 

The hurricane boomed, shaking the little place, which seemed air-tight; 
and the light of the binnacle flickered all the time. 

“You haven’t been relieved,” Captain MacWhirr went on, looking down. 
“I want you to stick to the helm, though, as long as you can. You’ve got 
the hang of her. Another man coming here might make a mess of it 
Wouldn’t do. No child’s play. And the hands are probably busy with a job 
down below. . . . Think you can?” 

The steering-gear leaped into an abrupt short clatter, stopped smoulder- 
ing like an ember; and the still man, v/ith a motionless gaze, burst out, as 
if all the passion in him had gone into his lips: “By Heavens, sir! I can steer 
for ever if nobody talks to me.” 

“Oh! aye! All right. . . The Captain lifted his eyes for the first time to 
the man, . . Hackett.” 

And he seemed to dismiss this matter from his mind. He stooped to the 
engine-room speaking-tube, blew in, and bent his head. Mr. Rout below 
answered, and at once Captain MacWhirr put his lips to the mouthpiece. 

With the uproar of the gale around him he applied alternately his lips and 
his ear, and the engineer’s voice mounted to him, harsh and as if out of the 
heat of an engagement. One of the stokers was disabled, the others had 
given in, the second engineer and the donkey-man were firing-up. The third 
engineer was standing by the steam-valve. The engines were being tended 
by hand. How was it above? 

“Bad enough. It mostly rests with you,” said Captain MacWhirr, Was the 
mate down there yet? No? Well, he would be presently. Would Mr. Rout 
let him talk through the speaking-tube. through the deck speaking-tube, 
because he — the Captain — was going out again on the bridge directly. There 
was some trouble amongst the Chinamen, They were fighting, it seemed. 
Couldn’t allow fighting anyhow. . . . 

Mr. Rout had gone away, and Captain MacWhirr could feel against his 
ear the pulsation of the engines, like the beat of the ship’s heart. Mr. Rout’s 
voice down there shouted something distantly. The ship pitched headlong, 
the pulsation leaped with a hissing tumult, and stopped dead. Captain Mac- 
Whirr’s face was impassive, and his eyes were fixed aimlessly on the crouch- 
ing shape of the second mate. Again Mr. Rout’s voice cried out in the 
depths, and the pulsating beats recommenced, with slow strokes — growing 
swifter. 

Mr. Rout had returned to the tube. “It don’t matter much what they do,” 
he said, hastily; and then, with irritation, “She takes these dives as if she 
never meant to come up again.” 

“Awful sea,” said the Captain’s voice from above. ^ c: 

“Don’t let me drive her under,” barked Solomon Rout up the pipe. ' 

“Dark and rain. Can’t see what’s coming,” uttered the voice. “Must— -keep 
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—her — rnoving — enough to steer — and chance it^” it went on to state dis- 
tinctly*' 

“I am doing as much as I dare.” 

are— getting— smashed up— a good deal up here/’ proceeded the 
voice mildly. “Doing— fairly well— though. Of course, if the wheelhouse 
should'.go. . . 

Mr. Rout, bending an attentive ear, muttered peevishly something under 
his, breath. 

But the deliberate voice up there became animated to ask: “Jukes turned 
up yet?” Then, after a short wait, “I wish he would bear a hand. I want him 
to be done and come up here in case of anything. To look after the ship. 
I am all alone. The second mate s lost. 

“What?” shouted Mr. Rout into the engine-room, taking his head away. 
Then up the tube he cried, “Gone overboard?” and clapped his ear to. 

“Lost his nerve,” the voice from above continued in a matter-of-fact tone. 
“Damned awkward circumstance.” 

Mr. Rout, listening with bowed neck, opened his eyes wide at this. How- 
ever, he heard something like the sounds of a scuffle and broken exclama- 
tions coming down to him. He strained his hearing; and all the time Beaie> 
the third engineer, with his arms uplifted, held between the palms of his 
hands the rim of a little black wheel projecting at the side of a big copper 
pipe. He seemed to be poising it above his head, as though it were a correct 
attitude in some sort of game. 

To steady himself, he pressed his shoulder against the white bulkhead, one 
knee bent, and a sweat-rag tucked in his belt hanging on his hip. His smooth 
cheek was begrimed and flushed, and the coal dust on his eyelids, like the 
black pencilling of a make-up, enhanced the liquid brilliance of the whites, 
giving to his youthful face something of a feminine, exotic and fascinating 
aspect. When the ship pitched he would with hasty movements of his hands 
screw hard at the little wheel. 

“Gone crazy,” began the Captain’s voice suddenly in the tube. “Rushed 
at me. . . . Just now. Had to knock him down. . . . This minute. You 
heard, Mr. Rout?” 

“The devil!” muttered Mr. Rout. “Look out, Beale!” 

His shout rang out like the blast of a warning trumpet, between the iron 
walls of the engine-room. Painted white, they rose high into the dusk of the 
skylight, sloping like a roof; and the whole lofty space resembled the 
interior of a monument, divided by floors of iron grating, with lights' iSicker- 
ing at different levels, and a mass of gloom lingering in the middle, within 
the columnar stir of machinery under the, motionless swelling of the cylin- 
ders. A loud and wild resonance, made up of all the noises of the hurricane, 
dwelt in the still warmth of the air. There was in it the smell of hot metal, 
of oil, and a slight mist of steam. The blows of the sea seemed to traverse it 
in an unringing, stunning, shock, from side to side. „ ; 
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Gleams, like pale long flames, trembled upon the polish of metal ; from the 
flooring below the enormous crank-heads emerged in their turns with a flash 
of brass and steel-going over; while the connecting-rods, big-jointed, like 
skeleton limbs, seemed to thrust them down and pull them up again with 
an irresistible precision. And deep in the half-light other rods dodged de- 
liberately to and fro, crossheads nodded, discs of metal rubbed smoothly 
against each other, slow and gentle, in a commingling of shadows and 
gleams. 

Sometimes all those powerful and unerring movements would slow down 
simultaneously, as if they had been the functions of a living organism, 
stricken suddenly by the blight of languor; and Mr. Rout’s eyes would 
blaze darker in his long sallow face. He was fighting this fight in a pair of 
carpet slippers. A short shiny jacket barely covered his loins, and his white 
wrists protruded far out of the tight sleeves, as though the emergency had 
added to his stature, had lengthened his limbs, augmented his pallor, hol- 
lowed his eyes. 

He moved, climbing high up, disappearing low down, with a restless, 
purposeful industry, and when he stood still, holding the guard-rail in front 
of the starting-gear, he would keep glancing to the right at the steam- 
gauge, at the water-gauge, fixed upon the white wall in the light of a 
swaying lamp. The mouths of two speaking-tubes gaped stupidly at his 
elbow, and the dial of the engine-room telegraph resembled a clock of large 
diameter, bearing on its face curt words instead of figures. The grouped 
letters stood out heavily black, around the pivot-head of the indicator, 
emphatically symbolic of loud exclamations: Ahead, Astern, Slow, Half, 
Stand By; and the fat black hand pointed downwards to the word Full, 
which, thus singled out, captured the eye as a sharp cry secures attention. 

The wood-encased bulk of the low-pressure cylinder, frowning portly 
from above, emitted a faint wheeze at every thrust, and except for that low 
hiss the engines worked their steel limbs headlong or slow with a silent, 
determined smoothness. And all this, the white walls, the moving steel, the 
floor plates under Solomon Rout’s feet, the floors of iron grating above his 
head, the dusk and the gleams, uprose and sank continuously, with one ac- 
cord, upon the harsh wash of the waves against the ship’s side. The whole 
loftiness of the place, booming hollow to the great voice of the wind, 
swayed at the top like a tree, would go over bodily, as if borne down this 
way and that by the tremendous blasts. 

‘Tou’ve got to hurry up,” shouted Mr. Rout, as soon as he saw Jukes 
appear in the stokehold doorway. 

Jukes’ glance was wandering and tipsy; his red face was puffy, as though 
he had overslept himself. He had had an arduous road, and had travelled 
over it with immense vivacity, the agitation of his mind corresponding to 
the exertions of his body. He had rushed up out of the bunker, stumbling in 
the dark alleyway amongst a lot of bi^wildered men who, trod upon, asked 
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^What’s up, sir?’* in awed mutters all round him; — down the stokehold 
ladder, missing many iron rungs in his hurry, down into a place deep as a 
well, black as Tophet, tipping over back and forth like a see-saw. The water 
in the bilges thundered at each roll, and lumps of coal skipped to and fro, 
from end to end, rattling like an avalanche of pebbles on a slope of iron. 

Somebody in there moaned with pain, and somebody else could be seen 
crouching over what seemed the prone body of a dead man; a lusty voice 
blasphemed; and the glow under each fire-door was like a pool of flaming 
blood radiating quietly in a velvety blackness. 

A gust of wind struck upon the nape of Jukes’ neck and next moment he 
felt it streaming about his wet ankles. The stokehold ventilators hummed: 
in front of the six fire-doors two wild figures, stripped to the waist, stag- 
gered and stooped, wrestling with two shovels. 

‘'Hallo! Plenty of draught now,” yelled the second engineer at once, as 
though he had been all the time looking out for Jukes. The donkeyman, a 
dapper little chap with a dazzling fair skin and a tiny, gingery moustache, 
worked in a sort of mute transport. They were keeping a full head of steam, 
and a profound rumbling, as of an empty furniture van trotting over a 
bridge, made a sustained bass to all the other noises of the place. 

“Blowing off all the time,” went on yelling the second. With a sound as 
of a hundred scoured saucepans, the orifice of a ventilator spat upon his 
shoulder a sudden gush of salt water, and he volleyed a stream of curses 
upon all things on earth including his own soul, ripping and raving, and all 
the time attending to his business. With a sharp clash of metal the ardent 
pale glare of the fire opened upon his bullet head, showing his spluttering 
lips, his insolent face, and with another clang closed like the white-hot wink 
of an iron eye. 

“Where’s the blooming ship? Can you tell me? blast my eyes! Under 
water— or what? It’s coming down here in tons. Are the condemned cowls 
gone to Hades? Hey? Don’t you know anything— you jolly sailor-man 
you . . . ?.” 

Jukes, after a bewildered moment, had been helped by a roll to dart 
through; and as soon as his eyes took in the comparative vastness, peace and 
brilliance of the engine-room, the ship, setting her stern heavily in the 
water, sent him charging head down upon Mr. Rout. 

,, The chief’s arm, long like a tentacle, and straightening as if worked by a 
spring, went out to meet him, and deflected his rush into a spin towards the 
speaking-tubes. At the same time Mr. Rout repeated earnestly: 

“You’ve got to hurry up, whatever it is.” 

■Jukes yelled “Are you there,' sir?” and listened. Nothing, Suddenly the 
roar of the wind fell straight into his ear, but presently a small voice shoved 
aside the shouting hurricane quietly. 

Jukes was ready to. talk: it was oiily time that seemed to be wanting. It 
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I was easy enough to account for everything. He could perfectly imagine the 

coolies battened down in the reeking Ween-deck, lying sick and scared 
; between the rows of chests. Then one of these chests — or perhaps several at 

once-breaking loose open, and all these clumsy Chinamen rising up in a 
body to save their property. Afterwards every fling of the ship would hurl 
that tramping, yelling mob here and there, from side to side, in a whirl of 
smashed wood, torn clothing, rolling dollars. A struggle once started, they 
would be unable to stop themselves. Nothing could stop them now except 
main force. It was a disaster. He had seen it, and that was all he could say. 
Some of them must be dead, he believed. The rest would go on fight- 
ing.;. . ■ 

He sent up his words, tripping over each other, crowding the narrow 
tube. They mounted as if into a silence of an enlightened comprehension 
I dwelling alone up there with a storm. And Jukes wanted to be dismissed 

f from the face of that odious trouble intruding on the great need of the ship. 

flh ■ .v ' ■ 

\ ■ ■ ■ ' ' ' ■■ . . ' ■' " 

He waited. Before his eyes the engines turned with slow labour, that in 
the moment of going off into a mad fling would stop dead at Mr. Rout’s 
shout, “Look out, Beale!” They paused in an intelligent immobility, stilled 
in midstroke, a heavy crank arrested on the cant, as if conscious of danger 
and the passage of time. Then, with a “Now, then!” from the chief, and the 
sound of a breath expelled through clenched teeth, they would accomplish 
the interrupted revolution and begin another. 

There was the prudent sagacity of wisdom and the deliberation of enor- 
mous strength in their movements. This was their work — this patient coax- 
ing of a distracted ship over the fury of the waves and into the very eye of 

I I the wind. At times Mr. Rout’s chin v/ould sink on his breast, and he 

watched them with knitted eyebrows as if lost in thought. 

The voice that kept the hurricane out of Jukes’ ear began: “Take the 
hands with you . . . and left off unexpectedly. 

“What could I do with them, sir?” 

A harsh, abrupt, imperious clang exploded suddenly. The three pairs of 
eyes flew up to the telegraph dial to see the hand jump from Full to Stop, 
as if snatched by a devil. And then these three men in the engine-room had 
the intimate sensation of a check upon the ship, of a strange shrinking, as if 
she had gathered herself for a desperate leap. 

I “Stop her!” bellowed Mr. Rout. 

I Nobody — not even Captain MacWhirr, who alone on deck had caught 

I sight of a white line of foam coming on at such a height that he couldn’t 

believe his eyes — nobody was to know the steepness of that sea and the 
awful depth of the hollow the hurricane had scooped out behind the run- 
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It raced to meet the ship, and, with a pause, as of girding the loins, the 
NaU'Shan lifted her bows and leaped. The flames in all the lamps sank, 
darkening the engine-room. One went out. With a tearing crash and a 
swirling, raving tumult, tons of water fell upon the deck, as though the ship 
had darted under the foot of a cataract. 

Down there they looked at each other, stunned. 

■‘Sw^ept from end to end, by God!” bawled Jukes. 

She dipped into the hollow straight down, as if going over the edge of the 
world. The engine-room toppled forward menacingly, like the inside of a 
tower nodding in an earthquake. An awful racket, of iron things falling, 
came from the stokehold. She hung on this appalling slant long enough for 
Beale to drop on his hands and knees and begin to crawl as if he meant 
to fly on all fours out of the engine-room, and for Mr. Rout to turn his head 
slowly, rigid, cavernous, with the lower jaw dropping. Jukes had shut his 
eyes, and his face in a moment became hopelessly blank and gentle, like the 
face of a blind man. 

At last she rose slowly, staggering, as if she had to lift a mountain with 
her bows. 

Mr. Rout shut his mouth; Jukes blinked; and little Beale stood up hastily. 

Another one like this, and that’s the last of her,” cried the chief. 

He and Jukes looked at each other, and the same thought came into their 
heads. The Captain! Everything must have been swept away. Steering-gear 
gone — ship like a log. All over directly. 

*‘Rush!” ejaculated Mr. Rout thickly, glaring with enlarged, doubtful eyes 
at Jukes, who answered him by an irresolute glance. 

The clang of the telegraph gong soothed them instantly. The black hand 
dropped in a flash from Stop to Full. 

‘‘Now then, Beale!” cried Mr. Rout. 

The steam hissed low. The piston-rods slid in and out. Jukes put his ear 
to the tube. The voice was ready for him. It said: “Pick up all the money. 
Bear a hand now, Fll want you up here.” And that was all. 

“Sir.^” called up Jukes. There was no answer. 

He staggered away like a defeated man from the field of battle. He had 
got, in some way or other, a cut above his left eyebrow— a cut to the bone. 
He was not aware of it in the least: quantities of the China Sea, large enough 
to break his neck for him, had gone over his head, had cleaned, washed, and 
salted that wound. It did not bleed, but only gaped red; and this gash over 
the eye, his dishevelled hair, the disorder of his clothes, gave him the aspect 
of a man worsted in a fight with fists. 

“Got to pick up the dollars ” He appealed to Mr. Rout, smiling pitifully at 
random. 

“What’s that.?” asked Mr. Rout, wildly. “Pick up . • . ? I don’t care. . . 
Then, quivering in every muscle, But with an exaggeration of paternal tone, 
“Go away now, for God’s sake. You deck people’ll drive me silly. There’s 
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that second mate been going for the old man. Don’t you know? You fellows 
are going wrong for want of something to do. ” 

At these words Jukes discovered in himself the beginnings of anger. Want 
of something to do— indeed. . . . Full of hot scorn against the chief, he 
turned to go the way he had come. In the stokehold the plump donkeyman 
toiled with his shovel mutely, as if his tongue had been cut out; but the 
second was carrying on like a noisy, undaunted maniac, who had preserved 
his skill in the art of stoking under a marine boiler. 

‘‘Hallo, you wandering ofScer! Hey! Can’t you get some of your slush- 
slingers to wind up a few of them ashes? I am getting choked with them 
here. Curse itl Hallo! Hey! Remember the articles; Sailors and firemen to 
assist each other. Hey! D'ye hear}'' 

Jukes was climbing out frantically, and the other, lifting up his face after 
him, howled, “Can’t you speak? What are you poking about here for? 
What’s your game, anyhow?” 

A frenzy possessed Jukes. By the time he was back amongst the men in 
the darkness of the alleyway, he felt ready to wring all their necks at the 
slightest sign of hanging back. The very thought of it exasperated him. He 
couldn’t hang back. They shouldn’t. 

The impetuosity with which he came amongst them carried them along. 
They had already been excited and startled at all his comings and goings — 
by the fierceness and rapidity of his movements; and more felt than seen in 
his rushes, he appeared formidable — ^busied with matters of life and death 
that brooked no delay. At his first word he heard them drop into the bunker 
one after another obediently, with heavy thumps. 

They were not clear as to what would have to be done. “What is it? 
What is it?” they were asking each other. The boatswain tried to explain; 
the sounds of a great scuffle surprised them: and the mighty shocks, rever- 
berating awfully in the black bunker, kept them in mind of their danger. 
When the boatswain threw open the door it seemed that an eddy of the 
hurricane, stealing through the iron sides of the ship, had set all these 
bodies whirling like dust: there came to them a confused uproar, a tem- 
pestuous tumult, a fierce mutter, gusts of screams dying away, and the 
tramping of feet mingling with the blows of the sea. 

For a moment they glared amazed, blocking the doorway. Jukes pushed 
through them brutally. He said nothing, and simply darted in. Another 
lot of coolies on the ladder, struggling suicidally to break through the 
battened hatch to a swamped deck, fell off as before, and he disappeared 
under them like a man overtaken by a landslide. 

The boatswain yelled excitedly: “Come along. Get the mate out. He’ll be 
trampled to death. Come on,” 

They charged in, stamping on breasts, on fingers, on faces, catching their 
feet in heaps of clothing, kicking broken wood; but before they could get 
hold of him, Jukes emerged waist deep in, a multitude of clawing hands. In 
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the instant he had been lost to view, all the buttons of his jacket had gone, 
its back had got split up to the collar, his waistcoat had been torn open. 
The central struggling mass of Chinamen, went over to the roll, dark, indis- 
tinct, helpless, with a wild gleam of many eyes in the dim light of the lamps. 

‘‘Leave me alone—damn you, l am all right,” screeched Jukes. “Drive them 
forward. Watch your chance when she pitches. Forward with ’em. Drive 
them against the bulkhead. Jam ’em up.” 

The rush of the sailors into the seething ’tween-deck was like a splash 
of cold water into a boiling cauldron. The commotion sank for a moment. 

The bulk of Chinamen were locked in such a compact scrimmage that, 
linking their arms and aided by an appalling dive of the ship, the seamen 
sent it forward in one great shove, like a solid block. Behind their backs 
small clusters and loose bodies tumbled from side to side. 

The boatswain performed prodigious feats of strength. With his long arms 
open, and each great paw clutching at a stanchion, he stopped the rush of 
seven entwined Chinamen rolling like a boulder. His joints cracked; he said, 
“Ha!” and they flew apart. But the carpenter showed the greater intelli- 
gence. Without saying a word to anybody he went back into the alleyway, 
to fetch several coils of cargo gear he had seen there-— chain and rope. With 
these life-lines were rigged. 

There was really no resistance. The struggle, however it began, had turned 
into a scramble of blind panic. If the coolies had started up after their 
scattered dollars they were by that time fighting only for their footing. They 
took each other by the throat merely to save themselves from being hurled 
about. Whoever got a hold anywhere would kick at the others who caught 
at his legs and hung on, till a roll sent them flying together across the deck. 

The coming of the white devils was a terror. Had they come to kill? The 
individuals torn out of the ruck became very limp in the seamen’s hands: 
some, dragged aside by the heels, were passive, like dead bodies, with open, 
fixed eyes. Here and there a coolie would fall on his knees as if begging for 
mercy; several, v/hom the excess of fear made unruly, were hit with hard 
fists between the eyes, and cowered; while those who were hurt submitted 
to rough handling, blinking rapidly without a plaint. Faces streamed with 
blood; there were raw places on the shaven heads, scratches, bruises, torn 
wounds, gashes. The broken porcelain out of the chests was mostly re- 
sponsible for the latter. Here and there a Chinaman, wild-eyed, with his tail 
unplaited, nursed a bleeding sole. 

They had been ranged closely, after having been shaken into submission, 
cuffed a little to allay excitement, addressed in gruff words of encourage- 
ment that sounded like promises of evil They sat on the deck in ghastly, 
drooping rows, and at the end the carpenter, with two hands to help him, 
moved busily from place to place, setting taut and hitching the life-lines. 
The boatswain, with one leg and one arm embracing a stanchion, struggled 
with a lamp pressed to his breast, trying to get a light, and growling all the 
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time like an industrious gorilla. The figures o£ seamen stooped repeatedly, 
with the movements o£ gleaners, and everything was being flung into the 
bunker : clothing, smashed wood, broken china, and the dollars, too, gath- 
ered up in men’s Jackets. Now and then a sailor would stagger towards the 
doorway with his arms full of rubbish; and dolorous, slanting eyes followed 
his movements. 

With every roll of the ship the long rows of sitting Celestials would sway 
forward brokenly, and her headlong dives knocked together the line of 
shaven polls from end to end. When the wash of water rolling on the deck 
died away for a moment, it seemed to Jukes, yet quivering from his exer- 
tions, that in his mad struggle down there he had overcome the wind 
somehow: that a silence had fallen upon the ship, a silence in which the sea 
struck thunderously at her sides. 

Everything had been cleared out of the ’tween-deck — all the wreckage, as 
the men said. They stood erect and tottering above the level of heads and 
drooping shoulders. Here and there a coolie sobbed for his breath. Where 
the high light fell, Jukes could see the salient ribs of one, the yellow, wistful 
face of another; bowed necks; or would meet a dull stare directed at his 
face. He was amazed that there had been no corpses; but the lot of them 
seemed at their last gasp, and they appeared to him more pitiful than if they 
had been all dead. 

Suddenly one of the coolies began to speak. The light came and went on 
his lean, straining face; he threw his head up like a baying hound. From 
the bunker came the sounds of knocking and the tinkle of some dollars 
rolling loose; he stretched out his arm, his. mouth yawned black, and the 
incomprehensible guttural hooting sounds, that did not seem to belong to a 
human language, penetrated Jukes with a strange emotion as if a brute had 
tried to be eloquent. 

Two more started mouthing what seemed to Jukes fierce denunciations; 
the others stirred with grunts and growls. Jukes ordered the hands out of 
the ’tween-decks hurriedly. He left last himself, backing through the door, 
while the grunts rose to a loud murmur and hands were extended after him 
as after a malefactor. The boatswain shot the bolt, and remarked uneasily, 
“Seems as if the wind had dropped, sir.” 

The seamen were glad to get back into the alleyway. Secretly each of 
them thought that at the last moment he could rush out on deck — ^and that 
was a comfort. There is something horribly repugnant in the idea of being 
drowned under a deck. Now they had done with the Chinamen, they again 
became conscious of the ship’s position. 

Jukes on coming out of the alleyway found himself up to the neck in the 
noisy water. He gained the bridge, and discovered he could detect obscure 
shapes as if his sight had become preternaturally acute. He saw faint out- 
lines. They recalled not the familiar aspect of the Nan-Shan, but something 
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remembered— an old dismantled steamer he had seen years ago rotting on a 
mudbank. She recalled that wreck. 

There was no windj not a breathy except the faint currents created by the 
lurches of the ship. The smoke tossed out of the funnel was settling down 
upon her deck. He breathed it as he passed forward. He felt the deliberate 
throb of the engines, and heard small sounds that seemed to have survived 
the great uproar: the knocking of broken fittings, the rapid tumbling of 
some piece of wreckage on the bridge. He perceived dimly the squat shape 
of his captain holding on to a twisted bridge^rail, rnotionless and swaying as 
if rooted to the planks. The unexpected stillness of the air oppressed Jukes. 

“We have done it, sir,*’ he gasped. 

“Thought you would,” said Captain MacWhirr. 

“Did you?” murmured Jukes to himself. 

“Wind fell all at once,” went on the Captain. 

Jukes burst out: “If you think it was an easy job—” 

But his captain, clinging to the rail, paid no attention. “According to the 
books the worst is not over yet.” 

“If most of them hadn’t been half dead with seasickness and fright, not 
one of us would come out of that ’tween-deck alive,” said Jukes. 

“Had to do whaFs fair by them,” mumbled MacWhirr, stolidly. “You 
don’t find everything in books.” 

“Why, I believe they would have risen on us if I hadn’t ordered the hands 
out of that pretty quick,” continued Jukes with warmth. 

After the whisper of their shouts, their ordinary tones, so distinct, rang 
out very loud to their ears in the amazing stillness of the air. It seemed to 
them they were talking in a dark and echoing vault. 

Through a jagged aperture in the dome of clouds the light of a few stars 
fell upon the black sea, rising and falling confusedly. Sometimes the head 
of a watery cone would topple on board and mingle with the rolling flurry 
of foam on the swamped deck; and the Nan-Shan wallowed heavily at the 
bottom of a circular cistern of clouds. This ring of dense vapours, gyrating 
madly round the calm of the centre, encompassed the ship like a motionless 
and unbroken wall of an aspect inconceivably sinister. Wfithin, the sea, as if 
agitated by an internal commotion, leaped in peaked mounds that jostled 
each other, slapping heavily against her sides; and a low moaning sound, 
the infinite plaint of the storm’s fury, came from beyond the limits of the 
menacing calm. Captain MacWhirr remained silent, and Jukes’ ready ear 
caught suddenly the faint, long-drawn roar of some immense wave rushing 
unseen under that thick blackness, which made the appalling boundary of 
his vision. 

“Of course,” he started resentfully, “they thought we had caught at the 
chance to plunder them. Of course! You said— pick up the money. Easier 
said than done. They couldn’t tell what was in our heads. We came in, 
smash— right into the middle of them. Had to do it by a rush.” 
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long as it's done , . . mumbled the Cap tain^ without attempting to 
look at Jukes. ^‘Had to do what s fair.’^ 

'‘We shall find yet there's the devil to pay when this is over,” said Jukes, 
feeling very sore. “Let them only recover a bit, and you’ll see. They will fly 
at our throats, sir. Don’t forget, sir, she isn’t a British ship now. These 
brutes know it well, too. The damned Siamese flag.” 

“We are on board, all the same,” remarked Captain MacWhirr. 

“The trouble’s not over yet,” insisted Jukes, prophetically, reeling and 
catching on. “She’s a wreck,” he added, faintly. 

“The trouble’s not over yet,” assented Captain MacWhirr, half aloud. 

“Look out for her a minute.” 

“Are you going off the deck, sir.?” asked Jukes, hurriedly, as if the storm 
were sure to pounce upon him as soon as he had been left alone with the 
ship. 

He watched her, battered and solitary, labouring heavily in a wild scene 
of mountainous black waters lit by the gleams of distant worlds. She moved 
slowly, breathing into the still core of the hurricane the excess of her 
strength in a white cloud of steam— and the deep-toned vibration of the 
escape was like the defiant trumpeting of a living creature of the sea im- 
patient for the renewal of the contest. It ceased suddenly. The still air 
moaned. Above Jukes’ head a few stars shone into a pit of black vapours. 
The inky edge of the cloud-disc frowned upon the ship under the patch of 
glittering sky. The stars, too, seemed to look at her intently, as if for the last 
time, and the cluster of their splendour sat like a diadem on a lowering 
brow.; ' ■■ . ' ■ ■ ■ . ■ ■ 

Captain MacWhirr had gone into the chart-room. There was no light 
there; but he could feel the disorder of that place where he used to live 
tidily. His armchair was upset. The books had tumbled out on the floor; he 
scrunched a piece of glass under his boot. He groped for the matches, and 
found a box on a shelf with a deep ledge. He struck one, and puckering the 
corners of his eyes, held out the little flame towards the barometer whose 
glittering top of glass and metals nodded at him continuously. 

It stood very low— incredibly low, so low that Captain MacWhirr grunted. 
The match went out, and hurriedly he extracted another, with thick, stiff 
fingers. 

Again a little flame flared up before the nodding glass and metal of the 
top. His eyes looked at it, narrowed with attention, as if expecting an im- 
perceptible sign. With his grave face he resembled a booted and misshapen 
pagan burning incense before the oracle of a Joss. There was no mistake. 
It was the lowest reading he had ever seen in his life. 

Captain MacWhirr emitted a low whistle. He forgot himself till the flame 
diminished to a blue spark, burnt his fingers and vanished. Perhaps some- 
thing had gone wrong with the thing! 

There v/as an aneroid glass screwed above the couch. He turned that 
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,way> struck, another;, match,: and, discovered the white face of,, the other in- 
strument looking at him from the bulkhead, meaningly, not to be gainsaid, as 
though the wisdom of men were made unerring by the indifference of 
matter. There was no room for doubt now. Captain Mac Whirr pshawed 
at it, and threw the match down. 

The worst was to come, then— and if the books were right this worst 
would be very bad. The experience of the last six hours had enlarged his 
conception of what heavy weather could be like. “It’ll be terrific,” he pro- 
nounced, mentally. He had not consciously looked at anything by the light 
of the matches except at the barometer; and yet somehow he had seen that 
his water-bottle and the two tumblers had been flung out of their stand. It 
seemed to give him a more intimate knowledge of the tossing the ship had 
gone through* “I wouldn’t have believed it,” he thought. And his table had 
been cleared, too; his rulers, his pencils, the inkstand— all the things that 
had their safe appointed places— they were gone, as if a mischievous hand, 
had plucked them out one by one and flung them on the wet floor. The 
hurricane had broken in upon the orderly arrangements of his privacy. 
This had never happened before, and the feeling of dismay reached the 
very seat of his composure. And the worst was to come yet! He was glad 
the trouble in the ’tween-deck had, been discovered in time. If the ship had 
to go after all, then, at least, she wouldn’t be going to the bottom with a 
lot of people in her fighting teeth and claw. That would have been odious. 
And in that feeling there was a humane intention and a vague sense of the 
fitness of things. 

These instantaneous thoughts were yet in their essence heavy and slow, 
partaking of the nature of the man. He extended his hand to put back the 
matchbox in its corner of the shelf. There were always matches there — by 
his order. The steward had his instructions impressed upon him long be- 
fore. “A box . . , just there, see? Not so very full . . . where I can put my 
hand on it, steward. Might want a light in a hurry. Can’t tell on board ship 
what you might want in a hurry. Mind, now.” 

And of course on his side he would be careful to put it back in its place 
scrupulously. He did so now, but before he removed his hand it occurred to 
him that perhaps he would never have occasion to use that box any more. 
The vividness of the thought checked him and for an infinitesimal fraction 
of a second his fingers closed again on the small object as though it had 
been the symbol of all these little habits that chain us to the weary round 
of life. He released it at last, and letting himself fall on the settee, listened 
for the first sounds of returning wind. 

Not yet. He heard only the wash of water, the heavy splashes, the dull 
shocks of the confused seas boarding his ship from all sides. She would 
never have a chance to clear her decks. 

But the quietude of the air was. startlingly tense and unsafe, like a slender 
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hair holding a sword suspended over his head. By this awfuh pause the 
storm penetrated the defences of the man and unsealed his lips. He spoke 
out in the solitude and the pitch darkness of the cabin, as if addressing 
another being awakened within his breast. 

‘‘I shouldn’t like to lose her,” he said half aloud. 

He sat unseen, apart from the sea, from his ship, isolated, as if withdrawn 
from the very current of his own existence, where such freaks as talking to 
himself surely had no place. His palms reposed on his knees, he bowed his 
short neck and puffed heavily, surrendering to a strange sensation of weari- 
ness he was not enlightened enough to recognize for the fatigue of mental 
stress. '■ ; ■ ■ ' 

From where he sat he could reach the door of a washstand locker. There 
should have been a towel there. There was. Good. . . . He took it out, 
wiped his face, and afterwards went on rubbing his wet head. He towelled 
himself with energy in the dark, and then remained motionless with the 
towel on his knees. A moment passed, of a stillness so profound that no 
one could have guessed there was a man sitting in that cabin. Then a 
murmur arose. 

“She may come out of it yet.” 

When Captain MacWhirr came out on deck, which he did brusquely, as 
though he had suddenly become conscious of having stayed away too long, 
the calm had lasted already more than fifteen minutes — ^long enough to 
make itself intolerable even to his imagination. Jukes, motionless on the 
forepart of the bridge^ began to speak at once. His voice, blank and forced 
as though he were talking through hard-set teeth, seemed to flow away on 
all sides into the darkness, deepening again upon the sea. 

“I had the wheel relieved. Hackett began to sing out that he was done. 
He’s lying in there alongside the steering-gear with a face like death. At 
first I couldn’t get anybody to crawl out and relieve the poor devil. That 
boss’en’s worse than no good, I always said. Thought I would have had to 
go myself and haul out one of them by the neck.” 

“Ah, well,” muttered the Captain. He stood watchful by Jukes’ side. 

“The second mate’s in there, too, holding his head. Is he hurt, sir.?*” 

“No — crazy,” said Captain MacWhirr, curtly. 

“Looks as if he had a tumble, though.” 

“I had to give him a push,” explained the Captain. 

Jukes gave an impatient sigh. 

“It will come very sudden,” said Captain MacWhirr, “and from over 
.there, I fancy. God only knows though. These books are only good to 
muddle your head and make you jumpy. It will be bad, and there’s an end. 
If we only can steam her round in time to meet it. . . .” 

A minute passed. Some of the stars winked rapidly and vanished. 

“You left them pretty safe?” began the Captain abruptly, as though the 
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■'^Are you thinking of the cooliesysir? I rigged life-lines all ways :across that 
’tween-deck.” . ^ 

‘‘Did you? Good idea^ Mr. Jukes.” 

“I didn’t . . . think you cared to . . . know,” said Jukes— the lurching 
of the ship cut his speech as though somebody had been jerking him around 
while he talked — “how I got on with . . . that infernal job. We did it. And 
it may not matter in the end.” 

“Had to do what’s fair, for all— they are only Chinamen. Give them the 
same chance with ourselves— hang it all. She isn’t lost yet. Bad enough to 
be shut up below in a gale- •” 

“That’s what I thought when you gave me the job, sir,” interjected Jukes, 
moodily, 

“ — -without being battered to pieces,” pursued Captain MacWhirr with 
rising vehemence. “Couldn’t let that go on in my ship, if I knew she hadn’t 
five minutes to live. Couldn’t bear it, Mr. Jukes.” 

A hollow echoing noise, like that of a shout rolling in a rocky chasm, 
approached the ship and went away again. The last star, blurred, enlarged, 
as if returning to the fiery mist of its beginning, struggled with the colossal 
depth of blackness hanging over the ship — and went out. 

“Now for it!” muttered Captain MacWhirr. “Mr. Jukes.” 

“Here, sir.” 

The two men were growing indistinct to each other. 

“We must trust her to go through it and come out on the other side. 
That’s plain and straight. There’s no room for Captain Wilson’s storm- 
strategy here.” 

“No, sir.” 

“She will be smothered and swept again for hours,” mumbled the Cap- 
tain. “There’s not much left by this time above deck for the sea to take 
away — unless you or me.” 

“Both, sir,” whispered Jukes, breathlessly. 

“You are always meeting trouble half way, Jukes,” Captain MacWhirr 
remonstrated quaintly. “Though it’s a fact that the second mate is no good. 
D’ye hear, Mr. Jukes? You would be left alone if. . . 

Captain MacWhirr interrupted himself, and Jukes, glancing on all sides, 
remained silent. 

“Don’t you be put out by anything,” the Captain continued, mumbling 
rather fast. “Keep her facing it. They may say what they like, but the 
heaviest seas run with the wind. Facing it— always facing it— that’s the way 
to get through. You are a young sailor. Face it. That’s enough for any man. 
Keep a cool head.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jukes, with a flutter of the heart. 

In the next few seconds the Captain spoke to the engine-room and got 
-'■ari answer. ^ , 

; For some reason Jukes experienced an access of confidence, a sensation 
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that came from outside like a warm breath, and made him feel equal to 
every demand. The distant muttering of the darkness stole into his ears. He 
noted it unmoved, out of that sudden belief in himself, as a man safe in a 
shirt of mail would watch a point. 

The ship laboured without intermission amongst the black hills of water, 
paying with this hard tumbling the price of her life. She rumbled in her 
depths, shaking a white plummet of steam into the night, and Jukes’ 
thought skimmed like a bird through the engine-room, where Mr. Rout- 
good man— was ready. When the rumbling ceased it seemed to him that 
there was a pause of every sound, a dead pause in which Captain Mac- 
Whirr’s voice rang out startlingly. 

‘What’s that? A puff of wind?”— it spoke much louder than Jukes had 
ever heard it before— “On the bow. That’s right. She may come out of it 
yet.” : 

The mutter of the winds drew near apace. In the forefront could be 
distinguished a drowsy waking plaint passing on, and far off the growth of 
a multiple clamour, marching and expanding. There was the throb as of 
many drums in it, a vicious rushing note, and like the chant of a tramping 
multitude. 

Jukes could no longer see his captain distinctly. The darkness was 
absolutely piling itself upon the ship. At most he made out movements, a 
hint of elbows spread out, a head thrown up. 

Captain MacWhirr was trying to do up the top button of his oilskin coat 
with unwonted haste. The hurricane, with its power to madden the seas, to 
sink ships, to uproot trees, to overturn strong walls and dash the very birds 
of the air to the ground, had found this taciturn man in its path, and, doing 
its utmost, had managed to wring out a few words. Before the renewed 
wrath of winds swooped on his ship, Captain MacWhirr was moved to de- 
clare, in a tone of vexation, as it were; “I wouldn’t like to lose her.” 

He was spared that annoyance. 

VI 

On a bright sunshiny day, with the breeze chasing her smoke far ahead, 
the came into Fu-chau. Her arrival was at once noticed on shore, 

and the seamen in harbour said: “Look! Look at that steamer. What’s that? 
Siamese — isn’t she? Just look at her!” 

She seemed, indeed, to have been lised as a running target for the 
secondary batteries of a cruiser. A hail of minor shells could not have given 
her upper works a more broken, torn, and devastated aspect: and she had 
about her the worn, weary air of ships coming from the far ends of the 
world — and indeed with truth, for in her short passage she had been very 
far; sighting, verily, even the coast, of the Great Beyond, whence no ship 
ever returns to give up her crew to the dust of the earth. She was incrusted 
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and gray with salt to the trucks of her masts and to the top of her funnel; 
as though (as some facetious seaman said) ‘‘the crowd on board had fished 
her out somewhere from the bottom of the sea and brought her in here for 
salvage.” And further^ excited by the felicity of his own wit^ he offered to 
give five pounds for her — “as she stands.” 

Before she had been quite an hour at rest, a meagre little man, with a red- 
tipped nose and a face cast in an angry mould, landed from a sampan on 
the quay of the Foreign Concession, and incontinently turned to shake his 
fist at her. 

A tall individual, with legs much too thin for a rotund stomach, and 
with watery eyes, strolled up and remarked, “Just left her — eh.^ Quick 
work.” 

He wore a soiled suit of blue flannel with a pair of dirty cricketing shoes; 
a dingy gray moustache drooped from his lip, and daylight could be seen 
in two places between the rim and the crown of his hat. 

“Hallo! what are you doing here.?” asked the ex-second-mate of the Nan- 
Shaft, shaking hands hurriedly. 

“Standing by for a job — chance worth taking — got a quiet hint,” explained 
the man with the broken hat, in jerky, apathetic wheezes. 

The second shook his fist again at the Nan-Shan. “There’s a fellow there 
that ain’t fit to have the command of a scow,” he declared, quivering with 
passion, while the other looked about listlessly. 

“Is there?” 

But he caught sight on the^quay of a heavy seaman’s chest, painted brown 
under a fringed sailcloth cover, and lashed with new manila line. He eyed it 
with awakened interest. 

“I would talk and raise trouble if it wasn’t for that damned Siamese flag. 
Nobody to go to — or I would make it hot for him. The fraud! Told his 
chief engineer—that’s another fraud for you— I had lost my nerve. The 
greatest lot of ignorant fools that ever sailed the seas. No! You can’t 
think . . 

“Got your money all right?” inquired his seedy acquaintance suddenly. 

“Yes. Paid me off on board,” raged the second mate. “‘Get your break- 
fast on shore,’ says he.” 

“Mean skunk!” commented the tall man, vaguely, and passed his tongue 
on his lips. “What about having a drink of some sort?” 

“He struck me,” hissed the second mate. 

“No! Struck! You don’t say?” The man in blue began to bustle about 
sympathetically. “Can’t possibly talk here. I want to know all about it. 
Struck— eh? Let’s get a fellow to carry your chest. I know a quiet place 
where they have some bottled beer. . . 

Mr. Jukes, who had been scanning the shore through a pair of glasses, 
informed the chief engineer afterwards that “our late second mate hasn’t 
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been long in finding a friend. A chap looking uncommonly like a bummer. 
I saw them walk away together from the quay ” 

The hammering and banging of the needful repairs did not disturb Cap- 
tain MacWhirr. The steward found in the letter he wrote, in a tidy chart- 
room, passages of such absorbing interest that twice he was nearly caught 
ill the act. But Mrs. MacWhirr, in the drawing-room of the forty-pound 
house, stifled a yawn— perhaps out of self-respect— for she was alone. 

She reclined in a plush-bottomed and gilt hammock-chair near a tiled fire- 
place, with Japanese fans on the mantel and a glow of coals in the grate. 
Lifting her hands, she glanced wearily here and there into the many pages. 
It was not her fault they were so prosy, so completely uninteresting— from 
“My darling wife” at the beginning, to “Your loving husband” at the end. 
She couldn’t be really expected to understand all these ship affairs. She 
was glad, of course, to hear from him, but she had never asked herself why, 
precisely. 

. . They are called typhoons . , . The mate did not seem to like it . . . 
Not in books . . . Couldn’t think of letting it go on. . . 

The paper rustled sharply. “. . . A calm that lasted more than twenty 
minutes,” she read perfunctorily; and the next w^ords her thoughtless eyes 
caught, on the top of another page, were: “see you and the children again. 

. . She had a movement of impatience. He was always thinking of com- 
ing home. He had never had such a good salary before. What was the 
matter now.? 

It did not occur to her to turn back overleaf to look. She would have 
found it recorded there that between 4 and 6 a.m. on December 25th, Cap- 
tain MacWhirr did actually think that his ship could not possibly live an- 
other hour in such a sea, and that he would never see his wife and children 
again. Nobody was to know this (his letters got mislaid so quickly) — 
nobody whatever but the steward, who had been greatly impressed by that 
disclosure. So much so, that he tried to give the cook some idea of the 
“narrow squeak we all had” by saying solemnly, “The old man himself had 
a dam’ poor opinion of our chance ” 

“How do you know?” asked, contemptuously, the cook, an old soldier. 
“He hasn’t told you, maybe?” 

“Well, he did give me a hint to that effect,” the steward brazened it 
out. 

“Get along with you! He will be coming to tell me next,” jeered the old 
cook, over his shoulder. 

Mrs. MacWhirr glanced farther, on the alert. “. . . Do what’s fair. . . . 
Miserable objects . . . Only three, with a broken leg each, and one . . . 
Thought had better keep the matter quiet . . . hope to have done the fair 
thing. . . 

She let fall her hands. No: there was nothing more about coming home. 
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Must have, been merely, expressing a. pious wish. Mrs. MacWhirr’s mind was 
set at ease, and a black marble clock, priced by the local jeweller at £3 iSr. 
had a discreet stealthy tick. 

The door flew open, and a girl in the long-legged, short-frocked period o£ 
existence, flung into the room. A lot of colourless, rather lanky hair was 
scattered over her shoulders. Seeing her mother, she stood still, and directed 
her pale prying eyes upon the letter. 

'Trom father,” murmured Mrs. MacWhirr. 'What have you done with 
yoiir.ribbon?” 

The girl put her hands up to her head and pouted. 

"He’s well,” continued Mrs. MacWhirr, languidly. "At least I think so. 
He never says.” She had a little laugh. The girl’s face expressed a wander- 
ing indifference, and Mrs. MacWhirr surveyed her with fond pride. 

"Go and get your hat,” she said after a while. "I am going out to do some 
shopping. There is a sale at Linom’s.” 

"Oh, how jolly!” uttered the child, impressively, in unexpectedly grave 
vibrating tones, and bounded out of the room. 

It was a fine afternoon, with a gray sky and dry sidewalks. Outside the 
draper’s Mrs. MacWhirr smiled upon a woman in a black mantle of 
generous proportions armoured in jet and crowned with flowers blooming 
falsely above a bilious matronly countenance. They broke into a swift little 
babble of greetings and exclamations both together, very hurried, as if the 
street were ready to yawn open and swallow all that pleasure before it 
could be expressed. 

Behind them the high glass doors were kept on the swing. People couldn’t 
pass, men stood aside waiting patiently, and Lydia was absorbed in poking 
the end of her parasol between the stone flags. Mrs. MacWhirr talked 
rapidly. 

"Thank you very much. He’s not coming home yet. Of course it’s very 
sad to have him away, but it’s such a comfort to know he keeps so well.” 
Mrs. MacWhirr drew breath. "The climate there agrees with him,” she 
added, beamingly, as if poor MacWhirr had been away touring in China 
for the sake of his health. 

Neither was the chief engineer coming home yet. Mr. Rout knew too well 
the value of a good billet. 

"Solomon says wonders will never cease,” cried Mrs. Rout joyously at the 
old lady in her armchair by the fire. Mr. Rout’s mother moved slightly, her 
withered hands lying in black half-mittens on her lap. 

..The eyes of the engineer’s wife fairly danced on the paper. "That captain 
of the ship he is in— a rather simple man, you remember, mother?-— has 
done something rather clever, Solomon, says.” 

"Yes, my dear,” said the old woman meekly, sitting with bowed silvery 
head, and that air of inward stillness characteristic of very old people who 
seem lost in watching the last flickers of life. "I think I remember.” 
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Solomon Rout, Old Sol, Father Sol, the Chief, *'Rout, good man”— Mr. 
Rout, the condescending and paternal friend of youth, had been the baby 
of her many children—all dead by this time. And she remembered him best 
as a boy of ten— long before he went away to serve his apprenticeship in 
some great engineering works in the North. She had seen so little of him 
since, she had gone through so many years, that she had now to retrace 
her steps very far back to recognize him plainly in the mist of time. Some- 
times it seemed that her daughterundaw was talking of some strange man. 

Mrs. Rout iimior was disappointed. "‘H’m. H’m.” She turned the page, 
“How provoking! He doesn’t say what it is. Says I couldn’t understand 
how much there was in it. Fancy! What could it be so very clever? What a 
wretched man not to tell us!” 

She read on without further remark soberly, and at last sat looking into 
the fire. The chief wrote just a word or two of the typhoon; but something 
had moved him to express an increased longing for the companionship of 
the jolly woman. “If it hadn’t been that mother must be looked after, I 
would send you your passage-money to-day. You could set up a small house 
out here. I would have a chance to see you sometimes then. We are not 
growing younger. . . 

“He’s well, mother,” sighed Mrs. Rout, rousing herself. 

“He always was a strong healthy boy,” said the old woman, placidly. 

But Mr. Jukes’ account was really animated and very full. His friend in 
the Western Ocean trade imparted it freely to the other officers of his liner. 
“A chap I knov/ writes to me about an extraordinary affiair that happened 
on board his ship in that typhoon — ^you know — that we read of in the papers 
two months ago. It’s the funniest thing! Just see for yourself what he 
says, ni show you his letter.” 

There were phrases in it calculated to give the impression of light-hearted, 
indomitable resolution. Jukes had written them in good faith, for he felt 
thus when he wrote. He described with lurid effect the scenes in the ’tween- 
deck. . . It struck me in a flash that those confounded Chinamen couldn’t 
tell we weren’t a desperate kind of robbers. ’Tisn’t good to part the China- 
man from his money if he is the stronger party. We need have been 
desperate indeed to go thieving in such weather, but what could these 
beggars know of us ? So, without thinking of it twice, I got the hands away 
in a jiffy. Our work was done — that the old man had set his heart on. We 
cleared out without staying to inquire how they felt. I am convinced that 
if they had not been so unmercifully shaken, and afraid — each individual 
one of them — to stand up, we would have been torn to pieces. Oh! It was 
pretty complete, I can tell you; and you may run to and fro across the 
Pond to the end of time before you find yourself with such a job on your 
hands.” 

After this he alluded professionally to the damage done to the ship, and 
went on thus: . , 
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“it was wiieii the weather quieted down that the situation became con- 
foundedly delicate. It wasn’t made any better by us having been lately trans- 
ferred to the Siamese flag; though the skipper can’t see that it makes any 
difference— as long as we are on board’— -he says. There are feelings that 
this man simply hasn’t got— and there’s an end of it. You might just as well 
try to make a bedpost understand. But apart from this it is an infernally 
lonely state for a ship to be going about the China seas with no proper 
consuls, not even a gunboat of her own anywhere, nor a body to go to in 
case of some trouble. 

“My notion was to keep these Johnnies under hatches for another fifteen 
hours or so; as we weren’t much farther than that from Fu-cliau. We would 
find there, most likely, some sort of a man-of-war, and once under her guns 
we were safe enough; for surely any skipper of a man-of-war— English, 
French or Dutch — would see white men through as far as row on board 
goes. We could get rid of them and their money afterwards by delivering 
them to their Mandarin or Taotai, or whatever they call these chaps in 
goggles you see being carried about in sedan-chairs through their stinking 
.s'treetsr ■ ■ ■ ■ 

“The old man wouldn’t see it somehow. He wanted to keep the matter 
quiet. He got that notion into his head, and a steam windlass couldn’t drag 
it out of him. He wanted as little fuss made as possible, for the sake of the 
ship’s name and for the sake of the owners — ‘for the sake of all concerned,’ 
says he, looking at me very hard. It made me angry hot. Of course you 
couldn’t keep a thing like that quiet; but the chests had been secured in the 
usual manner and were safe enough for any earthly gale, while this had 
been an altogether fiendish business I couldn’t give you even an idea of. 

“Meantime, I could hardly keep on my feet. None of us had a spell of 
any sort for nearly thirty hours, and there the old man sat rubbing his chin, 
rubbing the top of his head, and so bothered he didn’t even think of pulling 
his long boots off. 

“ ‘I hope, sir,’ says I, ‘you won’t be letting them out on deck before we 
make ready for them in some shape or other.’ Not, mind you, that I felt 
very sanguine about controlling these beggars if they meant to take charge. 
A trouble with a cargo of Chinamen is no child’s play. I was dam’ tired, too. 
‘I wish,’ said I, ‘you would let us throw the whole lot of these dollars down 
to them and leave them to fight it out amongst themselves, while we get a 
rest/ 

“ ‘Now you talk wild. Jukes,’ says he, looking up in his slow way that 
makes you ache all over, somehow. ‘We must plan out something that 
would be fair to all parties.’ . 

“I had no end of work on: hand, as you may imagine, so I set the hands 
going, and then I thought I would turn in a bit. I hadn’t been asleep in my 
bunk ten minutes when in rushes the steward and begins to pull at my 
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'' Tor God's sake^ Mr. Jukes, come out! Come on deck quick, sir. Oh, do 
come outf , . ... . 

‘‘The fellow scared all the sense out of me. I didn't know what had hap- 
pened : another hurricane — or what Could hear no wind. 

“‘The Captain’s letting them out Oh, he is letting them out! Jump on 
deck, sir, and save us. The chief engineer has just run below for his 
revolver.’ . 

“That’s what I understood the fool to say. However, Father Rout swears 
he went in there only to get a clean pocket-handkerchief. Anyhow, I made 
one jump into my trousers and flew on deck aft There was certainly a 
good deal of noise going on forw^ard of the bridge. Four of the hands with 
the boss’en were at work aft. I passed up to them some of the rifles all the 
ships on the China coast carry in the cabin, and led them on the bridge. On 
the way I ran against Old Sol, looking startled and sucking at an unlighted 
cigar. 

“ ‘Come along,’ I shouted to him. 

“We charged, the seven of us, up to the chart-room. All was over. There 
stood the old man with his sea-boots still drawn up to the hips and in shirt- 
sleeves — got warm thinking it out, I suppose. Bun Hin’s dandy clerk at his 
elbow, as dirty as a sweep, was still green in the face. I could see directly I 
was in for something, 

“ ‘What the devil are these monkey tricks, Mr. Jukes.?’ asks the old man, 
as angry as ever he could be. I tell you frankly it made me lose my tongue. 
‘For God’s sake, Mr. Jukes,’ says he, ‘do take away these rifles from the 
men. Somebody’s sure to get hurt before long if you don’t. Damme, if this 
ship isn’t worse than Bedlam! Look sharp now. I want you up here to help 
me and Bun Hin’s Chinaman to count that money. You wouldn’t mind 
lending a hand, too, Mr. Rout, now you are here. The more of us the better.’ 

“He had settled it all in his mind while I was having a snooze. Had we 
been an English ship, or only going to land our cargo of coolies in an Eng- 
lish part, like Hong-Kong, for instance, there would have been no end of 
inquiries and bother, claims for damages and so on. But these Chinamen 
know their officials better than we do. 

“The hatches had been taken off already, and they were all on deck after 
a night and a day down below. It made you feel queer to see so many 
gaunt, wild faces together. The beggars stared about at the sky, at the sea, 
at the ship, as though they had expected the whole thing to have been 
blown to pieces. And no wonder! They had had a doing that would have 
shaken the soul out of a white man. But then they say a Chinaman has no 
soul. He has, though, something about him that is deuced tough. There was 
a fellow (amongst others of the badly hurt) who had had his eye all but 
knocked out. It stood out of his head the size of half a hen’s egg. This 
would have laid out a white man on his back for a month; and yet there was 
that chap elbowing here and there in the crowd and talking to the others 
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as if nothing had been the matter. They made a great hubbub amongst 
themselves, and whenever the old man showed his bald head on the fore- 
side of the bridge, they would all leave off jawing and look at him from 
below. . 

-‘It seems that after he had done his thinking he made that Bun Hin’s 
fellow go down and explain to them the only way they could get their 
money back. He told me afterwards that, all the coolies having worked in 
the same place and for the same length of time, he reckoned he would be 
doing the fair thing by them as near as possible if he shared all the cash we 
had picked up equally among the lot. You couldn’t tell one man’s dollars 
from ‘another’s, he said, and if you asked each man how much money he 
brought on board he was afraid they would lie, and he would find himself a 
long way short. I think he was right there. As to giving up the money to 
any Chinese official he could scare up in Fmchau, he said he might just as 
well put the lot in his own pocket at once for all the good it would be to 
them. I suppose they thought so, too. 

'We finished the distribution before dark. It was rather a sight: the sea 
running high, the ship a wreck to look at, these Chinamen staggering up 
on the bridge one by one for their share, and the old man still booted, and 
in his shirt-sleeves, busy paying out at the chart-room door, perspiring like 
anything, and now and then coming down sharp on myself or Father Rout 
about one thing or another not quite to his mind. He took the share of those 
who were disabled himself to them on the No. 2 hatch. There were three 
dollars left over, and these went to the three most damaged coolies, one to 
each. We turned-to afterwards, and shovelled out on deck heaps of wet 
rags, all sorts of fragments of things without shape, and that you couldn’t 
give a name to, and let them settle the ownership themselves. 

“This certainly is coming as near as can be to keeping the thing quiet for 
the benefit of all concerned. What’s your opinion, you pampered mail-boat 
swell? The old chief says that this was plainly the only thing that could be 
done. The skipper remarked to me the other day, ‘There are things you 
find nothing about in books.’ I think that he got out of it very well for such 
a stupid man.” 
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THE FATE OF THE BARON 

Arthur Schnitzler 

(1862-1931) 

TRANSLATED BY ERIC SUTTON 


I T WAS ON A MILD EVENING in May that Klare Hell made her first reappear- 
ance as Queen of the Night, The circumstances that had kept the singer 
away from the stage for nearly two months were well known. On March 
15th the Prince Richard Bedenbruck had been thrown from his horse, and 
after lingering for a few hours, during which Klare had not stirred from his 
side, had died in her arms. Klare’s despair had been so terrible that her 
friends feared first for her life, then for her reason, and, until lately, for 
her voice. The last anxiety proved as unfounded as the first two. When she 
appeared on the stage she was greeted with friendly curiosity, but after the 
first great aria it was clear that her intimate friends could safely accept 
the congratulations of her more distant acquaintances. In the gallery the 
childish face of little Fraulein Fanny Ringeiser could be seen glowing with 
delight, and the regular opera-goers in the upper tiers smiled knowingly at 
their little friend. They all knew that Fanny, although she was only the 
daughter of a shop assistant on the Mariahilferstrasse, belonged to the be- 
loved singer’s inner circle, had often been invited to parties at her house and 
had been secretly in love with the dead Prince. In the interval, Fanny ex- 
plained to her many male and female friends that Baron von Leisenbohg 
had suggested to Klare the idea of choosing the Queen of the Night for her 
first part — thinking that the dark costume would be most in harmony with 
her state of mind. 

The Baron himself took his usual stall, the corner seat on the gangway in 
the first row, and acknowledged the greetings of his acquaintances with a 
cordial, but almost melancholy, smile. Her mind was full of many memories 
that evening. He had first met Klare ten years ago. At that time he was 
making himself responsible for the artistic training of a slim young lady 
with red hair, and had looked in one evening for a performance at the 
Eisenstein School of Singing, in which his proteg& was making her first 
public performance as Mignon. On that same evening he saw and heard 
Klare who was singing Philine in the same scene. He was then twenty-five 
years old, independent, and impulsive* He took no further interest in 
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Mignoiij made Frau Natalie Eisenstein introduce him to Philine after the 
performance and told her that his heart, his fortune, and his influence with 
the management of the Opera were all at her disposal. At that time Klare 
was living with her mother, the widow of a higher official in the Post Office, 
and was in love with a young medical student, with whom she often went 
to tea in his room out in the Alser district. She rejected the Baron’s im- 
petuous proposals, but Leisenbohg’s homage inclined her to a more com- 
plaisant attitude of mind, and she became the medical student’s mistress. 
She made no secret of this to the Baron, who returned to his red-haired 
prot%&, but pursued his acquaintance with Klare. On all festivals that 
gave him any sort of excuse, he sent her presents of flowers and sweets, and 
from time to time he paid a formal call at the house of the postal officiars 
widow. 

In the autumn of that year, KJare got her first engagement at Detmold. 
Baron von Leisenbohg, who at that time still had a post under the Govern- 
ment, took advantage of his first Christmas leave to pay Klare a visit in her 
new abode. He knew that the medical student had become a doctor and 
had married in September, and he was tempted to hope once more. But 
Klare, with her usual straightforwardness, told the Baron immediately he 
arrived that she had established tender relations with the tenor at the Court 
Theatre: thus it befell therefore, that the only memories Leisenbohg could 
carry away from Detmold were of a platonic stroll in the little public park, 
and a supper at the theatre restaurant with a few fellow artists of both 
sexes. In spite of this, he made several more journeys to Detmold, took 
great pleasure in Klare’s devotion to her art and the unmistakable progress 
that she made, and, moreover, hoped for better luck next season, for which 
the tenor was under contract to sing in Hamburg. But that year, too, he was 
disappointed, as Klare felt obliged to yield to the solicitations of a Dutch 
merchant in a large way of business, by the name of Louis Verhajeii. 

When Klare, in her third season, was offered an engagement at the 
Dresden Court Theatre, in spite of his youth the Baron gave up a very 
promising official career and migrated to Dresden. He spent every evening 
with Klare and her mother, who had always known how to maintain the 
most admirable detachment in all her relations with her daughter, and began 
to hope again. Unfortunately the Dutchman had the unpleasant habit when- 
ever he wrote of announcing his arrival for the following day, and informing 
his beloved that she was surrounded by an army of spies, and threatening 
her with every variety of painful death, if she was not faithful to him. As he 
never came, and Klare was gradually getting into an extremely nervous 
state, Leisenbohg decided to end the business at any cost, and went to 
Detmold to try to see the man personally. To his amazement, the Dutch- 
man explained that he had sent these passionate and threatening missives 
purely from a sense of ehiyalfy, and that he would really be exceedingly 
relieved to be freed from' any further responsibility. In high satisfaction 
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Leisenbohg took the train back to Dresden, and informed Klare of the 
agreeable outcome of the interview. She thanked him warmly, but avoided 
the Baron’s attempts at tender advances in so decided a manner that he was 
quite taken-aback. After a few brief and searching questions she finally ad- 
mitted that during his absence no less a person than Prince Kajetan had 
conceived a violent passion for her and had sworn to do himself an injury 
if she did not take pity on him. So, of course, she had had at last to give 
way, to avoid plunging the ruling family and the nation into the most un- 
speakable grief. 

With a heart that showed signs of breaking, Leisenbohg left the city and 
went back to Vienna. Here he began to pull wires, and it was not a little 
due to his persistent efforts that Klare received an offer from the Vienna 
Opera for the very next year. After a successful tour, she took up her en- 
gagement in October, and the Baron’s magnificent basket of flowers, that 
she found on the evening when she first entered her dressing-rooin, seemed 
like the expression of an entreaty and a hope. But her generous admirer 
had once again to endure the experience of having come too late. The fair- 
haired gentleman who played for her while she had been practising during 
the last few weeks — he was pretty well known as a song composer — ^had 
acquired rights over her which she was bound in honour to respect. Since 
then seven years had passed. The accompanist had been succeeded by Herr 
Klemens von Rhodoewyl, the dashing gentleman-jockey; Herr von Rho- 
doewyl was followed by Vincenz Klaudi, the conductor, who often sang the 
music of the operas he was conducting, so loudly that the singers could not 
be heard; after him came the Count von Alban-Rattony, who had gambled 
away his Hungarian estates at cards, but had made up for it by winning a 
castle in Lower Austria; the next was Herr Edgar Wilhelm, who wrote 
ballet librettos (for which highly paid composers wrote the music), trage- 
dies produced at his own expense at the Jansch theatre, and poems printed 
in elegant type in the stupidest kind of Court journal. Herr Wilhelm was 
succeeded by a gentleman named Amandus Meier, who had nothing to 
recommend him but his age, which was nineteen, and his appearance, which 
was charming, and whose sole possession was a fox-terrier that could stand 
on its head; after Herr Meier came the best dressed man in the kingdom — 
Prince Richard Bedenbruck. 

Klare had never made any secret of these affairs. Hers was, and continued 
to be, a simple bourgeois household in which the master changed from time 
to time. Her public popularity was extraordinary. In higher circles she was 
looked on with not a little favour for going to Mass every Sunday, confess- 
ing twice a month, wearing on her bosom as an amulet a picture of the 
Madonna blessed by the Pope, and never going to bed without saying her 
prayers. There were few bazaars at which she was not in charge of a stall, 
and ladies of the aristocracy, as well as those of Jewish financial circles, were 
delighted to be able to offer their wares under the same marquee as Klaro , 
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She bestowed fascinating smiles on youthful enthusiasts of both sexes who 
waited for her by the stage door. She distributed her bouquets among the 
patient crowd, and once, when she had left the flowers behind her in her 
dressing-room, she said in that refreshing Viennese of hers that seemed to 
suit her looks so well: “Oh God, Fve left the stuff up in my room; come 
to-morrow afternoon, my dears, if you still want any.” Then she jumped 
into her carriage, put her head out of the window, and cried as she drove 
off: “You’ll get some coffee, too!” 

Fanny Ringeiser had been one of the few who had had the nerve to 
accept this invitation. Klare fell into a chaffing conversation with her, 
enquired about her family with all the affability of an archduchess, and 
found the ingenuous and adoring girl’s chatter so much to her liking that 
she asked her to come again soon. Fanny did so, and it came about that she 
soon achieved a position of importance in the singer’s household; and she 
managed to keep it, mainly because, though Klare was very ready with her 
confidences, Fanny never fully confided in her in return. In the course of 
years, Fanny had received a succession of proposals, mostly from the young 
sons of the Mariahilferstrasse shopkeepers with whom she used to go to 
dances. But she rejected them all, owing to the fact that she fell, with 
irrevocable regularity, in love with Klare’s admirer for the time being. 

Klare had in fact loved Prince Bedenbruck just as faithfully but much 
more passionately than his predecessors, and Leisenbohg, who in spite of 
his innumerable disappointments had never given up hope, had begun to be 
seriously afraid that the happiness he had yearned for these ten long years 
would never blossom now. Whenever he saw anyone falling out of her 
favour, he had always discharged his mistress so as to be ready for all con- 
tingencies, and at any moment. And he did so after Prince Richard’s sudden 
death; but, for the first time, more from habit than conviction. For Klare’s 
grief seemed so boundless that everyone could not help believing that she 
had finished for ever with the delights of love. She drove out to the ceme- 
tery every day and laid flowers on the grave of the departed. She flung away 
all her gay clothes and locked up her jewelry in the innermost drawers of 
her writing-table. Much serious expostulation was needed to dissuade her 
from leaving the stage for ever. 

After her first reappearance, which had gone off so brilliantly, her life, 
outwardly at any rate, resumed its wonted course. Her original circle of less 
intimate acquaintances gathered round once more. The music critic, Bern- 
hard Feuersteiii, appeared, his coat stained with spinach or tomato, in 
accordance with what he might have had for lunch, and, to Klare’s uncon- 
cealed delight, abused her fellow artists of both sexes, including the Director 
himself. She allowed Prince Richard’s two cousins, Lucius and Christian, 
Bedenbrucks of the other line, to make love to her in their usual light- 
hearted but respectful way; a gentleman from the French Embassy and a 
young Czech pianist were brought to see her, and on June loth she drove to 
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the races again for the first time. But, as Prince Lucius, who had a touch of 
poetry about him, expressed it, only her soul was awake, her heart was still 
sunk in slumber. It was true that if one of her younger or older friends ven- 
tured the slightest suggestion that there were such things as love and 
passion in the world, every trace of a smile vanished from her face, she 
stared darkly in front of her, and from time to time raised her hand in a 
strange gesture of repulsion which seemed intended to apply to all men, and 
for ever. 

In the latter half of the month of June it so happened that a singer from 
the north, named Sigurd Oise, sang Tristan at the Opera. His voice was 
clear and powerful, though it was not really first-rate; he was almost a giant 
in stature, though inclining towards stoutness, and, in repose, his face was 
lacking in individual expression; but as soon as he began to sing, his steel- 
grey eyes flashed with a sort of secret inner light, and his voice and look 
seemed to reduce everybody, more especially women, to a state of ecstatic 
admiration. 

Klare sat in the theatre-box with some of her fellow artists who were not 
singing that night. She alone seemed to remain unmoved. Next morning 
Sigurd Oise was introduced to her in the manager’s office. She spoke kindly, 
but quite coldly about his performance on the previous evening. The same 
afternoon he called upon her, though she had not invited him to do so. 
Leisenbohg and Fanny Ringeiser were present and Sigurd drank tea with 
them. He spoke of his parents who were fisher-folk living in a little Nor- 
wegian village, of the marvellous discovery of his talent as a singer by a 
passing Englishman who had landed from a white yacht in that far-distant 
fjord; of his wife, an Italian, who had died on the Atlantic Ocean during 
their honeymoon and who had been buried at sea. After he had taken his 
departure the others stayed for some time in silence. Fanny stared gravely 
into her empty tea cup, Klare sat down at the piano with her elbows on the 
closed keyboard, while the Baron sank into a silent and anxious meditation 
as to why, during the account of Sigurd’s honeymoon, Klare had omitted 
that strange gesture by which, since the Prince’s death, she indicated that 
any suggestion of passion or affection could have no place whatever in her 
future life. 

The next parts that Sigurd Oise sang were Siegfried and Lohengrin. On 
each occasion Klare sat in her box and made no sign. But the singer, whose 
only other acquaintance was the Norwegian Ambassador, appeared at 
Klare’s house every afternoon; Fraulein Fanny Ringeiser was usually there, 
and the Baron von Leisenbohg always. 

On June 27th he sang Tristan for the last time. Klare sat in the theatre- 
box and made no sign. The next day she drove with Fanny to the cemetery 
and laid a gigantic cross on the Prince’s grave; and in the evening she gave 
a party in honour of the singer who was to leave Vienna on the morrow. 

Her circle of friends was present in full strength. The passion that Sigurd 
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had cDaceived.for'Klare was obvious to everyone; as bis custom, was, he was 
voluble and excited. He mentioned incidentally that while on the ship 
Grossing to the Continent an Arabian lady, married to a Russian Grand 
Duke, had read his hand and prophesied that the immediate future would 
be the most fateful period in his life. He believed firmly in this prophecy, 
and, indeed, superstition seemed to him something more than a means of 
exciting interest. He also said it was generally known that last year, on 
landing in New York, where he had gone to fulfill an engagement, that 
every day—that every hour in fact— notwithstanding the enormous fine 
involved, he boarded a ship for Europe simply because a black cat had 
walked between his legs on the gangway. He had certainly every reason to 
believe in the secret connections between such inexplicable omens and the 
fates of men. One evening at the Covent Garden Theatre in London, before 
going on the stage he had omitted to repeat a certain magic formula he had 
received from his grandmother, and his voice had suddenly failed him. One 
night a winged genius in pink tights had appeared to him in a dream and 
predicted the death of his favourite barber, and sure enough the unfortu- 
nate man was found hanged the next morning. Moreover, he always carried 
about with him a short but highly significant missive which had been handed 
to him at a spiritualist seance in Brussels by the spirit of the dead singer, 
Cornelia Lujan, and contained a prophecy, in fluent Portuguese, that he was 
destined to become the greatest singer in the Old and New Worlds. 

All these experiences he related that evening; and when the spirit letter 
(written on rose-coloured paper manufactured by Glienwood & Co.) was 
passed from hand to hand, the effect on the company was profound and 
universal. Klare did not move a muscle, but merely nodded indifferently 
once or twice. In spite of this Leisenbohg’s anxiety grew more and more 
acute. To his penetrating eyes the signs of threatening danger grew ever 
more ominous. Worst of all, Sigurd, like all Klare’s previous lovers, con- 
ceived an extraordinary liking for him during supper, invited him to his 
house on the Molde-Fjord, and ended by addressing him as “du.’’ Moreover, 
Fanny trembled all over when Sigurd spoke a word to her, her colour came 
and went when he looked at her with his great steel-grey eyes, and when he 
spoke of his approaching departure she burst openly into tears. But Klare 
remained perfectly quiet and serious. She barely returned Sigurd’s burning 
glances, she spoke to him no more eagerly than to the rest, and when he at 
last kissed her hand and then looked up at her with eyes that seemed full 
of prayers and promises and desperation, her own remained veiled and her 
expression unmoved. Leisenbohg observed all this with suspicion and anx- 
iety. But when the party came to an end and all the guests departed, 
something unexpected happened that took the Baron completely by sur- 
prise. He was the last of all to take Klare’s hand in farewell, and hurried to 
depart; but she held his hand fast and whispered: “Come back again.” He 
thought he could not have heard her rightly. But she pressed his hand 
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again, and, with her lips quite close to his ear, repeated, “Come back again; 
I shall expect you in an hour.” 

In a state bordering on ecstasy he went out with the rest. He and Fanny 
accompanied Sigurd to his hotel, and as though from a far distance he heard 
the tenor raving about Klare. Then he took Fanny Ringeiser back through 
the silent streets, in soft cool night air, to Mariahilferstrasse, and he saw, as 
though through a mist, her girlish cheeks wet with foolish tears. Then he 
got into a cab and drove up to Klare’s door. He saw the light glimmering 
through the curtains of her bedroom, he saw her shadow glide past, her 
head appeared in the gap between the curtain and the window, and she 
nodded to him. He had not been dreaming: she was waiting for him. 

Next morning Baron von Leisenbohg went for a ride in the Prater. He 
felt young and happy. In the late fulfillment of his passion there seemed to 
be some deeper meaning. His experience of the past night had been the 
most marvellous surprise— and yet, again, it was nothing but the climax and 
the inevitable conclusion of his relations with Klare hitherto. He now felt 
that it could not have happened otherwise, and fell to making plans for the 
immediate and more distant future. “How long will she stay on the stage?” 
he wondered . . . “Perhaps for a few years. Then, but not until then, we 
will get married. We will live together somewhere in the country not far 
from Vienna, perhaps in St. Veit or in Lainz. I will buy a small house there, 
or build one to her liking. We shall live a rather retired life, but often take 
long trips abroad ... to Spain, Egypt or India . . Thus he dreamed, as 
he let his horse canter across the meadows towards the hay-stall. Then he 
trotted back into the main avenue and got into his carriage at the cross- 
roads. He told his coachman to stop at Fossatti’s and sent Klare a bouquet 
of beautiful dark roses. He breakfasted at home alone, as his custom was, 
in his house on the Schwarzenbergplatz, and when he had finished he lay 
down on the divan. He was filled with the most fervent longing for Klare. 
What meaning had all the other women had for him? . . . They had served 
to pass the time, nothing more. And he felt a day would come when Klare 
too would say to him: “What were all the others to me? You are the first 
and only one I ever loved. . . .” And while he lay on the divan with closed 
eyes, he let the whole succession of them glide past his inner vision. He was 
sure she had loved none of them before him — perhaps she had loved him 
always, and in each and all of them! . . , 

The Baron then dressed himself and walked slowly through the familiar 
streets towards her house, as though to savour their first reunion for a few 
more seconds. There were a good many people about on the Ring, but still 
it was observable that the season was coming to an end. And Leisenbohg 
was glad that summer was there, that he could travel with Klare and they 
could see the sea and the mountains together — indeed he had very nearly 
shouted aloud in his delight. ' . . , , , v v, ' 
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■■ He stood before her house and looked up at her windows. The light of 
the afternoon sun was reflected from them and almost blinded him. He 
walked up the two flights of stairs to her door and rang. No one opened. 
He rang again. No one opened. Then Leisenbohg noticed that the door 
was padlocked. What did it mean? Had he made a mistake? . . . As a 
matter of fact there was no plate on her door, but opposite was the one he 
knew so well rTt.-Colonel von Jeleskowitz.'’ . . . There could be no doubt: 
this was her flat and it was shut up. He hurried down the stairs and flung 
open the door of the porter’s lodge. The porter’s wife was sitting in the 
half-darkness on a bed, one child was peering up at the street through the 
small underground window, the other was blowing an unrecognisable tune 
on a comb. 

‘Is Fraulein Hell not at home?” asked the Baron. 

The woman stood up. “No, Herr Baron, Fraulein Hell has gone away.” 

“What!” cried the Baron. . . . “Oh, yes, of course,” he added quickly. 
“She went about three o’clock, didn’t she?” 

“No, Herr Baron, about eight o’clock this morning.” 

“Where did she go? ... I mean did she go straight . . he was talking 
at random . . . “did she go straight to Dresden?” 

“No, Herr Baron; she left no address. She said she would write and say 
where she was.” 

“Ah . . . yes — yes ... of course. Thank you very much.” 

He hurried away and went out into the street: unconsciously he looked 
back at the house. The evening sunlight shining in those windows looked 
very different now! And the sultry summer evening lay like a pall of op- 
pression over the city. Klare had gone? . . . Why? . . . Had she fled from 
him? What did it mean? , . . His first thought was to go to the Opera 
House. But it occurred to him that the vacation began the day after to- 
morrow, and that Klare was not singing the last two days. Then he went 
to 76 Mariahilferstrasse where the Ringeisers lived. An elderly cook opened 
the door to him and looked at the well-dressed visitor with a certain mis- 
trust. He asked her to call Frau Ringeiser. 

“Is Fraulein Fanny at home?” he asked in a tone of excitement that he 
could no longer control. 

“I beg your pardon?” said Frau Ringeiser sharply. 

He introduced himself. 

“Ah, of course,” said Frau Ringeiser. “Please come in, Herr Baron.” 

He remained standing in the hall and asked once more: 

“Is Fraulein Fanny not at home?” 

. \ “But the Herr Baron must come in.” Leisenbohg had to follow her, and 
found himself in a dark low-ceilinged room with furniture covered in blue 
velvet and rep window curtains of the same colour. “No,” said Frau 
Ringeiser, “Fanny is not at home. Fraulein Hell has taken her away for a 
holiday trip.” 
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‘Where?’’ asked the Baron, and stared at a photograph of Klare that 
stood on the piano in a gold frame. 

“I don’t know where,” said Frau Ringeiser. “Friiulein Hell was here at 
eight o’clock this morning and begged me to let Fanny go with her. . . . 
And she begged so nicely that I could not say No.” 

“But where have they gone— where have they gone ? ” persisted Leisen- 
bohg, 

“That I can’t tell you. Fanny is going to telegraph as soon as Fraulein 
Hell has made up her mind where she is going to stay. Perhaps to-morrow 
or the day after.” 

“Ah,” said Leisenbohg, and dropped on to a kind of cane stool in front of 
the piano. He was silent for a few moments, then he suddenly stood up, 
shook hands with Frau Ringeiser, asked her to excuse him for having dis- 
turbed her, and went slowly down the dark staircase of the old house. 

He shook his head. She had indeed been careful . . . more careful than 
was necessary. ... She might have known that he would not come where 
he was not wanted. 

“Where to now, Herr Baron?” asked the coachman, and Leisenbohg 
realised that he had been sitting in the open carriage, staring in front of 
him, for some minutes. And, following a sudden instinct, he answered: 
“Hotel Bristol.” 

Sigurd Oise had not yet gone. He invited the Baron up to his rooms, 
greeted him eagerly and asked him to spend the last evening in Vienna in 
his company. Leisenbohg was much struck by the fact that Sigurd Oise was 
still actually in Vienna, and the singer’s friendliness positively stirred him 
to tears. Sigurd began at once to talk about Klare. He asked Leisenbohg 
to tell him all he knew about her— he knew that the Baron was her oldest 
and most faithful friend. So Leisenbohg sat down on one of his host’s 
trunks and began to speak of Klare. It did him good to be able to talk about 
her. He told the singer almost everything, except such matters as he felt 
bound in honour not to mention. Sigurd listened and appeared enraptured. 

At supper the singer invited his friend to leave Vienna with him that 
very evening, and go with him to his estate near Molde. The Baron felt 
wonderfully comforted. He excused himself for the time being, but prom- 
ised Oise to visit him in the course of the summer. 

They drove to the station together. “You will take me for a simpleton,” 
said Sigurd, “but I want to pass her window once again.” 

Leisenbohg threw a sidelong glance at him. Was this perhaps an attempt 
to make a fool of him, or was it a final proof of the singer’s honesty ? . . . 
As they went by Klare’s house, Sigurd flung a kiss at the closed windows. 
Then he said: “Say good-bye for me once more.” 

Leisenbohg nodded. “I will give her your message when she comes back.” 

Sigurd looked at him in amazement. 

“As a matter of fact she has gone away,” Leisenbohg continued. “She 
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■vi^ent off early this morniBg— without a word' to anyone. It is a habit of 
hersT he added, untruthfully. 

‘"Gone away?” repeated Sigurd^ and sank into thought. 

Then they were both silent. 

Before the departure of the train they embraced like old friends. 

That night the Baron wept as he lay in bed, more bitterly than he had 
done since his childhood. The hour of delight that he had spent with Klare 
seemed to him beset by gloom and terror. There had been, he thought, a 
gleam of madness in her eyes last night. Now he understood. He had 
obeyed her summons too soon. The shadow of Prince Bedenbruck still had 
power over her, and Leisenbohg felt that he had possessed Klare only to 
lose her for ever. 

He wandered about Vienna for a few days without knowing what to do 
with his days and nights: everything that used to occupy his time — the 
newspapers, bridge and riding, had become completely indifferent to him. 
He realised that the meaning of his whole existence depended on Klare, 
and even that his relations with other women had their being only as re- 
flections of his passion for her. An eternal grey mist seemed to hang over 
the city; the people to whom he spoke had hushed voices and stared at him 
in a strange, almost treacherous way. One evening he drove to the station 
and almost mechanically took a ticket to Ischl. There he met acquaintances 
who asked him unsuspectingly for news of Klare ; he answered in an irritable 
and offensive tone, and had to fight a duel with one man who did not 
interest him in the least; He went nonchalantly into the field, heard the bul- 
let whistle past his ear, fired in the air and left Ischl half an hour afterwards. 
He travelled to Tyrol, the Engadine and the Bernese Oberland, and to Lake 
Geneva, swam, crossed mountain passes, climbed mountains, and remem- 
bered nothing from one day to the next. 

One day he received a telegram that had been sent on from Vienna. He 
opened it with feverish fingers. In it were these words : ''If you are my 
friend, keep your word and come to me quickly, for I need a friend. Sigurd 
Oise.” Leisenbohg did not doubt for a moment that the contents of this 
telegram must have some sort of connection with Klare. He packed as 
quickly as possible and left Aix, where he then happened to be, at the 
earliest opportunity. He* travelled straight through to Hamburg via Munich, 
and took the boat via Stavanger to Molde, where he arrived on a fine sum- 
mer evening. The journey, had seemed interminable, and the beauties of the 
scenery had left him quite unmoved. Moreover, latterly he had not been 
able to remember Klare’is voice when she sang, or even her features. It 
seemed like a year, ten years, since fie fiad left Vienna. But when he saw 
Sigurd standing on the shore in a white flannel suit and white cap, he felt 
as though he had seen him only the evening before. And, dishevelled as he 
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was, he smilingly returned Sigurd’s greeting from where he was standing 
on the deck, and walked cheefully down the gangway. 

“I thank you a thousand times for coming so promptly,” said Sigurd; 
and then he added simply: ‘Tm done for.” 

The Baron eyed him, Sigurd looked very pale and the hair on his temples 
had grown astonishingly grey. Over his arm he was carrying a green rug of 
dimly iridescent material. 

“What is it.f^ What has happened?” asked Leisenbohg with a fixed smile. 

“I will tell you the whole story,” said Sigurd Oise. It struck the Baron 
that Sigurd’s voice was less resonant than it had been. They drove in a small 
carriage along the lovely avenue along the shore of the blue sea. Both were 
silent. Leisenbohg did not dare to ask a question. He stared vacantly at the 
water which was almost motionless. The strange and (as it proved) impos- 
sible idea of counting the ripples came into his mind; then he looked up 
into the sky and it seemed as though the stars were dropping slowly down 
to earth. At last it also occurred to him that a singer, by name Klare Hell, 
was wandering somewhere about in the wide world— a fact which did not 
matter much. Then the carriage stopped with a jerk before a simple white 
house entirely surrounded by trees and foliage. In the evening they dined 
upon a verandah that looked out upon the sea. A servant with a stern, and, 
as he poured out the wine, almost a menacing expression, waited on them. 
The distant horizon slept under the clear northern light. 

“Well?” asked Leisenbohg, in a sudden burst of impatience. 

“I am a lost man,” said Sigurd Oise, and stared in front of him. 

“What do you mean by that?” asked Leisenbohg in a toneless voice, “and 
what can I do for you?” he added mechanically. 

“Not much. I don’t know yet,” and he looked beyond the tablecloth, the 
balustrade, the garden and the garden fence, the road, and the sea into the 
far distance. 

Leisenbohg felt numb within him ... all manner of notions flashed 
across his mind . . . what was going to happen? . . . was Klare dead? . . , 
had Sigurd murdered her? . . . thrown her into the sea? ... Or was 
Sigurd dead? . . . No, that was impossible — there he was sitting opposite. 

. . . But w^'hy didn’t he speak? . . . and suddenly, in an access of terror, 
Leisenbohg burst out, “Where is Klare?” 

The singer turned slowly towards him. His rather fleshy face began to 
light up with a sort of inner glow and seemed to smile, unless it was the 
moonlight playing over it. In any . case, at that moment, it seemed to 
Leisenbohg that the man sitting near him leaning back in his chair with his 
hands in his pockets and his legs outstretched under the table, and gazing 
at him with veiled eyes, looked exactly like a Pierrot, The green shawl hung 
down over the balustrade of the verandah and at that moment seemed tc 
the Baron so like an old acquaintance. . , . But what on earth had this 
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ridiculous old shawl to do with him? Was he dreaming perhaps? . . , 
he was in Molde; it was all very strange; if he had been sensible he ought 
really to have telegraphed to the singer from Aix: “What is the matter? 
What do you want me to do for you, Pierrot?” And he suddenly repeated 
his earlier question only in a much politer and calmer tone: “Where is 
Klare?” , , 

The singer nodded several times. “Yes,” he said, “it is something to do 
with her, of course. Are you a friend of mine?” 

Leisenbohg nodded, he felt slightly chilly; a light wind was blowing in 
from the sea. “I am your friend. What do you want of me?” 

“Do you remember the evening I left Vienna, Baron, when we had supper 
together at the Bristol, and you went with me to the station?” 

Leisenbohg nodded once more. 

“You had no idea, of course, that Klare Hell was leaving Vienna in that 
same train?” 

Leisenbohg let his head sink heavily on his chest. . . . 

“Nor had I,” went on Sigurd. “I saw Klare for the first time next morning 
at the station where we stopped for breakfast. She was sitting with Fanny 
Ringeiser in the dining-room drinking coffee. Her demeanour led me to 
suppose that this meeting was a fortunate accident. It was not an accident 
at all” 

“Go on,” said the Baron, looking at the green shawl which was moving 
slightly. 

“Later on, of course, she confessed that it was not an accident. From that 
morning we all stayed together, Klare, Fanny and I. We settled down by 
one of your enchanting little Austrian lakes, in a charming house between 
the shore and the forest, quite by ourselves. We were very happy.” 

He spoke so slowly that Leisenbohg thought he was going mad, 

“Why did he send for me?” he thought. “What does he want of me? Had 
she confessed? What’s the matter with him? Why is he staring at me like 
that? . . . Why am I sitting here at Molde on a verandah with a Pierrot? 
Can it be all a dream after all? Perhaps I am still asleep in Klare’s arms. 
Perhaps that night of ours has not yet ended after all.” . . . And he un- 
consciously opened his eyes wide. 

“Will you avenge me?” said Sigurd, suddenly. 

“Avenge you? Whatever for? What has happened?” asked the Baron, and 
his words sounded as if they came from a distance, 

“Because she has destroyed me, and I am a lost man.” 

“Tell me all about it,” said Leisenbohg in a hard, dry voice. 

“Fanny Ringeiser was with us,” Sigurd went on. “She is a good girl, isn’t 
she?” 

“Yes, she is a good girl,” answered Leisenbohg, and all at once he saw a 
dim room with furniture covered in blue velvet and rep curtains where, 
several hundred years before, he had spoken to Fanny’s mother. 
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“She is rather a stupid girl, is she not?” 

“I believe she is,” answered the Baron. 

“I am sure o£ it,” answered Sigurd. “She did not realise how happy we 
were.” And he was silent for some while. 

“Go on,” said Leisenbohg, and waited. 

“One morning Klare was still asleep,” began Sigurd afresh. “She always 
slept late into the morning. But I had gone for a walk into the forest. 
Suddenly Fanny came running up behind me: ‘Fly, Herr Oise, before it is 
too late; leave this place, for you are in dreadful danger!’ Strangely enough, 
to begin with she absolutely refused to say any more. But I persisted and at 
last found out what kind of danger it was that she believed to be threaten- 
ing me. You see, she believed that I could still be saved or she would 
certainly have told me nothing!” 

The green shawl on the balustrade bellied out like a sail, and the lamp 
flickered a little on the table. 

“What did Fanny tell you?” asked Leisenbohg in a rasping tone. 

“Do you remember the evening,” asked Sigurd, “when we were all at 
Klare’s house? On the next day Klare drove out with Fanny to the cemetery, 
and on the Prince’s grave she confided the dreadful secret to her friend.” 

“The dreadful secret . . . ?” stammered the Baron. 

“Yes. You know how the Prince died? He was thrown from his horse 
and lingered for an hour.” 

“I know.” 

“Nobody was with him but Klare.” 

“That also I know.” 

“He would see no one but her, and on his deathbed he uttered a curse.” 

“A curse?” ' 

“A curse. ‘Klare,’ said the Prince, ‘do not forget me. I shall have no peace 
in the grave if you forget me.’~-‘I will never forget you,’ replied Klare. — 
‘Do you swear you will never forget me?’ — 1 swear it.’ — ‘Kliire, I love you 
and I must die!’ ” 

“Who is it speaking?” cried the Baron. 

“I am,” said Sigurd; “I am telling you what Fanny said; Fanny told me 
what Klare said, and Klare told her what the Prince said. Don’t you under- 
.stand?” 

Leisenbohg listened with strained attention: it seemed as though he could 
hear the voice of the dead Prince ringing out from the triply-sealed coffin 
into the night. 

“‘Klare, I love you, and I must die! You are so young, and I must 
die. . . . And after me another man will come. ... I know it will be so, 
another man will hold you in his arms and be happy with you ... he 
must not be — he shall not be — I lay my curse on him, do you hear, Klare? 
I curse him!— The first man that kisses those lips and holds that body in his 
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arms when I am gone shall go down to hell! Klare^ Heaven hears the 
corses of dying men. Beware — and let him beware; he shall go down to 
hell in madness, misery and death! Woe be to that man—woe!’ ” 

Sigurd, from whose mouth the dead man’s voice thundered out, had got 
up from his chair and stood, a tall heavy figure in his white flannel suit, 
staring into the clear night. The green shawl slipped down from the 
balustrade into the garden. An icy chill came over the Baron; he felt as 
though his whole body was growing stiff; he would gladly have cried out, 
but though he opened his mouth wide no sound came ... in a flash he was 
back again in Frau Eisenstein, the singing teacher’s, little room where he 
had seen Klare for the first time. On the stage stood a Pierrot, and shouted 
out: 'With this curse on his lips Prince Bedenbriick died, and the unhappy 
man in whose arms she lay, the wretch upon whom the curse must be 
fulfilled, is I-I!”’ 

Then the stage collapsed with a loud crash and sank before Leisenbohg’s 
eyes into the sea. But he, without a word, fell backwards with his chair, 
like a marionette. 

Sigurd leapt up and shouted for help. Two servants came, picked up the 
unconscious man and laid him out in an armchair that stood beside the 
table; one of them went for a doctor, and the other brought some water 
and vinegar. Sigurd rubbed the Baron’s forehead and temples, but he did 
not stir. Then the doctor came and began his examination. It did not last 
long. When he had finished he said : "This gentleman is dead.” 

Sigurd Oise was much upset, asked the doctor to make the necessary 
arrangements and left the verandah. He walked through the drawing-room, 
went upstairs, entered his bedroom, lit a lamp and hurriedly wrote the 
following words: "Klare! I found your telegram waiting for me in Molde 
where I had fled without stopping on the way. I will confess that I did not 
believe you; I thought that you were trying to set my mind at rest by a 
lie. Forgive me; I no longer doubt you. Baron von Leisenbohg has been 
here. I asked him to come, but I did not question him because as an 
honourable man he would have had to lie. I had an ingenious idea. I told 
him about the dead Prince’s curse. The effect was amazing. The Baron fell 
backwards as he sat, and died on the spot.” 

Sigurd paused for a moment, looked very serious and seemed to be 
reflecting. Then he took up his stand in the middle of the room and began 
to sing. At first his voice sounded timid and subdued, but gradually it 
grew clearer and rang out strong and splendid into the night— so power- 
fully at last that it seemed full of the thunder of the sea. A satisfied smile 
spread over Sigurd’s features and: he breathed a deep sigh of relief. Once 
more he sat down at the writing-table, and added the following words to 
his letter: 

"Darling Klare! Forgive me-rall is well again. I shall be with you in 
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THE WHIRLIGIG OF LIFE 

0. Henry 

(1862-1910) 


JusTicE-oF'THE-PEACE BENAjA wiDDUP sat in the doop of his office smoking his 
eider-stem pipe. Halfway to the zenith the Cumberland range rose blue- 
gray in the afternoon haze. A speckled hen swaggered down the main 
street of the “settlement,” cackling foolishly. 

Up the road came a sound of creaking axles, and then a slow cloud of 
dust, and then a bull-cart bearing Ransie Bilbro and his wife. The cart 
stopped at the Justice’s door, and the two climbed down. Ransie was a 
narrow six feet of sallow brown skin and yellow hair. The imperturbability 
of the mountains hung upon him like a suit of armor. The woman was 
calicoed, angled, snufl-brushed, and weary with unknown desires. Through 
It all gleamed a faint protest of cheated youth unconscious of its loss. 

The Justice of the Peace slipped his feet into his shoes, for the sake of 
dignity, and moved to let them enter. 

“We-all,” said the woman, in a voice like the wind blowing through pine 
boughs, “wants a divo’ce.” She looked at Ransie to see if he noted any flaw 
or ambiguity or evasion or partiality or self-partisanship in her statement of 
their business. 

“A divo’ce,” repeated Ransie, with a solemn nod. “We-all can’t git along 
together nohow. It’s lonesome enough fur to live in the mount’ins when a 
man and a woman keers fur one another. But when she’s a-spittin’ like a 
wildcat or a-sullenin’ like a hoot-owl in the cabin, a man ain’t got no call to 
live with her.” 

“When he’s a no-’count varmint,” said the woman, without any especial 
warmth, “a-traipsin’ along of scalawags and moonshiners and a-layin’ on his 
back pizen ’ith co’n whiskey, and a-pesterin’ folks with a pack 0’ hungry, 
triflin’ houn’s to feed!” 

“When she keeps a-throwin’ skillet lids,” came Ransie’s antiphony, “and 
slings b’ilin’ water on the best coon-dog in the Cumberlands, and sets her- 
self agin’ cookin’ a man’s victuals, and keeps him awake 0’ nights accusin’ 
him of a sight of doin’s!” 

“When he’s al’ays a-fightin’ the revenues, and gits a hard name in the 
moiint’ins fur a mean man, who’s gwine to be able fur to sleep o’ nights?” 
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The Justice of the Peace stirred deliberately to his duties. He placed his 
one chair and a wooden stool for his petitioners. He opened his book of 
statutes on the table and scanned the index. Presently he wiped his spec- 
tacles and shifted his inkstand. 

“The h\\r and the statutes,” said he, “air silent on the subjeck of divo’ce 
as fur as the jurisdiction of this co't air concerned. But, accordin’ to equity 
and the Constitution and the golden rule, it’s a bad barg’in that can’t run 
both w^ays. If a justice of the peace can marry a couple, it’s plain that he is 
bound to be able to divo’ce ’em. This here ofBce will issue a decree of divo’ce 
and abide by the decision of the Supreme Co’t to hold it good.” 

Ransie Bilbro drew a small tobacco-bag from his trousers pocket. Out of 
this he shook upon the table a five-dollar note. “Sold a b’arskin and two 
foxes fur that,” he remarked. “It’s all the money we got.” 

“The regular price of a divo’ce in this co’t,” said the Justice, “air five 
dollars.” He stuffed the bill into the pocket of his homespun vest with a 
deceptive air of indifference. With much bodily toil and mental travail he 
wrote the decree upon half a sheet of foolscap, and then copied it upon the 
other. Ransie Bilbro and his wife listened to his reading of the document 
that was to give them freedom: 

“Know all men by these presents that Ransie Bilbro and his wdfe, Ariela 
Bilbro, this day personally appeared before me and promises that herein- 
after they will neither love, honor, nor obey each other, neither for better 
nor worse, being of sound mind and body, and accept summons for divorce 
according to the peace and dignity of the State. Herein fail not, so help you' 
God. Benaja Widdup, justice of the peace in and for the county of Pied- 
mont, State of Tennessee.” 

The Justice was about to hand one of the documents to Ransie. The voice 
of Ariela delayed the transfer. Both men looked at her. Their dull 
masculinity was confronted by something sudden and unexpected in the 
woman. 

“Judge, don’t you give him that air paper yit. ’Tain’t all settled, nohow. I 
got to have my rights first. I got to have my ali-money. ’Tain’t no kind of a 
way to do fur a man to divo’ce his wife ’thout her havin’ a cent fur to do 
with. I’m a-layin’ off to be a-goin’ up to brother Ed’s up on Hogback 
Mount’in. I’m bound fur to hev a pa’r of shoes and some snuff and things 
besides. E£ Ranee kin affo’d a divo’ce, let him pay me ali-money.” 

Ransie Bilbro was stricken to dumb perplexity. There had been no 
previous hint of alimony. Women were always bringing up startling and 
unlooked-for issues. 

Justice Benaja Widdup felt that the point demanded judicial decision. 
The authorities were also silent on the. subject of alimony. But the woman’s 
feet were bare. The trail to Hogback Mountain w^as steep and flinty, 

“Ariela Bilbro,” he asked, iii official tones, “how much did you ’low would 
be good and sufficient ali-rnoney in the case befo’ the co’t.” 
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“I lowed,” she answered, “fur the shoes and all, to say five dollars. That 
ain’t much fur ali-money, but I reckon thatll git me up to brother Ed’s.” 

“The amount,” said the Justice, “air not onreasonable. Ransie Bilbro, you 
air ordered by the co’t to pay the plaintiff the sum of five dollars befo’ the 
decree of divo’ce air issued.” 

“I hain’t no mo’ money,” breathed Ransie, heavily. “I done paid you all I 
had.”,, 

“Otherwise,” said the Justice, looking severely over his spectacles, “you air 
in contempt of co’t.” 

• “I reckon if you gimme till to-morrow,” pleaded the husband, “I mout be 
able to rake or scrape it up somewhars. I never looked for to be a-payin’ no 
ali-money.” 

“The case air adjourned,” said Benaja Widdup, “till to-morrow, when 
you-all will present yo’selves and obey the order of the co’t. Followin’ of 
which the decrees of divo’ce will be delivered.” He sat down in the door 
and began to loosen a shoestring. 

“We mout as well go down to Uncle Ziah’s,” decided Ransie, “and spend 
the night.” He climbed into the cart on one side, and Ariela climbed in on 
the other. Obeying the flap of his rope, the little red bull slowly came around 
on a tack, and the cart crawled away in the nimbus arising from its wheels. 

Justice-of-the-peace Benaja Widdup smoked his elder-stem pipe. Late in 
the afternoon he got his weekly paper, and read it until the twilight dimmed 
its lines. Then he lit the tallow candle on his table, and read until the moon 
rose, marking the time for supper. He lived in the double log cabin on the 
slope near the girdled poplar. Going home to supper he crossed a little 
branch darkened by a laurel thicket. The dark figure of a man stepped 
from the laurels and pointed a rifle at his breast. His hat was pulled' down 
low, and something covered most of his fa^ce. 

“I want yo’ money,” said the figure, “ ’tnout any talk. I’m gettin’ nervous, 
and my finger’s a-wabblin’ on this here trigger.” 

“I’ve only got f-f-five dollars,” said the Justice, producing it from his vest 
pocket.'..'" 

“Roll it up,”*came the order, “and stick it in the end of this here gun- 
bar’L”',.; 

The bill was crisp and new. Even fingers that were clumsy and trembling 
found little difficulty in making a spill of it and inserting it (this with less 
ease) into the muzzle of the rifle. 

“Now I reckon you kin be goin’ along,” said the robber. 

The Justice lingered not on his way. 

The next day came the little red bull, drawing the cart to the office door. 
Justice Benaja Widdup had his shoes on, for he was expecting the visit. In 
his presence Ransie Bilbro handed to his wife a five-dollar bill The official’s 
eye sharply viewed it. It seemed to curl up as though it had been rolled and 
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inserted into the end of a gun-barrel. But the Justice refrained from com- 
ment. It is true that other* bills might be inclined to curl. He handed each 
one a decree of divorce. Each stood awkwardly silent, slowly folding the 
guarantee of freedom. The woman cast a shy glance full of constraint at 
■ Ransie. , ■ ■ 

‘T reckon you’ll be goin’ back up to the cabin,” she said, “along ’ith the 
bull-cart. There’s bread in the tin box settin’ on the shelf. I put the bacon in 
the b’ilin’-pot to keep the hounds from gittin’ it. Don’t forget to wind the 
clock .to-night.” ■ . ' ' ■ ■ " 

“You air a-goin’ to your brother Ed’s.?” asked Ransie, with fine un- 
concern. ■ 

“I was ’lowin’ to get along up thar afore night, I ain’t sayin’ as they’ll 
pester theyselves any to make me welcome, but I hain’t nowhar else fur to 
go. It’s a right smart ways, and I reckon I better be goin’. I’ll be a-sayin’ 
good-bye, Ranse — that is, if you keer fur to say so.” 

“I don’t know as anybody’s a hound dog,” said Ransie, in a martyr’s 
voice, “fur to not want to say good-bye — ’less you air so anxious to git away 
that you don’t want me to say it.” 

Ariela was silent. She folded the five-dollar bill and her decree carefully, 
and placed them in the bosom of her dress. Benaja Widdup watched the 
money disappear with mournful eyes behind his spectacles. 

And then with his next words he achieved rank (as his thoughts ran) 
with either the great crowd of the world’s sympathizers or the little crowd 
of its great financiers. 

“Be kind o’ lonesome in the old cabin to-night, Ranse,” he said. 

Ransie Bilbro stared out at the Cumberlands, clear blue now in the sun- 
light. He did not look at Ariela. 

“I ’low it might be lonesome,” he said; “but when folks gits mad and 
wants a divo’ce, you can’t make folks stay.” 

“There’s others wanted a divo’ce,” said Ariela, speaking to the wooden 
stool. “Besides, nobody don’t want nobody to stay.” 

“Nobody never said they didn’t.” 

“Nobody never said they did. I reckon I better start on now to brother 
Ed’s.” 

“Nobody can’t wind that old clock.*’ 

“Want me to go back along" ’ith you in the cart and wind it fur you, 
Ranse?” 

The mountaineer’s countenance was proof against emotion. But he 
reached out a big hand and enclosed Ariela’s thin brown one. Her soul 
peeped out once through her impassive face, hallowing it. 

, “Them hounds shan’t pester you no more,” said Ransie, “I reckon I been 
mean and low down. You wind that clock, Ariela ” 

,.“My heart hit’s in that cabin, Ranse,” she whispered, “along ’ith you. I 
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ain’t a-goin’ to git mad no more. Le’s be startin’, Ranse, so’s we kin git 
home by sundown.” 

Justicemf-the-peace Benaja Widdup interposed as they started for the 
door, forgetting his presence. 

‘In the name of the State of Tennessee,” he said, “I forbid you-all to be 
a-defyin’ of its laws and statutes. This co’t is mo’ than willin’ and full of joy 
to see the clouds of discord and misunderstandin’ rollin’ away from two 
lovin’ hearts, but it air the duty of the co’t to p’eserve the morals and 
integrity of the State. The co’t reminds you that you air no longer man and 
wife, but air divo’ced by regular decree, and as such air not entitled to the 
benefits and ’purtenances of the mattermonal estate.” 

Ariela caught Ransie’s arm. Did those words mean that she must lose him 
now when they had just learned the lesson, of life? 

“But the co’t air prepared,” went on the Justice, “fur to remove the dis- 
abilities set Up by the decree of divo’ce. The co’t air on hand to perform the 
solemn ceremony of marri’ge, thus fixin’ things up and enablin’ the parties 
in the case to resume the honor’ble and elevatin’ state of mattermony 
which they desires. The fee fur performin’ said ceremony will be, in this 
case, to wit, five dollars.” 

Ariela caught the gleam of promise in his words. Swiftly her hand went 
to her bosom. Freely as an alighting dove the bill fluttered to the Justice’s 
table. Her sallow cheek colored as she stood hand in hand with Ransie 
and listened to the reuniting words. 

Ransie helped her into the cart, and climbed in beside her. The little red 
bull turned once more, and they set out, hand-clasped, for the mountains. 

Justice-of-the-peace Benaja Widdup sat in his door and took off his shoes. 
Once again he fingered the bill tucked down in his vest pocket. Once again 
he smoked his elder-stem pipe. Once again the speckled hen swaggered 
down the main street of the “settlement,” cackling foolishly. 

WITHOUT VISIBLE MEANS 

Arthur Morrison 

(1863- ) 

A-ll east LONDON IDLED, ot Walked in a procession, or waylaid and bashed, 
or cried in an empty kitchen: for it was the autumn of the Great Strikes. 
One army of men, having been prepared, was ordered to strike— and struck. 
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Other smaller armies of men^ with no preparation, were ordered to strike to 
express sympathy^ — and struck. Other armies still were ordered to strike be- 
cause it was the fashion—- and struck. Then many hands were discharged 
because the strikes in other trades left them no work. Many others came 
from other parts in regiments to work, but remained to loaf in gangs ; taught 
by the example of earlier regiments, which, the situation being explained 
(an expression devised to include mobbings and kickings and flingings into 
docks), had returned whence they came. So that East London was very 
noisy and largely hungry; and the rest of the world looked on with intense 
interest, making earnest suggestions, and comprehending nothing. Lots of 
strikers, having no strike pay and finding little nourishment in processions, 
started off to walk to Manchester, Birmingham, Liverpool or Newcasde, 
where work might be got. Along the Great North Road such men might be 
seen in silent companies of a dozen or twenty, now and again singly or in 
couples. 

At the tail of one such gang, which gathered in the Burdett Road and 
found its way into the Enfield Road by way of Victoria Park, Clapton, and 
Stamford Hill, walked a little group of three: a voluble young man of 
thirty, a stolid workman rather older, and a pale, anxious little fellow, with 
a nasty spasmic cough and a canvas bag of tools. 

The little crowd straggled over the footpath and the road, few of its 
members speaking, most of them keeping to their places and themselves. 
As yet there was nothing of the tramp in the aspect of these mechanics. 
With their washed faces and well-mended clothes they might have been 
taken for a jury coming from a local inquest. As the streets became broken 
and detached, with patches of field between, the men began to look about 
them. One young fellow in front (with no family to think of), who looked 
upon the enterprise as an amusing sort of tour, and had even brought an 
accordion, began to rebel against the general depression, and attempted a 
joke about going to the Alexandra Palace. But in the rear, the little man 
with the canvas bag, putting his hand abstractedly into his pocket, sud- 
denly stared and stopped. He drew out the hand, and saw in it three 
shillings. 

“S’elp me,” he said, ‘‘the missis is done that — shoved it in unbeknown 
when I come away! An’ she’s on’y got a bob for ’erself an’ the kids.” He 
broke into a sweat of uneasiness. “Ill ’ave to send it back at the next post- 
office, that’s all.” 

“Send it back? not you!” Thus with deep scorn the voluble young man 
at his side. “She’ll be all right, you lay your life. A woman alius knows ow 
to look after ’erself. You’ll bleed’n’ soon want it, an’ bad. You do as I tell 
you, Joey; stick to it. That’s right, Dave, ain’t it?” 

“Matter o’ fancy,” replied the stolid man. “My missis cleared my pockets 
out ’fore I got away. Shouldn’t wonder at bein’ sent after for leavin’ ’er 
chargeable if I don’t soon send some more. Women’s different.” 
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The march continued, and grew dustier. The cheerful pilgrim in front 
produced his accordion. At Palmer’s Green four went straight ahead to try 
for work at the Enfield Arms Factory. The others knowing the thing hope- 
less turned off to the left for Potter’s Bar. 

After a long silence, “Which ’ll be nearest, Dave,” asked little Joey Clayton, 
“Newcastle or Middlesbrough.?^” 

“Middlesbrough,” said Dave; “I done it afore.” 

“Trampin’ ain’t so rough on a man, is it, after all asked Joey wistfully, 
done all right, didn’t you. 

“Got through. All depends, though it’s rough enough. Matter o’ luck. I 
’ad the bad weather.” 

“If I don’t get a good easy job where we’re goin’,” remarked the voluble 
young man, “I’ll ’ave a strike there too.” 

“ ’Ave a strike there.?^” exclaimed Joey. “ ’Ow? Who’d call ’em but. 

“Wy, I would. I think I’m equal to doin’ it, ain’t I? An’ when workin’ 
men stand idle an’ ’ungry in the midst o’ the wealth an’ the lukshry an’ the 
igstravagance they’ve produced with the sweat of their brow, why, then, 
feller-workmen, it’s time to act. It’s time to bring the nigger-drivin’ bloated 
capitalists to their knees.” 

“ ’Ear, ’ear,” applauded Joey Clayton; tamely, perhaps, for the words were 
not new. “Good on yer, Newman!” Newman had a habit of practising this 
sort of thing in snatches whenever he saw the chance. He had learned the 
trick in a debating society; and Joey Clayton was always an applausive 
audience. There was a pause, the accordion started another tune, and New- 
man tried a different passage of his harangue. 

“In the shop they call me Skulky Newman. Why? ’Cos I skulk, o’ course” 
(“ ’Ear, ’ear,” dreamily— from Dave this time). “I ain’t ashamed of it, my 
friends. I’m a miker out an’ out, an’ I ’ope I shall always remain a miker. 
The less a worker does the more ’as to be imployed, don’t they? An’ the 
more the toilers wrings out o’ the capitalists, don’t they? Very well, then, I 
mike, an’ I do it as a sacred dooty.” 

“You’ll ’ave all the mikin’ you want for a w^eek or two,” said Dave Burge 
placidly. “Stow it.” 

At Potter’s Bar the party halted and sat under a hedge to eat hunks of 
bread and cheese (or hunks of bread and nothing else) and to drink cold 
tea out of cans. Skulky Newman, who had brought nothing, stood in with 
his two friends. As they started anew and turned into the Great North Road 
he said, stretching himself and looking slyly at Joey Clayton, “If I’d got a 
bob or two I’d stand you two blokes a pint apiece.” 

Joey looked troubled. “Well, as you ain’t, I suppose I ought to,” he said 
uneasily, turning toward the little inn hard by. “Dave,” he cried to Burge, 
who was walking on, “won’t you ’ave a drink?” And, “Well, if you are 
goin’ to do the toff, I ain’t proud,” was the slow reply. 

Afterward, Joey was inclined to stop at the post-office to send away at 
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least two shillings. But Newman wouldn’t. He enlarged on the im- 
providence of putting out of reach that which might be required on an 
emergency, he repeated his axiom as to a woman’s knack of keeping alive 
in spite of ail things: and Joey determined not to send— for a day or so at 
any rate. 

The road got looser and dustier; the symptoms of the tramp came out 
stronger and stronger on the gang. The accordion struck up from time to 
time but ceased toward the end of the afternoon. The player wearied, and 
some of the older men, soon tired of walking, were worried by the noise. 
Joey Clayton, whose cough was aggravated by the dust, was especially tor- 
tured, after every fit, to hear the thing drawling and whooping the tune it 
had drawled and whooped a dozen times before; but he said nothing, scarce 
knowdng what annoyed him. 

At Hatffeld Station two of the foremost picked up a few coppers by help- 
ing with a heavy trapload of luggage. Up Digswell Hill the party trailed 
out lengthily, and Newman, who had been letting off a set speech, was fain 
to save his wind. The night came, clear to see and sweet to smell. Between 
Welwyn and Codicote the company broke up to roost in such barns as they 
might possess: all but the master of the accordion, who had stayed at a little 
public-house at Welwyn, with the notion of earning a pot of beer and a 
stable-corner (or better) by a tune in the tap-room. Dave Burge lighted on a 
lone shed of thatched hurdles with loose hay in it arid Newman straightway 
curled in the snuggest corner on most of the hay. Dave Burge pulled some 
from under him, and, having helped Joey Clayton to build a nest in the 
best place left, was soon snoring. But Joey lay awake all night, and sat up 
and coughed and turned restlessly, being unused to the circumstances and 
apprehensive of those months in jail, which (it is well known) are ran- 
corously dealt forth among all them that sleep in barns. 

Luck provided a breakfast next morning at Codicote; for three bicyclists, 
going north, stood cold beef and bread round at The Anchor. The man 
with the accordion caught up. He had made his lodging and breakfast and 
eightpence: this had determined him to stay at Hitchin, and work it for, at 
least, a day, and then to diverge into the towns and let the rest go their 
way. So beyond Hitchin there was no music, 

Joey Clayton soon fell slow. Newman had his idea; and, the three were 
left behind, and Joey staggered after his mates with difficulty. He lacked 
sleep, and he lacked stamina. Dave Burge took the canvas bag, and there 
were many rests: when Newman, expressing a resolve to stick by his fellow- 
man through thick and thin, hinted at drinks. Dave Burge made twopence 
at Henlow level crossing by holding an unsteady horse while a train passed. 
Joey saw little of the rest of the day; the road was yellow and dazzling, his 
cough tore him, and things were red sometimes and sometimes blue. He 
walked without knowing it, now helped, now lurching on alone. The others 
of the party were far ahead and forgotten. There was talk of a windmill 
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ahead, where there Would be rest; and the three men camped in an old boat- 
house by the river just outside Biddleswade. Joey, sleeping as he tottered, 
fell in a heap and lay without moving from sunset to broad morning. 

When he woke Dave Burge was sitting at the door, but Newman was 
gone. Also, there was no sign of the canvas bag. 

“No use lookin’,’’ said Dave; “ ’e’s done it.” 

“Eh?”, . . , 

“Skulky’s ’opped the twig an’ sneaked your tools. Gawd knows where n 
is by now.” ■ 

“No— ” the little man gasped, sitting up in a pale sweat. . . . “Not 
sneaked ’em . . , is ’e? . . . S’elp me, there’s a set o’ callipers worth fifteen 
bob in that bag ... ’e ain’t gawn . . . 

Dave Burge nodded inexorably. 

“Best feel in your pockets,” he said, “p’raps e’s bin there.” 

He had. The little man broke down. “I was a-goin’ to send ’ome that two 
bob — s’elp me, I was . . . An’ what can I do without my tools? If I’d got no 
job I could ’a pawned ’em— an’ then I’d ’a sent ’ome the money — s’elp me I 
would . . . O, it’s crool!” 

The walking, with the long sleep after it, had left him sore and stiff, and 
Dave had work to put him on the road again. He had forgotten yesterday 
afternoon and asked at first for the others. They tramped in silence for a 
few miles: when Joey suddenly flung himself upon a tussock by the way- 
side. ■ ' 

“Why won’t nobody let me live?” he snivelled. “I’m a ’armless bloke 
enough. I worked at Ritterson’s, man and boy, very nigh twenty year. When 
they come an’ ordered us out, I come out with the others, peaceful enough; 
I didn’t want to chuck it up. Gawd knows, but I come out promp’ when 
they told me. And when I found another job on the island, four big blokes 
set about me an’ ’arf killed me. I didn’t know the place was blocked. And 
when two o’ the blokes was took up, they said Fd get strike pay again if I 
didn’t identify ’em ; so I didn’t. But they never give me no strike pay — they 
laughed an’ chucked me out. An’ now I’m a-starvin’ on the ’igh road. An’ 
Skulky . . . blimy . . . 'es done me too!” 

There were days wherein Joey learned to eat a swede pulled from behind 
a wagon, and to feel thankful for an early turnip; might have learned, too, 
just what tramping means in many ways to a man unskilled both in begging 
and in theft, but was never equal to it. He coughed — and worse: holding 
to posts and gates, and often spitting blood. He had little to say, but 
trudged mechanically, taking note of nothing. 

Once, as though aroused from a reverie, he asked, “Wasn’t there some 
others?” . 

“Others?” said Dave, for a moment taken aback. “Oh, yes, there was some 
others. They’re gone on ahead, y’know.” 
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Joey tramped for half-a-mile in silence. Then he said, “Expect they’re 
.’aviii’ a rough time, too.” 

“Ah — very like,” said Dave. 

For a space Joey was silent, save for the cough. Then he went on; Comes 
o’ not bringing ’cordions with ’em. Everyone ought to take a ’cordion what 
goes trampin’. I knew a man once that went trampin’, an’ ’e took a ’cordion. 
He done all right. It ain’t so rough for them as plays on the ’cordion.” And 
Dave Burge rubbed his cap about his head and stared; but answered 
■' nothing. 

It was a bad day. Crusts were begged at cottages. Every rise and every 
turn, the eternal yellow road lay stretch on stretch before them, flouting 
their unrest. Joey, now unimpressionable, endured more placidly than even 
Dave Burge. Late in the afternoon, “No,” he said, “it ain’t so rough for 
them as plays the ’cordion. They ’as the best of it . . . S’elp me,” he added 
suddenly, '"u/ere all ’cordions!” He sniggered thoughtfully, and then burst 
into a cough that left him panting. “We’re nothin’ but a bloomin’ lot o’ 
’cordions ourselves,” he went on, having got his breath, “an’ they play any 
toon they like on us; and that’s ’ow they make their livin’. S’elp me, Dave, 
we’re all ’cordions.” And he laughed. 

“Um — yus,” the other man grunted. And he looked curiously at his mate; 
for he had never heard that sort of laugh before. 

But Joey fondled the conceit, and returned to it from time to time; now 
aloud, now to himself. “All ’cordions: playin’ any toon as is ordered, blimy 
. . . Are we ’cordions.? I don’t believe we’re as much as that . . . no, s’elp 
me. We’re on’y the footlin’ little keys; shoved about to soot the toon . , . 
Little tin keys, blimy . , . footlin’ little keys . . . I’ve bin played on plenty, 
I ’ave ” 

Dave Burge listened with alarm, and tried to talk of other things. But 
Joey rarely heard him. “I’ve bin played on plenty, I ’ave,” he persisted. “I 
was played on once by a pal: an’ my spring broke.” 

At nightfall there was more bad luck. They were driven from a likely 
barn by a leather-gaitered man with a dog, and for some distance no 
dqrmitory could be found. Then it was a cut haystack, with a nest near the 
top and steps to reach it. 

In the night Burge was awakened by a clammy hand upon his face. 
There was a thick mist. 

“It’s you, Dave ain’t it.?” Clayton was saying. “Good Gawd, I thought I’d 
lawst you. What’s all this ’ere— not the water is it.?— not the dock.? Fm 
soppin’ wet.” 

Burge himself was wet to the skin. He made Joey lie down, and told him 
to sleep; but a coughing fit prevented that. “It was them ’cordions woke 
me,” he explained when it was over. 

So the night put on the shuddering grey of the fore-dawn. And the tW 
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tramps left their perch, and betook them, shivering and stamping, to the 
road. 

That morning Joey had short fits of dizziness and faintness. ‘'It’s my spring 
broke,” he would say after such an attack. “Bloomin’ little tin key put out 
o’ toon.” And once he added, “I’m up to one toon, though, now: this ’ere 
bloomin’ Dead March.” 

Just at the outskirts of the town, where he stopped to cough over a gate, a 
stout old lady, walking out with a shaggy little dog, gave him a shilling. Dave 
Burge picked it up as it dropped from his incapable hand, and “Joey, ’ere’s 
a bob,” he said, “a lady give it you. You come an’ git a drop o’ beer.” 

They carried a twopenny loaf into the tap-room of a small tavern, and 
Dave had mild ale himself, but saw that Joey was served with stout with a 
penn’orth of gin in it. Soon the gin and stout reached Joey’s head, and drew 
it to the table. And he slept, leaving the rest of the shilling where it lay, 

Dave arose, and stuffed the last of the twopenny loaf into his pocket. He 
took a piece of chalk from the bagatelle board in the corner, and wrote this 
on the table: — sir, for god sa\e ta\e him to the wor\ house!' 

Then he gathered up the coppers where they lay and stepped quietly into 
the street. 

THE STRICKEN DOE 

Fierre Mille 

(1864- ) 

TRANSLATED BY VYVYAN HOLLAND 


A-FTer dining at brantes, at the Deux Couronnes, the three men made 
ready to get into their motor-car. Suddenly a little servant-girl appeared: 
Beville had left his camera behind in the dining-room: she handed it to 
him without a word and went back into the hotel. 

“She’s not very talkative!” he observed. 

“Oh!” said the garage attendant, “that’s the Breton girl. She only arrived 
here from Brittany two days ago and she doesn’t know a word of French 
yet.” 

“The Breton girl.?” echoed Beville. 

“Why, doesn’t Monsieur know.?” asked the fellow with a snigger. “In 
hotels like this, small-town hotels, they always get hold of a Breton girl. 
For the travellers, in case ...” 
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The three laughed. The car started, and a few moments later they were 
in the open country. 

“Do you notice the smell of the air; isn’t it delightful?” Beville asked the 
man next to him. ' ' . 

“Yes,” replied Bottiaux. “That’s because it’s been raining and the earth 
is Still warm and the car is going very fast, so that the air is full of 
fragrance.” 

B&ille spread himself out, half asleep, a little intoxicated from the cham- 
pagne he had drunk at dinner and intoxicated, too, by the brisk, warm 
night air which bathed him, buffeted him, impregnated his body and gave 
him a feeling of lazy, languid voluptuousness. He was no longer on earth, 
but floated above it, and from time to time he stretched out his arms as 
though trying to seize some delectable object of his thoughts. 

“Pity there are no women, eh, Jalin?” 

But Jalin, the owner of the car, who was driving, did not even turn his 
head. He had quite enough to do to steer the formidable machine over the 
road along which they sped, whitened by the light of the huge headlights, 
and on either side of which the straight lines of the trees formed, as it 
were, two solid walls, so fast were they travelling. 

He merely growled: 

“Women? Certainly not!” 

All his virility, all his vigour, all his strength as a male and as an intel- 
ligent athlete were now concentrated in his brain and in his hands. But, 
like the others, he spread his nostrils to inhale the perfumes of the summer 
night, those of the limes, of the mountain-ash and of thousands of little 
herbs, whose names no one knows, which have been fertilized by the sun-lit 
hours and during the night enjoy the raptures of that contact within their 
closed petals. That was enough for him. He merely murmured: 

“It’s lovely, isn’t it?” 

Rabbits, roused by the roar of the car, blinded by the headlights and 
crazy with iear, ran out of the ditches beside the road and sped like black 
bullets across their path. But suddenly the road was plunged into darkness 
and the branches above their heads were interspersed with patches of sky. 
One second before, this machine, this meteor, this furious rushing object 
seemed to be the sole source of light in the world; and now it was nothing 
but the centre of a world of darkness, while other objects sprang into life 
again in the gloom. It was staggeringly sudden and unexpected. Jalin 
exclaimed : 

“Good Heavens, the lights have gone out!” 

“Light them again, then,” said Bottiaux. 

Jalin shrugged his shoulders. 

“Fm afraid they’re short-circuited. I can’t do anything about it.” 

“Well then, drive by the side-lights.” 

“Yes, but they’re really only parking lights!” replied Jalin. 
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“They’re quite enough for the police. Anyway, drive on! We must get 
tO' Paris. I want to sleep in Paris.” . 

Jalin nodded his head. An eighty horse-power car is no more capable of 
travelling slowly than a race-horse on a track or a destroyer on the seas. 
However much one tries to hold it back it leaps forward and takes matters 
into its own hands. Jalin knew the folly of travelling blindly at sixty miles 
an hour when in two seconds one is upon an object which one first sees 
sixty yards away. Yet he consented. Like the other two he was feeling too 
happy, too impetuous, too much lifted out of himself, and too much carried 
away by the movement of which he thought himself master. It is the same 
in a cavalry charge : one goes straight to one’s death and one cannot prevent 
oneself from doing so. 

The gloom above them and on each side of the road became more 
intense. They were travelling through a wood, a dark confused mass of 
serried trees whose trunks and branches seemed to be intertwined. It 
was dark, so dark that it almost hurt their eyes, and made them want 
to shade them with their hands, as though to protect them from a 
sudden shock. And at that very moment, when this alarming condition 
seemed at its worst, Jalin thought he could distinguish something in front 
of him, a shadow even darker than the prevailing gloom, a living, terrified 
shadow. He wrenched his steering-wheel and jammed on the brakes. 
Anyone who knows about the modern machine has experienced the 
physical consequences of that sudden stopping, that abrupt deviation 
of a projectile meant to travel in a straight line; the whole of one’s inside 
seems to displace itself, and one has a sort of bitter forecast of the agony 
of death. But the car was wide and low-sprung, so it did not turn over but 
obeyed as best it could, mounted a heap of stones and came shudderingly 
to a standstill. 

“What’s the matter.?” asked Beville, who had gone quite grey. 

Bottiaux jumped out and joined Jalin who was mopping his forehead 
and kneeling before a pathetic object which still quivered as it lay stretched 
on the ground, dimly lit by one of the side-lights of the car. 

“What a bit of luck,” observed Beville who had also got out of the car. 
“It’s only a doe!” 

The three men sighed deeply and their voices echoed among the trees as 
they expressed their relief. With their heavy overcoats, caps and goggles 
they were strangely alike: fine-looking men, all three bearded, and with an 
air of wealth, vigour and strength. 

“What a bit of luck!” repeated Jalin. 

But his laughter, which mingled with that of the others, suddenly ceased. 
He had just noticed the doe’s eyes: they were so soft, so sad and so 
frightened, full of the puzzled terror of not knowing why it was there and 
of what had struck it in the night. Poor pretty little thing! Poor little 
woodland beast, so wild and innocent! They had all killed many others 



434 


TELLERS OF TALES 

'whien they were' out hunting with ' horse'S and hounds and beaters. But not 
like that. It lay mangled, wounded and dying, and quivering so painfully, 

with that despairing look still in its suifering eyes. 

“Well have to go back to Brantes/’ said Jalin. “I can’t go on without roy 
headlights. We can sleep at the hotel where we dined.” 

He turned the car and they returned to Brantes as slowly as they could. 

Gradually the memory of the slaughtered animal was obliterated from 
their minds. It might have been a human being, they might themselves 
have been killed, indeed they had for a moment been faced by the fear of 
death. But they were alive, their blood coursed healthily through their 
veins and the world would still be theirs for years and years to come. The 
future stretched before them like a colonnade which one can follow end- 
lessly with one’s eyes, in an atmosphere of pure happiness. 

The door of the Hotel des Deux Couronnes was shut. Everyone was 
asleep. They knocked for a long time before a light appeared. Even then 
they had to wait a little longer, because in small towns people have to be 
cautious; they want to know with whom they are dealing. 

“Look,” said Bottiaux, when the door opened at last, “it’s the Breton 
girl.” 

In her hand she held one of those tiny lamps, the wicks of which are 
protected by small globes, and which for the past twenty years have taken 
the place of night-lights. This feeble light gave a pink tinge to one side 
of her soft, childish, homely face, and everything else, her dressing-jacket 
hurriedly thrown over her rough night-dress, her linen petticoat, her bare 
slippered feet were lost in shadow. All that was visible was her sensitive 
little face, suspended in the air like a disembodied soul. 

“Room.?” she asked in rather a husky voice, in the way people do when 
they speak a foreign language. 

“Yes, sleep; beds, eh.? Good beds!” explained Bottiaux. 

She lit candles for them, smiled, showed them to their rooms and retired. 

But when Beville got to bed he found that he was unable to sleep. He was 
feeling too shattered, and still too excited by the fragrance of the night, by 
the speed of the car and by that strong feeling of gratitude towards life 
which infects everyone who has just escaped a great danger. Then he re- 
membered the words of the garage attendant: “The Breton girl? That’s 
what she’s there for!” and he left his room, bare-footed, and crept noise- 
lessly along the passage. 

Beville had noticed where the Breton girl slept; in a kind of lean-to, a 
cupboard fixed up on the staircase, between the ground floor and the first 
floor. He went straight there, shading his candle with his hand. Yes, that 
was the right place: she was sleeping on a common iron bedstead, her hair 
loose about her shoulders and one hand beneath her head to raise it as she 
had no pillow. All that could be seen of her body was a rounded neck and 
the delicate swell of a very young breast. Beville put his hand on her 
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shoulder and kissed her. He had blown out the candle. The girl woke 
with a Start and put her hands out in an instinctive gesture of self- 
protection: 

''Ma Done/' sht sdiid. 

But Beville already had her in his arms and she felt his mouth upon hers 
again. Yes, it was true, she was the Breton girl, she was employed for that, 
paid for that, thirty francs a month in addition to presents from the guests. 
And besides, this man was a gentleman. Centuries of domination, almost of 
slavery, had taught her race that one must always obey “gentlemen/’ the 
leaders, the masters; their men followed them to war, their women to bed. 
So she must submit. Her poor little servile soul dared not protest. Only her 
body recoiled in horror, because it was still pure. Every virgin defends 
herself, every virgin is afraid. No doubt this is an instinct which nature 
has given her so that she must need courage to give herself and that thus 
she should only give herself from choice and, as it were, as a sacrifice to 
the man she loves. The Breton girl, humble savage, sold as in ancient days, 
but even more basely, experienced a feeling of terror. She implored him to 
let her go, in confused hurried words, in her obscure language, the lan- 
guage spoken on the shores of western seas, the only one she knew; but 
Beville did not understand. 

He never knew why the girl did not return the kisses he gave her 
before possessing her. Neither did he understand when, a satisfied and yet 
sadly disappointed male—for such is the punishment of careless, brutal 
males that his only thought was to leave an offering and to get away — he 
never understood why a mouth had brushed, not his lips, she would not 
have dared, but his cheek and his forehead: the caress of a timid child 
who wanted so much, yes, so much, to be able to imagine the memory of 
the shadow of true tenderness after the horror of her ravishment. But there 
was nothing. He just went away and that was all. 

Next day at dawn Jalin came and woke his two friends. When Beville 
came down he had almost forgotten. Happy men have, as it were, no 
memories. They live in advance and discount their future pleasures daily. 
If he had thought at all about the events of the night he would merely have 
felt that he had been rather unkind and,, as he knew this, he took care to 
divert his thoughts into other channels. Moreover, Jalin had already got 
everything ready for their departure. The bill was paid and the engine of 
the car was running. He threw his two companions their coats and caps. 

“Off we go!” 

He backed into the hotel courtyard to enable him to turn before the 
front door. And at that moment there appeared in the doorway the mis- 
used slave who had let them in the previous night. She had just come out 
of her room where she had no doubt lain awake for hours, alone and 
defiled. She was wearing the same clothes, humble to the point of abject- 
ness, a rough chemise and a shapeless jacket. She had not done her hair, 
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she was not pretty, even her youth seemed to have become tarnished, and 
she stared at the three men hopelessly, her eyes full of misery. For the 
appalling thing that had happened to her and had perhaps left a living 
result within her, had taken place in inky darkness and she could not tell 
which of the three men it had been. Nor would she ever know. 

The motor-car turned, well under control, and shot off. Bottiaiix re- 
.marked, musingly:, ■ 

“That Breton girl’s eyes. . . . What did they remind me of? Oh! yes, 
they were just like those of that doe last night. Did you see them?’’ 

“No,” replied Beville, “I didn’t notice.” 

THE MONKEY’S PAW 
m W. Jacobs 

(1863- ) 

Without, tlie night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor of 
Lakesnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father 
and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game 
involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary 
perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady 
knitting placidly by the fire. 

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake 
after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from 
seeing it. 

“I’m listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched 
out his hand. “Check.” 

“I should hardly think that he’d come tonight,” said his father, with his 
hand poised over the board. 

“Mate,” replied the son. 

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White, with sudden 
and unlooked-for violence; “of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places 
to live in, this is the worst. Pathway’s a bog, and the road’s a torrent, I don’t 
know, what people are thinking about, I suppose because only two houses 
on the road are let, they think it doesn’t matter ” 

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife soothingly; “perhaps you’ll win the 
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Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance 
between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a 
guilty grin in his thin gray beard. 

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy 
footsteps came toward the door. 

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard 
condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, 
so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed gently as her husband 
entered the room, followed by a tall burly man, beady of eye and rubicund 
of visage. 

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him. 

The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the 
fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whisky and tumblers and 
stood a small copper kettle on the fire. 

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little 
family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as 
lie squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange scenes 
and doughty deeds, of wars and plagues and strange peoples. 

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. 
“When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look 
at him.” 

“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White politely. 

“Fd like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look round a 
bit, you know.” 

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put 
down the empty glass and, sighing softly, shook it again. 

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the 
old man. “What was that you started telling me the other day about a 
monkey’s paw or something, Morris?” 

“Nothing,” said the soldier hastily. “Leastways, nothing worth hearing.” 

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White curiously. 

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the 
sergeant-major off-handedly. 

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent-mindedly 
put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it 
for him. 

“To look at,” said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket, “it’s just an 
ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.” 

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew 
back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously, 

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White, as he took it 
from his son and, having examined it, placed it upon the table. 

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant-major, “a very 
holy man. He wanted to show that, fate ruled people’s lives, and that those 
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who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that 
three separate men could each have three wishes from it.” 

His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their 
light laughter jarred somewhat. 

‘'Well, why don’t you have three, sir?’^ said Herbert White cleverly. 

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard 
presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said quietly, and his blotchy face 
whitened. 

“And did you really have the three wishes granted.?” asked Mrs. White. 

“I did,” said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong 
teeth. 

“And has anybody else wished.?” inquired the old lady. 

“The first man had his three wishes, yes,” was the reply. “I don’t know 
what the first two were, but the third was for death. That’s how I got the 
paw.” 

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group. 

“If you’ve had your three wishes, it’s no good to you now, then, Morris,” 
said the old man at last. “What do you keep it for.?” 

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said slowly. “I did 
have some idea of selling it, but I don’t think I will. It has caused enough 
mischief already. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it’s a fairy tale, 
some of them, and those who do think anything of it want to try it first 
and pay me afterward.” 

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him 
keenly, “would you have them.?” 

“I don’t know,” said the other, “I don’t know.” 

He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, 
suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and 
snatched it oflF. 

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier solemnly. 

“If you don’t want it, Morris,” said the old man, “give it to me.” 

“I won’t,” said his friend doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, 
don’t blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible 
man.” 

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. “How 
do you do it?” he inquired. 

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the sergeant-major, 
“but I warn you of the consequences.” 

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,'' s^iid Mrs. White, as she rose and began 
to set the supper. “Don’t you think you might wish for four pairs of hands 
forme?” 

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst 
into laughter as the sergeant-major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught 
him by the arm. 
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‘If you must wish,” he said gruffly, “wish for something sensible.” 

Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned 
his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly 
forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a 
second installment of the soldier’s adventures in India. 

“If the tale about the monkey paw is not more truthful than those he has 
been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in 
time for him to catch the last train, “we shan’t make much out of it.” 

“Did you give him anything for it, father?” inquired Mrs. White, regard- 
ing her husband closely. 

“A trifle,” said he, coloring slightly. “He didn’t w^ant it, but I made him 
take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.” 

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror, “Why, were going to be 
rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; 
then you can’t be henpecked.” 

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed 
with an antimacassar. 

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don’t 
know what to wish for, and that’s a fact,” he said slowly. “It seems to me 
I’ve got all I want.” 

“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you?” said 
Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred 
pounds, then; that’ll just do it.” 

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talis- 
man, as his son, with a solemn face somewhat marred by a wink at his 
mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords. 

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly. 

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shudder- 
ing cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him. 

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the 
floor. “As I wished it twisted in my hands like a snake.” 

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son, as he picked it up and placed 
it on the table, “and I bet I never shall,” 

“It must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife, regarding him 
anxiously. 

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it 
gave me a shock all the same.” 

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. 
Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously 
at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing 
settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for 
the night. 

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in; a big bag in the middle of your 
bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them good iiight, “and something horrible 
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squatting lip on the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your 

ilhgotten gains.’’ ■ ■ ■ 

II ■ 

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the 
breakfast table Herbert laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic 
wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, 
and the dirty, shriveled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a care- 
lessness which betokened no great belief in its virtues. 

'1 suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. ''The idea of 
pur listening to such nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days,? 
And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, father.?” 

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the frivolous Herbert. 

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said his father, “that you 
might if you so wished attribute it to coincidence.” 

“Well, don’t break into the money before I come back,” said Herbert, as 
he rose from the table. ‘Tm afraid it’ll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, 
and we shall have to disown you.” 

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down 
the road, and returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the ex- 
pense of her husband’s credulity. All of which did not prevent her frojm 
scurrying to the door at the postman’s knock, nor prevent her from referring 
somewhat shortly to retired sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when she 
found that the post brought a tailor’s bill. 

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he 
comes home,” she said, as they sat at dinner. 

“I dare say,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; “but for all 
that, the thing moved in my hand; that I’ll swear to.” 

“You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly. 

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no thought about it; I had 
just — What’s the matter?” 

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of 
a man outside, who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, ap- 
peared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connection 
with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well 
dressed and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at 
the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand 
upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the 
path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and 
hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that useful article of 
apparel beneath the cushion of her chair. 

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed 
furtively at Mrs, White, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old 
lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband’s coat, a 
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garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as 
patiently as her sex would permit for him to broach his business., but he was 
at first strangely silent.' 

‘‘I— was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of 
cotton from his trousers. “I come from Maw and Meggins.” 

The old lady started, ‘ds anything the matter?” she asked breathlessly. 
“Has anything happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?” 

Her husband interposed. “There, there, mother,” he said hastily. “Sit 
down, and don’t jump to conclusions. You’ve not brought bad news, Fm 
sure, sir,” and he eyed the other wistfully. 

“Fm sorry began the visitor. 

“Is he hurt?” dem^inded the mother. 

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt,” he said quietly, “but he is not 
in any pain.” 

“Oh, thank God!” said the old woman, clasping her hands. “Thank God 
for that! Thank- — 

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned 
upon her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the other’s 
averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted hus- 
band, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence. 

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length, in a low 
voice. 

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr, White, in a dazed fashion, “yes.” 

He sat staring blankly out at the wundow, and taking his wife’s hand 
between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old courting 
days nearly forty years before. 

“He w^as the only one left to us,” he said, turning gently to the visitor. “It 
is hard.” 

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. “The firm 
wished me to convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss,” he 
said, without looking round. “I beg that you will understand I am only their 
servant and merely obeying orders.” 

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, 
and her breath inaudible; on the husband’s face was a look such as his 
friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action. 

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility,” con- 
tinued the other. “They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your 
son’s services they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensa- 
tion.” / 

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a 
look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips, shaped the words, “How much?” 

“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer. 

Unconscious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his 
hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor. . ; , 
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In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried 
their dead, and came back to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was 
all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in 
a state of expectation as though of something else to happen — something 
else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear. But the 
days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation — the hopeless resigna- 
tion of the old, sometimes miscalled apathy. Sometimes they hardly ex- 
changed a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days 
were long to weariness. 

It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the 
night, stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in 
darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He 
raised himself in bed and listened. 

“Come back,” he said tenderly. “You will be cold.” 

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and wept afresh. 

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his 
eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden 
wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start. 

“The monkey’s paw!” she cried wildly. “The monkey’s pav/1” 

He started up in alarm. “Where.? Where is it.? What’s the matter.?” 

She came stumbling across the room toward him. “I want it,” she said 
quietly. “You’ve not destroyed it.?” 

“It’s in the parlor, on the bracket,” he replied, marveling. “Why?” 

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek. 

“I only just thought of it,” she said hysterically. “Why didn’t I think of it 
before.? Why didn’t you think of it.?” 

“Think of what?” he questioned. 

“The other two wishes,” she replied rapidly. “We’ve only had one.” 

“Was not that enough?” he demanded fiercely. 

“No,” she cried triumphantly; “we’ll have one more. Go down and get it 
quickly, axid wish our boy alive again.” 

The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. 
“Good God, you are mad!” he cried, aghast. 

“Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish— Oh, my boy, my boy!” 

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to bed,” he 
said unsteadily. “You don’t know what you are saying.” 

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman feverishly; “why 
not the second?” , 

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man. 

“Go and get it and wish,’: cried the old woman, and dragged him toward 
the door. 

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlor, and then 
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to the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that 
the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could 
escape from the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he 
found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, 
he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found 
himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand. 

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white 
and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. 
He was. afraid of her..' , 

“Wish!” she cried, in a strong voice. 

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered. 

“Wish!” repeated his wife. 

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.” 

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it shudderingly. Then he 
sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked 
to the window and raised the blind. 

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the 
figure of the old woman peering through the window. The candle end, 
which had burnt below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing 
pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than 
the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the 
failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two afterward 
the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him. 

Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. 
A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The 
darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his 
courage, the husband took the box of matches, and striking one, went down- 
stairs for a candle. 

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike an- 
other, and at the same moment a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be 
scarcely audible, sounded on the front door. 

The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breath sus- 
pended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back 
to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded 
through the house. 

''What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up, 

“A rat,” said the old man, in shaking tones — “a rat. It passed me on the 
stairs.” 

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the 
house. 

“It’s Herbert!” she screamed. “Its Herbert!” 

She ran to the door, but her husband was, before her, and catching her by 
the arm, held her tightly. . 

“What are you going to do.?” he whispered hoarsely. : : - 
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'‘Its my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling mechanically. '1 forgot it 
was tw^o miles away. What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the 
door.” , ■ ' 

'Tor God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man, trembling. 

“You’re afraid of your owm son,” she cried, struggling. “Let me go. I’m 
coming, Herbert; I’m coming.” 

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden 
wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the 
landing, and called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He 
heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stijffly 
from the socket. Then the old woman’s voice, strained and panting. 

“The bolt,” she cried loudly. “Come down. I can’t reach it.” 

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor 
in search of the paw. If he could only find it before the thing outside got 
in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he 
heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against 
the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly backhand at 
the same moment he found the monkey’s paw, and frantically breathed his 
third and last wish. 

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the 
house. He heard the chair drawn back and the door opened. A cold wind 
rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery 
from his wife gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the 
gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and 
deserted road. 

THE COACH 

Violet Hunt 

(1866- ) 

It was in a part of the country so far north that the summer nights are 
pale and light and scant of shade, and even when there is no moon, it is 
not dark. This night for hours the flat, depreciating earth had lain prone 
under a storm of wind and rain, its patient surface drenched, blanched, 
smitten into blindness. The tumbled waters of the Firth that splashed on 
the edges of the plain were daunted by the wind-driven showers; gloomy 
drops tapped them into sullen acquiescence. Half a mile inland the road 
to the north was laid and ran with never a house or homestead to break 
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it, viscous with clay here, shining with quartz there, exact, uncompro- 
mising, hedgeless, between its borders of short scant grass. Very seldom 
the undeviating line of it passed through a coppice or little clump o£ 
gnarled, ill-conditioned, nameless trees that seemed to lean forward vin- 
dictively on either side, snapping their horny fingers at each other, waving 
their cantankerous branches as the gusts took them, broke them, and 
whirled the fragments of their ruin far away and out of ken, as a kite that a 
child has allowed to pass beyond his control. Nor was the white surface of 
the road blotted for a single moment, swept and cleared by the play of the 
air-currents, surging backwards and forwards, blind, stupid and swelled 
with pride of power. Gompletely out of hand, intriguing but ineffectual 
giants, these forces of the sky staggered hither and thither, buffeting all 
impartially, instigating the hapless branches at their mercy to wild lashings 
of each other, to useless accesses of the spirit of self-destruction. Bending 
slavishly under the heavy gusts, each shabby blade of grass by the roadside 
rose again and was on the qui vive after the rustling tyrants had passed. 

It was then, in the succeeding moments of comparative peace, when the 
directors of the passionate aerial revolt had managed to call their panting 
rabble off for the time, that great perpendicular sheets of rain, like stage 
films, slung evenly from the pillars that upbore the heavens, descended and 
began moving Gontinuously sideways, like a wall, across the level track. A 
sheet of whole water blotted out the tangled border of herbage; the heaps 
of stones set at intervals ready for breaking. When the slab of rain had 
moved on again, the road, shining out sturdily with its embedded quartz 
and milky kneaded clay, lay clear once more. Galm, ordered and tranquil 
in the midst of tumult and discord, it pursued its appointed course, edging 
off from its sloping, evenly bevelled sides the noisy moorland streams, that 
had come jostling each other in their haste to reach it, only to be relegated, 
noisily complaining by the unrecognisable camber of the gutter. 

At a certain point on the line of way, a tall, spare, respectable-looking 
man in a well-fitting grey frock coat stood like a weary, foredone clerk 
waiting at the corner of the city street for the omnibus that was to carry 
him home to his slippered comfort and sober pipe of peace. The rain 
dripped peaceably off the rim of his top hat and ran down his coat collar. 
He wore no muffler, but then it was summer — St. John’s Eve. He leaned 
on an ivory-headed ebony stick of which he seemed fond, and peered, not 
very eagerly, along the road, which now— for there was a lull in the storm 
— lay in dazzling rain-washed clarity under the struggling moon. He had no 
luggage, no umbrella, yet his grey coat looked neat, and his hat shiny. 

Far in the distance, from the south, a dark, clumsy object appeared, 
labouring slowly along— a coach, of heavy aiid antique pattern. As soon as 
he had sighted it, the passenger’s faint interest seemed diminished. With 
a bored air of fulfilment, he dropped his eyes and looked down disapprov- 
ingly at the clayey mud at his feet, although^ indeed, the sticky substance 
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did not appear to have marred the exquisite polish of his shoes. His palm 
rested composedly on the ivory knob of his trusty stickj as it were the hand 
of an: old, friend. ■ ■ 

With some signs of difficult going, but no noise of straining or grinding, 
the coach drew up in front of the expectant passenger. He looked up 
quietly, and recognised it as the vehicle wherein it was appointed that he 
should travel for a stage, or two, maybe. All was correct, the coachman, 
grave, business-like, headless as of usage, the horses long-tailed, black, 
.conventional.'. 

The door opened noiselessly, and the step was let down. Nodding at the 
coachman, he delicately put his foot on to it; he observed for the benefit 
of the persons inside: 

“I see old Joe on the box in his official trim. Rather unnecessary, all this 
ceremony, I venture to think! A few yokels and old women to impress, if 
indeed, anyone not positively obliged, is abroad on a night like this! For 
form’s sake, I suppose!” 

He took his seat next the window. The four occupants of the coach 
nodded, some stiffly, but not unkindly. He returned their salutations in a 
way that showed him unacquainted with any of them. 

Sitting next to him was a woman evidently of fashion. Her heavy and 
valuable furs were cast on one side, to show a wide breast covered with 
Jewels. She wore two enamelled and jewel-encrusted watches pinned to her 
bosom as a mark for thieves to covet. It was foolish of her, the man in the 
grey frock coat thought. Her yellow wig was much awry. Her eyes were 
weak, stained, and fearful, and she aided their vision with a diamond-beset 
pince-nez. Now and again she glanced over her left shoulder as if in alarm, 
and at such times grasped her gold-net reticule feverishly. She was obviously 
a rich woman, a first-class, train-de-luxe, passenger. 

The woman opposite her belonged, he considered, to the people, hard- 
featured, worn with a life of sordid toil and calculation, but withal stout 
and motherly, a figure to inspire the fullest confidence. She wore a black 
bonnet with strings, and black silk gloves heavily darned. Round her 
sunken white collar, a golden gleam of watch-chain was now and then dis- 
cernible. 

At the other end of the coach, squeezed up into the corner where the 
vacillating light of the lamp hun^ from the roof least penetrated, a neat, 
sharp-featured man nestled or hid. His forehead retreated, and his bowler 
hat was set far back, lending him an air of folly and congenital weakness 
which his long, cold, clever nosV set in a face white as old enamel, could not 
dissipate. 

But the man whom the gentleman in the frock coat took to among his 
casual fellow-travellers was the one directly opposite him, a rough, hearty 
creature. Alone of all the taciturn coachful he seemed disposed to enter into 
conversation which might enliven the dreariness entailed by this old- 
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fashioned mode of travelling. Gay talk might help to drown the dashing of 
the waters of the Firth lying close on the right hand of the road they were 
even now traversing, and the ugly roar of the wind and rain against the 
windows. This— by comparison — cheerful fellow was dressed in a shabby 
suit of corduroys. He wore no collar; a twisted red cotton handkerchief 
was wound tightly round his thick squat neck. His little mean eyes swinish, 
but twinkling good-humouredly, stared enviously at the gentleman’s stiff 
collar and the delicate grey tones of his suiting. Crossing and uncrossing 
his creasy legs, in the unusual effort of conviviality, the man in corduroys 
addressed the man in the frock coat: 

‘‘Well, mate! They’ve chosen a rare rough night to shift us on! Orders 
from headquarters, I suppose.? I’ve been here nigh on a year and never set 
eyes on my boss!” 

“We used to call him God the Father,” said the elder man rather coldly. 
. . . “But there is no earthly sense in questioning the arrangements of Him 
who orders our ways down here; we can only fall in with them. Perhaps 
you do not as yet conceive fully of the silent impelling force that sways us. 
It is the same in the world we have left, only that there we were only con- 
cerned with the titles and standing of our ‘boss,’ as you call Him, and obeyed 
His laws not a whit. I must say I consider this system of yearly soul trans- 
ference that we have to submit to, very unsettling and productive of rest- 
lessness among us — a mere survival of superstition — tiresome and affected 
to my mind. But one merit it has; one sees something of the under world 
travelling about as we do, and meeting chance, perhaps kindred spirits on 
the road. One realises, too, that Hades is not quite as grey, shall I say, as it 
is painted! I fear,” he added, with a slight touch of class hauteur, “you do 
not quite follow me?” 

“Oh, yes, master, I do,” eagerly replied the fellow-traveller to whom he 
chose to address his monologue. “Since I’ve been dead, I have learned the 
meaning of many things. I turn up my nose at nothing these days. I always 
neglected my schooling, but now I tell you I try to make up for lost time. 
From a rough sort of fellow that I was, with not an idea in my head be- 
yond my beer and my prog, I have come to take my part in the whole of 
knowledge. It was all mine before, so to speak, but I didn’t trouble to put 
my hand out for it. Didn’t care, didn’t listen to Miss that taught me, or to 
Parson, either. Parson had some good ideas too, as I’ve come to know, 
though his Vice isn’t exactly our Vice now, in a manner of speaking. If God 
Almighty made us, why did He make us, even in parts, bad? That’s what 
I want to know, and I’ll know that when I’ve. been dead a bit longer. Why 
did He give me rotten teeth so that I couldn’t chew properly and didn’t 
care for my food and liked drink better.? It’s dirt and digestion makes 
drinking and devilry, I say.” ^ 

The smart woman interrupted him with a kind of languid eagerness, ex- 
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“I must say I agree with you. Since the pestle fell on my shoulder in that 
lonely villa at Monte, I have realised what the dreadful gambling fever may 
lead to. It had turned those two who wanted my guilty gains into wild 
beasts! To tell the truth, I ought never to have accepted their invitation to 
luncheon, never tempted them with my display of jewels! . . . And alas! I 

was tarred with the same stick: I gambled too ” 

She rummaged in her reticule and fished out a ticket for the Rooms at 
Monte Carlo. 

always call that the ticket for my execution. I had earned it. And 
although my executioners were rather brutal, they will attain unto this 
place more easily than I did, and will have hardly any pain, I am told. The 
arm of the law is gentle, compared with that of Sir—’' 

The man in the grey frock coat raised his finger warningly. ‘‘No names, 
I beg. One of our little conventions. . . . 1” 

“Have a drop?” said the calm motherly woman to the excited fine lady. 
“Your wound is recent, isn’t it? Yours was a very severe easel A bloody 
murder, I call it, if ever there was one, and clumsy at that! And you only 
passive, which is always so much harder, they say! I can’t tell, for I was 
what you may call an active party. They don’t seem to mind mixing, them 
that looks after us here! Lump us all together—in travelling, at any rate! 
Though when I think of what I was actually turned oif for, well— the way 
I look at it, what I did was a positive benefit to Society, and some sections 
of Society knew it, too, and would have liked to preserve my life.” 

“But what, Madam, if I may ask, was your little difficulty?” . 

“It is called, I believe, baby farming,” she replied off-handedly, receiving 
her flask back from the smart woman and stowing it away in a capacious 
pocket.' A shudder like a ripple on a rain-swept stream came over her 
hearers, with the exception of the thin man in the far corner, who pre- 
served his calm. Raising his sunken chin, he observed the lady with some 
interest. But the gentleman in grey apologised. 

“Excuse us, Madam. A remnant of old-world squeamishness, uncon- 
trollable by us for the moment. Though, if you would, perhaps you could 
somewhat dissipate our preconceived notions of your profession, by explain- 
ing clearly your ancient point of view.” 

“Delighted, I’m sure,” she answered. “Funny, though, how seriously you 
all take it, even here! The feeling against my profession seems as absurdly 
strong below as it was above. I was hooted as I left the court, I recollect. It 
annoyed me then considerably. I thought them that hooted had more need 
to be grateful to me if all was known and paid for. I saved their pockets for 
them and their lovely honour too. They knew they had to thank me for 
that, and for the rest. Lord! what did they care? They went on, bless ’em, 
raising up seed for me to mow down as soon as its head came above 
ground, and welcome! Sly dogs, no thanks from them! But those shivering, 
shrinking women that came to me, some of them hardly out of their teens. 
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some of them so delicate they had no right to have a baby at all! Ah, if 
only I hadn’t let myself take their money it would have been a work of what 
they call philanthropy. But I had to live, then. Now that one is relieved of 
that duty one has time to think it out. But Lord!— Society, to cry shame 
on me! They might as well hang any other useful public servant, like dust- 
men, rat-catchers, and such-like ridders of pests. Good old Herod, that I 
used to hear about at school, knew what he was doing when he cleared off 
all those useless Innocents! He was the first baby farmer, I guess.” 

“You take large ground, Madam,” said the man in the frock coat. 

“And I have the right,” said she, her determined chin pointing from its 
rolls of fat, in her eagerness. “You men ought to know it, and you do well 
enough, when you’re honest with yourselves. I was only the ‘scape-goat,’ 
and took on me the little sins of the race. It’s an easy job enough, what I 
did, but there’s few have the stomach for it. Not that you need call it dirty 
work neither! Just stand by and leave ’em alone — to girn and bleat and 
squinny and die.” 

“No blood, eh?” the man in the corner said suddenly. “I like blood.” 

“What a fine night it has turned!” said the man in the grey frock coat, 
raising the window and putting his head out of it. . . . “Something rather 
uncanny, eh, about that man?” he remarked half to himself, half to his 
friend in corduroys. 

“Take your head in,” said the latter, almost affectionately, “or you’ll be 
catching cold, and you’ve a nasty scar on your neck that I could see as you 
leaned forward, and which you oughtn’t to go getting the cold into.” 

“Oh, that!” said the other with complacence, sitting down again, but 
averting his gaze carefully from the man in the corner, for whom he 
seemed to feel a repulsion as marked as was his preference for his cheerful 
vis-a-vis. “That! That’s actually the scar of the blow that killed me. A fear- 
ful gash! He was a powerful man that dealt it. He got me, of course, from 
behind. I never even saw him. I was drafted off here at once, his hand 
had been so sure.” He felt nervously in his pockets. “I have a foulard some- 
where, but I am apt to mislay it. . . 

“You should do like me, have a good strong handkercher and knot it 
round your neck firm. I’ve got a mark of sorts on my neck too, but it isn’t 
an open wound — ^never was,” the bluff man sniggered. “It is sheer vanity 
with me, but I don’t care to have it seen. It goes well all round, mine does 
— done by a rope, eh!” ' 

He paused and nodded slyly. “For killing a toff. Nice old gentleman he 
seemed, too, but I hadn’t much time to look at him. Had to get to 
work ” 

He was rudely interrupted by a cry of pleasure from the baby farmer. 

“Lord!” she cried, “do I see another conveyance coming on this lonely 
road? I do ’ope so. Fm one for seeing plenty of people. I always like a 
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crowd, and I must tell you, this sort of humdrum' jogging along was be- 
ginning to get on my nerves.” 

They all, except the man in the corner, jerked themselves round, and 
peered through the glass panes behind them. 

A dark object, plainly outlined in the clear moonlight which now lit up 
the heavens, where heavy masses of cloud had until now obscured its 
effulgence, was plainly visible. It blotted the ribbon of white that lay in 
front of them. . . . Nearer and nearer it came. All heads were craned at 
the windows of the coach. ... Now it was seen to be a high-hung dog- 
cart, of the most modern pattern, drawn by a little mettled pony, and con- 
taining two slight young girls. . . . The one that drove held the ribbons 
in hands that were covered with white doe-skin gloves, and w^hich looked 
immense in the pallid moonshine. ... 

‘‘What an excitement!” said the stout woman. “We shall pass them. Some 
member of one of the country families about here, I suppose.” 

“I hope—for all things considering, I’m not a blood-thirsty man”— the 
man in corduroys murmured, “that were not a-going to give them a shock! 
Bound to, when we meet them plumb like this! ’Orses mostly can’t abide 
the sight of the likes of us, no more than they could those nasty motors 
when they first came in. And we’re worse than motors — they seem to 
smell us out at once for what we are!” 

“If you do really think that pony is likely to swerve,” said the man in the 
grey suit, anxiously, “would it be of any use our asking old Diggory to 
drive more slowly and humour them.?” 

“Couldn’t go no slower than we are!” replied the man in corduroys. “Be- 
sides, it’s not the pace that kills! I’ll bet you that pony’s all of a sweat 
already!” 

The dog-cart approached. The faces of the two young women were dis- 
cernible — white — blanched with fear. It may have been the effect of the 
strong moonlight, but there was no doubt that they were disturbed, and that 
the girl who was driving fully realised the necessity of controlling the pony, 
whose nostrils were quivering, and on whose sides foam appeared in white 
swathes. , . . 

“It won’t pass us!” said the man in the corner, speaking suddenly. He 
rubbed his hands slowly one over the other. “There will be blood!” 

“For goodness’ sake stop gloating like that!” said the stout woman. “It 
turns my stomach to hear you. Wherever can you have come from, I won- 
der.? ’Tisn’t manners ... I say, can’t we hail them.?” she inquired of the 
man in grey. “All at once give one big shout!” 

“They wouldn’t be able to hear tis,” he replied, shaking his head sadly. 
“You must not forget that we are ghosts. We are not really here.” 

“Ay, and that’s what the beasts know!” cried the man in corduroys. He 
jumped about on his seat. “The ’oss won’t be able to stand it. That kidll not 
be able to hold him in. . . ' 
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'‘TlieyVe OB usP’ screamed the smart woman. ''Oh, my God! Do we have 
to sit still and see it?” She covered her eyes with her hands. 

"Yes, Missus, I reckon you have, and what’s more, run away after like any 
shoffer that’s killed his man and left him lying in the roadside. Old Dig- 
gory’s got his orders.” 

The snorting of the pony was now audible. The coachful of ghosts dis- 
tinctly saw the lather of foam dropping from its jaws. They were able, some 
of them, to realise the agonised tension of one girl’s hands, pulling for all 
she was worth, and the scared sideways twist of her forcedly inactive com- 
panion. Alone the disc of the yellow carriage-lamp glared, immovable. . . . 

Then it flew down, and w^as extinguished. There was a crash — a convul- 
sion—and the great road to the north lay clear again. 

The Coach of Death rolled on remorselessly past a black heap that filled 
the ditch on one side. It lay quite still, after that first almost human leap 
and heave. ... 

The smart woman fainted, or appeared to do so. The baby farmer sat 
quivering in her fat. 

"But it’s iniquitous!” exclaimed the man in grey, turning round from the 
window, his eyes wet~"to leave them behind like that—without a word of 
inquiry, when it’s our conveyance has done all the mischief!” 

His friend in corduroys tried to soothe him. "We ain’t to blame, sir, don’t 
you think it!” he repeated. "As you said to the lady, we aren’t really here!” 

“That is small consolation to a man of honour,” the old man said sadly. 
"Still, as you say, we are but tools ” 

He devoted himself to the smart woman, who revived a little under his 
civil ministrations. 

“After all,” she said, “aren’t we somehow or other all in the same boat? I 
shouldn’t be surprised if those two nice girls didn’t join us at the next stage ? 
If they do, we’ll make them tell us how they felt when they first saw the 
coachful of ghosts coming down on them. They’re certainly dead, for they 
were both pitched into the ditch with the cart and horse on top of them. 
Did anybody see what became of the horse? No. . , , Well, we must settle 
down to dullness again, I am afraid, or, suppose, to while away the time we 
all started to tell each other the story of how we came to be here? A lively 
tale might cheer us all up, after the accident.” 

“Agreed, Madam, heartily for my part,” said the man in grey, “though 
my own story is very humdrum, and not in the least amusing. You want, of 
course, an account of the particular accident that sent me here. Very well! 
But, ladies first! Will you not begin, Madam?” 

She tossed her head with an affected air. 

“My story, perhaps,” she insinuated with modesty, “might not be very 
new to you. It was in all the papers so recently.” 

“That will not affect me,” he answered^ “for if, as I presume, it was a mur- 
der case, I never read them.” , . - 
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“I read yours then, Missus, I expect,” said the man in corduroys. '‘I gen- 
erally get the wife to read them out to me — anything spicy.” 

“And yet the people that did it are not hanged yet, if, indeed, they ever 
are, poor souls! I am quite anxious,” said the smart woman, “to see how it 
goes. If the pair are really sent here, I suppose I shall be running up against 
them some night or other on one of these transference parties. It will be very 
interesting. But” — she leaned across to the baby farmer—'could we not per- 
suade you to give us some of your — nursery experiences, Madam?” 

“There’s not much story about the drowning of a litter of squalling pup- 
pies or whining kittens,” said that lady shortly, “we want something livelier 
—more personal, if I may say so. From a remark that gentleman in the cor- 
ner let drop a little while ago, I fancy his reminiscences would be quite 
worth hearing, as good as a shilling shocker.” 

“My story,” replied the individual thus pointedly addressed, “is impos- 
sible, frankly impossible.” 

“Indecent, do you mean?” The smart woman’s eyes shone. “Oh, let us 
have it. You can veil it, can’t you?” 

“Have you ever heard of mental degenerates?” he asked her compas- 
sionately. “I was one. I was called mad— a simple way of expressing it. I 
was a chemist. I dissected neatly enough, too, like a regular butcher. They 
did quite right to destroy me.” 

His head dropped, and he seemed disinclined to say more, but the smart 
woman persisted : 

“But the details ?” 

“Are purely medical, Ma’am. Not without a pathological interest, I may 
say* Interesting at least to men of science. The” — he named a daily paper 
much in vogue at that time — “made a good deal of the strong sense of 
artistry — of contrast — the morbid warp inherent in the executant ” 

His head sank again on his chest. 

“I do believe,” said the baby farmerj nudging the smart woman, “that 
we shall find he’s the man who killed his sweetheart and then carefully tied 
her poor inside all into true lover’s knots with sky-blue ribbon. Artist, in- 
deed! They’re common enough colours — blue and red ” 

“Disgusting!” The delicate lady from Monte Carlo shuddered, and turn- 
ing coldly away, joined in the petition proffered by the other ghosts to the 
breezy man in corduroys to relate his experiences. 

“Oh, I’ll tell you how I came to join you and welcome!” he said, rolling 
his huge neck about in its setting of red cotton. “Well, to begin with, I was 
drunk. Equally, of course, I was hard up. My missus— she’s married again, 
by the way, blast her!— was always nagging me to do something for her and 
the kids. I did. Nation’s taking care of them now, along of what I did. 
Work, she meant, but that was only by the way. I did choose to take on a 
job, though, on a rich man's estate, building some kind of Folly, lots of 
glass and that, working away day and night by naphtha flares, you know. He 


453 


: ■ THE COACH 

was one of those men, yon know the sort, that has more money than a man 
can properly spendy and feels quite sick about it, and says so, in interviews 
and so on, in the papers a working man reads. That’s the mischief. He 
was always giving away chunks of money to charities and libraries and that 
sort of useless lumber, but none of it ever seemed to come the way of those 
that were in real need of it. They said the money had got on his nerves, and 
would not let him sleep o’ nights, and that he was afraid by day and went 
about with a loaded stick and I don’t know what all. And he v/as looked 
after by detectives, at one time, so the papers said — again the papers, putting 
things in people’s heads, as it’s their way! So one blessed evening I was 
very low — funds and all, and my missus and the kids hollering and com- 
plaining as they always do when luck’s bad. Lord bless them, they never 
thought as they were ’citing their man to murder. Women never do think. 
And going out with their snivelling in my ears, I passed the station where 
he landed every evening after his day in town, and I happened to see him 
come out of the train and send away his motor that was awaiting for him all 
regular, and start out to walk ’ome alone by a short cut across a little 
plantation there was, very thick and dark, just the place for a murder. 
Well — I told you I was half drunk — I raced home and got something to do 
it with — our meat chopper ” 

The old man opposite put his hand nervously to the back of his neck. 

‘‘Ay, Mister, it takes you just there, does it.f^ You look a regular bundle 
of nerves, you do. Well, as I was saying, I went round by a short cut that I 
happened to know of, and got in front of him and hid in the hedge. Ten 
mortal minutes I waited for my man to come by. Lord, how my hand did 
tremble! Fd have knocked off for twopence. I was nervous as a cat, but all 
the same it didn’t prevent me from striking out for wife and children with 
a will when my chance came. I caught him behind with my chopper, and 
he fell like a log. Never lifted a hand to defend himself — hadn’t got any 
gumph. Ladies dear, I don’t suppose I hurt him much, for he never even 
cried out when I struck or groaned when it was done. Then I looked him 
over, turned out his pockets and collared his watch and season ticket and 
seals and money. Money — hah! — I had been fairly done over that. Would 
you believe it of a rich fellow like him, he hadn’t got more than the change 
of a sovereign on him?” 

“Shame!” ejaculated the taciturn man in the corner. 

“I admit it was hard on you,” the man in grey observed kindly. “Very 
hard, for I believe the retribution came all too quickly. You foolishly left 
your family chopper about to identify you, and ‘were apprehended at once 
by our excellent rural police. Yet the law is so dilatory that you lay in gaol 
a whole year before you were free to join your victim here?” 

“Right you are, mate. Yes, I swung for it, sure enough. Short and sweet 
it was once I stood on the drop, but it still makes my poor old throat ache to 
think of it. . . . ; . . ; 
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He wriggled and twisted his neck in itsTuddy dnctu^ 

governor, Fm done, and if youVe no objection we’d all like to 
hear how you came by that ugly gash of yours ? It wasn’t no rope did that. 
Common or garden murder. Ill be bound.” 

“Certainly, my man, it was a murder — a murder most apropos. The cir- 
cumstances were peculiar. I have often longed to get the ear of the jury who 
tried a man for relieving me of my light purse and intolerably heavy life, 
and tell them— the whole hard-working, conscientious twelve of them, try- 
ing their best to avenge my wrongs — my own proper feelings, surely no 
negligible factor in the case! They could not guess, these ignorant living 
men, whose eyes had not yet been opened by death to a due sense of the 
proportions of things — that I bore the poor creature no malice, but instead 
was actually grateful for his skilful surgery that had severed the life-cord 
that wearied me, so neatly and completely.” 

“It isn’t everyone would take it like that!” remarked the smart woman. 
“Yet that is, more or less, how I feel about these things myself. Only in my 
case it is impossible to speak of skilful surgery! I was so disgracefully cut 
up, I couldn’t possibly have worn a low dress again!” 

“Have you ever heard,” said the man in grey thoughtfully, “of the Greek 
story of the Gold of Rhampsinitos, and the cellar he built to store it in? 
According to the modern system, my gold was hoarded in my brain, where 
fat assets and sordid securities bred and bred all day long. The laws that 
govern wealth are hard. You must give it, devise it, you must not allow it to 
be taken. But for my part I would have welcomed the two sons of the mas- 
ter builder who broke into the Greek King’s Treasure House. In the strong- 
room of my brain it lodged. With one careless calculation, one stroke of a 
pen, I could make money breed money there to madden me. I was lonely, 
too. I had no wife to divide my responsibilities. I dared approach no woman 
in the way of love — I did not choose to be loved for my cheque-signing 
powers. I was not loved at all. I was hated. Unrighteous things were done 
in my name, by the greedy husbandmen of my load of money. Then I was 
told that I went in danger of my life, and I condescended to take care of 
that — for a time — only for a time! 

“One dark winter evening— I forget what had happened during the day, 
what fresh instance of turpitude or greed had come before me — I was so 
revolted that I kicked away all the puling safeguards by vv^hich my agents 
guarded their best asset of all, and gave the rein to my instinct. I disre- 
garded precautions of every sort— with the exception of my faithful loaded 
stick, and the carrying of that, had eome to be a mere matter of habit with 
me— and I walked home from the station alone, up to my big house and 
good dinner which I hoped— nay, I almost knew— that I should not be alive 
to eat. And indeed, as luck would' have it, on that night of all nights the 
trap was set for me, the death-dealer was waiting— he took me on at once. I 
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got my desire-— kind, speedy, merciful, violent Death. I never even saw the 
face of my deliverer.” 

'‘By George!” softly swore the man in corduroys. "This beats all.* Are you 
sure you aren’t kidding us. 

“No indeed, that is exactly how I felt about it, and if I had known of 
knowledge, as I knew of instinct, what was going to happen I would have 
thought to realize some of my wealth before setting out to walk through 
that wood, and made it more worth the honest fellow’s while. But as you 
are aware, a millionaire does not carry portable gold about with him, and 
my cheque-book which I had on me would, of course, be of no use to him. 
Alas, all the poor devil got for his pains was exactly nineteen shillings and 
eleven pence. I had changed a sovereign at the bookstall to buy a paper, and 
out of habit, had waited for the change.” 

The man in corduroys had rent the red handkerchief fiercely from his 
neck, and now made as if to tear it across his knee. 

“Why, governor,” he exclaimed passionately, “do you mean to say it was 
through you that I got this here” — ^he put both hands behind his head and 
interlocked them— “in return for giving you that there cut at the back of 
your neck? Well, how things do come about, to be sure!” 

“Gently, my man!” the elder soothed him. “Don’t be so melodramatic 
about a very ordinary coincidence. See, the ladies are quite upset. It doesn’t 
do to allow oneself to get excited here— it’s not in the rules. If I had made 
the little discovery you have done, I don’t think — no, I really don’t think I 
would have made it public. This undue exhibition of emotion of yours 
strikes me as belonging to the vulgar world we have all left. But since you 
have allowed it to come out, and everyone is now aware of the peculiar 
relation in which we stand to each other, you must let me tender you my 
best thanks, as to a most skilful and firm operator, and believe me to be 
truly grateful to you for your services in the past.” 

“Quite the old school!” said the smart woman. 

“I must say, sir, I consider you the real gentleman,” said the baby farmer. 

“I a gentleman.”; 

“And a fairly accommodating one!” said the rough man, wiping his brow 
where, however, no sweat was. “It isn’t every man as would give thanks for 
being scragged!” 

“Every man isn’t a millionaire,” said his victim calmly. 

The smart woman, leaning forward, tapped the old gentleman amiably 
with her jewelled pince-nez. 

“We belong to the same world, I perceive,” she said, “and I am quite able 
to understand your refined feeling. It is as I said in my own case. Indeed if 
those two good people, who shall be nameless, had only dealt with me a 
little more gently, I don’t know that I should not forgive them absolutely. 
I shall at any rate be perfectly civil when I do meet them — only perhaps a 
little distant. But that Monte Carlo existence ! was leading when they inter- 
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ruptcd itj was really becoming intolerable! Glare, noise, glitter, fever — that 
heartless, blue, laughing sea they talk of in the railway advertisements ” 

The baby farmer, left out in this elegant discussion, obviously took no 
pleasure in it, but staring straight before her, muttered sulkily: 

‘Gote d’Azur and Pentonville! There’s some little difference, isn’t there, 
between one life and the other? Yet I enjoyed my life I did, and as for 
gratitude, I can’t say as I see all those blessed infants a-coming up to me, 
and slobbering me for what I did for ’em. I may meet them one of these 
days, but they’ll not notice me. ’Tisn’t in human nature. Their mothers 
thanked me before-hand, in cash, for what I was a-going to do. Lord, what’s 
a rickety baby more or less? I say, we’re slowing up! Going to stop perhaps, 
and a good thing too!” 

“Yes,” continued the man in the grey frock coat, “I cordially thank the 
man who rid me with one clean blow of my wretched life. A skilled work- 
man is worthy of his hire.” 

“Mercy,” muttered the baby farmer. “Is he never going to stop? If it was 
for nothing else he ought to have got scragged for being a bore!” 

But being fully w^’ound up, though in the excitement of arriving at the 
depot no one was attending, the man in grey continued, “Suicide I had 
thought of, but abhorred, though on my soul I had nearly come to that, 
and then it was merely a question of courage — you spoke truly, sir. Mine 
was a thin, pusillanimous nature, as you said. You came by, a kind Samari- 
tan, and sacrificed your own good life freely to rid me of my wretched one. 
I think I told you that when you were being tried, I followed urgently all the 
details of the trial, and made interest wdth the authorities here to allow me 
to appear to the judge~or the foreman of the jury — in their sleep, say— - 
and instil some inkling of the true state of my feeling towards you. I do 
not know, however, if you would have thanked me, for life may have been 
no sweeter to you than it was to me— you spoke of an uncongenial help- 
mate, I think? Still one never knows. I might have been the means of pro- 
curing you some good years yet in the full exercise of your vigour and re- 
markable decision of character. But it was not to be. You followed me here 
after an interval, and now we have met, face to face. The introduction on 
that dark night was worth nothing. I like your face. We shall probably 
never meet again— I, or you, may be on a different round next year, so I 
am the more glad of this opportunity of opening my mind to you on a deli- 
cate subject, perhaps, but one that has always been very near my heart. By 
the way”— he lifted his stick with its shining ivory crown — “did you notice 
this? You read the papers, , you said, and they told you it was heavily 
weighted and that 1 carried it always as a precaution. Well, on that night 
perhaps you were too hurried to notice?— I never used it. Accept it now, 
will you, as a memento? . . I think, from these truly unearthly bumpings, 
that we have come to our journey’s end? Yes, I am right, the coachman has 
got down from his perch and taken his head under his arm. . . . We part. 
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Mesdames, I salute you. Again, sir” — ^he addressed himself very particularly 
to the shamefaced man in corduroys— “farewell. Very pleased to have met 
you!” 

The coach had drawn up in the semblance of an inn yard, and one by one 
the passengers faded away into the distance. The old man was the last to get 
out carefully, when a pale, proud woman's face, shining up from where she 
stood by the step, fixed his weary eyes. She was an intending passenger, 
and she was alone. She wore white doe-skin gloves, but no hat. Unusual, he 
fancied, in a woman of her class. On looking closer, he saw that she had a 
hat, but that it hung over her shoulder by an elastic, and was much battered 
and destroyed. He decided to speak to her: 

“You are the lady we killed, I think?” he asked gently. 

She acknowledged with a bow that it was so. 

“We could none of us do anything,” he apologised, “or— I hope you will 
believe—” 

“Certainly, sir, it was no fault of yours, or indeed of the company's, l am 
sure. The accident was inevitable!” so she assured him, smiling faintly. He 
looked at her kindly. There was blood on her hair; his eyes were good, he 
was able to convince himself. ... “But Rory— our pony— never can pass 
things, at the best of times, and the look of your conveyance was certainly 
rather unusual. And at that time of night we rarely meet anything on the 
Great North Road. We chose that time on purpose, my sister and I — we 
had been staying away for a week with friends, and we were going home. 
When we saw you coming, Lucy said, half in jest — she is older than I — ‘Sup- 
pose that thing in front were the Coach of Death the foolish country people 
talk about? They say it travels this way once a year, with its cargo of souls, 
on St. John’s Eve.’ I bade her not be superstitious, but I confess I thought 
the vehicle looked odd myself, and I did wonder how Rory would stand it. 
When it came near I saw distinctly that the coachman was headless, and I 
laughingly told my sister so. She bade me not disturb her, for death coach 
or live coach, she meant to^do her best to get Rory past it. She failed ” 

The man in grey looked nervously around. He was alone with the young 
lady in the dull inn yard. The headless coachman was preparing to ascend 
to the box seat again. . . . 

“Where is your sister now?” he inquired. 

“She lies at the bottom of the ditch. Rory has galloped home. She fell on 
her head, but she is still alive. When they find her in the morning, she will 
be dead, I know that. For now I know all things. I am at peace. You need 
have no care for me. ...” 

“Let me at least put you into the coach,” he begged. “And you will pre- 
fer the corner seat?” ... 

She took it; he went on: . , ' 

“It looks, however, as if you were going to have all the accommodation to 
yourself, for this stage at all events.”, 
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He raised his hat; she bowed 

“I am grieved that I cannot have the pleasure — that I cannot offer to ac- 
company you, but I have my marching orders. . . 

He raised his hat again. . . . The coach moved on out of the yard. Soon 
it was lost in the mists. . . . The summer dawn was just breaking. 

Invergordon, September, 1906. 


THE LAST VISIT 

Tristan Bernard 

(1866- ) 

TRANSLATED BY VYVYAN HOLLAND 


JLou MAY LEAVE my petticoat for the moment, Madame L&n. You can 
finish it tomorrow. I want you to work on my husband’s overcoat today; 
we are going out this evening and there’ll be no end of a fuss if the lining 
of the sleeve is still torn. I’ll give you some satinette which I’ve been saving 
up for a skirt for myself. But what’s the matter, Madame Leon.? You look 
as if you had been crying.” 

'It’s nothing, madame.” 

"Come! Tell me what the matter is.” 

'Td rather not talk about it^ madame. It’s four years ago today that my 
poor son . . 

"You lost your boy?” 

"Yes, and in what a dreadful way!” 

“I’m not asking you . . 

"You’ve no doubt heard of Hucheux? That’s my real name, madame. It 
doesn’t matter much in Paris, because it all took place in the Provinces, in 
my native town. I must tell you that I was married at the age of twenty 
to a man a year younger than myself.” 

. "You loved each other?” 

“No, madame. We were cousins. We just got married; the idea struck us 
; one day because we knew each other so well; we liked each other as 
cousins. We would never have thought of getting married otherwise. He 
was a nice, rather plump boy, who never talked very much. When we had 
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been married for six weeks’ he died of a chill. I was pregnant at the time 
and bore a child eight months afterwards. 

'‘My husband caught pneumonia at the funeral of his aunt, who had a 
draper’s shop in the town in which we lived. So I took the shop on in order 
to have some sort of position, being a woman alone, rather than go out and 
sew for people. And I set about bringing up my child myself, without 
marrying again, which I could have done easily. There were three fellows 
after me, telling me I was pretty and asking me to marry them. One, 
indeed, was a quarter-master sergeant in the Army Postal Service, who 
made an extra forty francs a month doing clerical work for a biitcher. 

“My boy grew up sturdily. I sent him to school. He had beautiful manners 
and was clever, madame, always being first in arithmetic and hand-writing. 
Up to the age of eighteen he never gave me a moment’s worry. He never 
went out and was always reading. I thought that this was a good thing and 
would keep him on the right path. Also, it appeared that so far as affairs 
with women were concerned, he took after his father, a rather quiet man 
who knew no more than I did when we were married. And then suddenly, 
madame, he met a lady at the house of one of his friends. She was the wife 
of a local tradesman. 

“One day he came to me and said: 'Mother, I simply must have four 
thousand francs.’ He knew I had a little money put by. Naturally I asked 
him what he wanted it for. He wouldn’t tell me at first, but in the end he 
told me the whole story, namely that he was having an affair with this 
lady and that her husband was about to go bankrupt and that he wanted 
to avoid this. Naturally, I refused. Whereupon he made a terrible 
scene. But what was I to do.^ I didn’t want to give him such a large sum 
of money. I was keeping it for him. Besides, how was I to know where it 
would all end? And you can’t give money away like that. 

“ 'If that’s it,’ he said, 'I’ll go and ask my god-father for it.’ 

“His god-father lived outside the town in the last house in the suburbs. 
He was a retired barrel-manufacturer, nearly eighty years of age. 

“ 'I know your god-father,’ I told him, ‘He won’t lend you a penny, my 
son. You’ll only put him against you, which might be awkward.’ 

“Well, he went all the same. It was just after dinner. I waited up for him 
until eleven that night. Then I went to bed. 

“I was a little anxious. But he had slept out on two or three previous 
occasions. Next morning came, and still no Henri. It was market day and I 
went to the market-square with my basket. And there. I heard two old 
country-women talking, two market-gardeners. 

“ 'Yes,’ said one, 'he can’t have put up much of a fight. An old man like 
him, over a hundred years of age. He hit him on the head with a brass 
candlestick.’ 

‘"It was probably some tramp who thought the old barrel-maker must 
have some money hidden away somevvherc.’ 
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,, ,:v"'When, I beard this,; mad ame, I-don’t know how I .managed/ to Leep on,, 
my legs. My limbs shook all -over. I no lo,nger realised where L was." I could 
hear the ceaseless din made by the fowls and the women. Then I heard 
some other people talking about it. They said that a soldier, on furlough 
had committed the crime and that he was already under lock and key. 
Then I felt happy, happier than I had ever felt before. The market noises 
became sweet music in my ears. The smell of butter and chickens was 
■ delicious to me. ■ 

M couldn’t even make up my mind whether to buy a cabbage or some 
carrots. Then I heard other people discussing the same story and this time 
a girl, the servant at the chemist’s shop, said that no one knew W’’ho had 
committed the crime. So I interrupted with: 

‘‘ It was a soldier on furlough.’ 

‘‘;Oh, no!’ replied the girl. ‘They certainly arrested a soldier. But they 
released him almost at once. He w’^as able to explain his movements at the 
time the crime was committed!’ 

“I returned home without buying anything. My mind was a blank. My 
legs were like water and I felt sick and giddy. But I didn’t know whether 
I was unhappy or calm. And when I went into my boy’s room, madame, 
what did I see ? Henri washing his overcoat in a basin of water placed on 
the floor. I began to cry and to scream like a lunatic. He cried, too, and 
told me to be quiet. 

“ ‘What have you done, Henri.?’ 

“And I went on crying: I cried as I am crying now.” 

“And weren’t you at all afraid of him.? Weren’t you rather repelled?” 

“Of my own child, madame.? Oh, how unhappy I felt! He stood there 
quietly, without thinking of saving himself from the police. It was I who 
told him to go away. But he couldn’t go by train. He was a good cyclist, 
but he had sold his bicycle for that woman, so I gave him some money to 
buy another and enough for him to live on for some time. He kissed me 
and left me to hide his clothes. They were not stained but they were 
wet and people might have asked why he had used soap and water for 
things which are usually sent to the cleaners. That night I buried them in 
the garden. 

“I saw no one until the next day, when two men from the police-station 
came to enquire about my son. The superintendent came too and he 
searched everywhere but he didn’t find anything. I told them that my son 
had left several days before. And you should have seen how calm I was! I 
should never have believed that I, who am so shy of talking to people, 
should have been capable of lying so brazenly to these gentlemen. But 
since I had to, I did so. 

“I thought that everything would be all right. There was not really much 
evidence against Henri,, and he: would not be back for some time. He 
could easily have got right away: and hidden himself. But what do you 
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think happened? He came back two days later, because he couldn’t keep 
away from that woman. He had always been a nice lad, very gentle and 
very modest. But since she had got him into her clutches he had ceased to 
be afraid of anything. He came back just to catch a glimpse of her. He 
hung about her house in the Rue des Chaumieres. There an urchin saw 
him and told another one, who knew that he was wanted, and told Gheva- 
let, the policeman. And Chevalet, with one of his comrades, only had to 
come and pick him up at the corner of the street, as easy as picking a bird 
out of a nest. 

‘'All the people I knew were very kind to me. They went out of their 
way to be nice. I felt that they rather enjoyed the thought that they were 
being tolerant, and they infuriated me by telling me over and over again 
that it was not my fault if I had brought an unnatural creature into the 
world. They said that he must be a hardened criminal and a frightful 
monster, because the victim’s skull had been completely crushed in by 
repeated blows from the candlestick. But I believed it had all happened 
in a moment of brain-storm and that when he delivered all those savage 
blows he was not aware of what he was doing. I said this over and over 
again to his lawyer, Maitre Rene Ginard. But he never mentioned it in 
Court. Indeed, he never listened to anything I said to him. I’m afraid I was 
wrong in choosing this man to defend my son. He was a young man who 
was always bustling about, organising meetings of young lawyers, but 
without much practice of his own. He was tall and dark and very con- 
scious of his fine curly beard. How furious I was with him at the Assizes! 
It was so obvious that he was only thinking of showing of? and flattering 
the Judge and the Prosecuting Counsel. He didn’t care a rap for our own 
misfortunes. 

“The worst moment was when the jury retired and we had to wait in 
Court. The Court usher returned before the jury. He had been taking 
lights to them. He said something to the lawyers and they all looked at 
me. 

“When they brought Henri back to pass sentence on him he listened 
attentively. Then he looked round him as though he were looking for 
me, but he didn’t see me. He turned towards the policeman and touched 
his cap politely to him as he passed him. And he left the Court as though 
nothing had happened. 

“I hadn’t said anything to the lawyer about Fanny, the woman, because 
Henri had made me swear not to. You can well understand that I didn’t 
like this lady, if only for all the, trouble she had brought upon us. Besides, 
she hadn’t given a sign of life since , nay child had been in prison. She 
hadn’t even sent a message. This was understandable, as she had to con- 
sider her position and her husband and her children. When Henri spoke 
to me of her and seemed miserable at not seeing her, I ought to have told 
him that she had a good excuse. But, all the same, I couldn’t do it. I 
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felt: so "jealous because I meant less to him thanthis Fanny. It. was all very 
'well my telling ■ myself that children are like 'that; it .still hurt me ter- 
ribly,'v , ■ ■ 

' '."'Maitre Rene Gi,nard .went to Paris to. try to get, a reprieve and lots of 
people thought it was very nice of him 'to put himse,lf out ' to go and. see 
the .President of the Republic. But I knew that he only went for the 
pleasure of making his application and of having the, privilege of seeing the 
head'of , the .State .. . Anyway thejourney 'was a fruitless one.*; \ 

‘It must have been a terrible time for you!” 

“I am afraid of recalling it, madame. And yet at certain moments I 
'ceased to suffer any m.ore or to .think about anything. People .used to come 
inkin' the evening and .talk about the trial and about other things. I used to 
mull some wine. Sometimes it seemed to me as though I were dreaming 
■ and that nothing, had happened... . " 

‘‘And then one night I suddenly told myself that the hour was drawing 
near, and I began to shiver in my bed. And I decided that from then on- 
Wards.I must try., to find out when it was. to take place. When I .did. find 
out I should pass a terrible night but until that moment at least I should 
not have the haunting fear each evening on going to bed that I should be 
told something on waking up the next morning. So after that I used to go 
at dusk and hang round the exit of the station when the Paris train was 
due. And one evening I saw the man arrive with his two assistants. They 
wore grey overcoats and bowler hats. And they had their gear, which was 
swathed in cloths, put on a barrow. 

“It was about seven in the evening. I had seen Henri on the morning of 
the day before, and I was to see him again two days later. But I could 
not let him go without saying good-bye to him. 

“I knew quite well that no one could enter the prison except during 
visiting hours. But I knew Monsieur Bellot, the Chief Warder, and I told 
myself that he might perhaps give me leave. When I entered his dining 
room — it’s silly what small details one remembers — I noticed that the salad- 
bowl on the table was full of potatoes. He was dining with his wife and 
children. I stood there crying, unable to utter a word. He must have known 
what was going to happen next morning, for he did not ask me why I was 
crying. 

“ ‘Monsieur BelloV I said, ‘I want to see him again!* 

“ ‘It*s quite impossible, madame,’ he replied. ‘I should be dismissed for 

“But seeing me so unhappy he had pity and told me I could come with 
him on his rounds and that I could say good-bye to my son for a moment 
as we passed. So we went along the prison galleries. It was a very old 
building and was very dark at night One could hardly even see the lamps 
at each end of the galleries. Monsieur Bellot carried a lantern which 
shone a dim light on, the floor* 
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'We went up two flights of steps and stopped before a cell door. 

“'This is itj* he said. 'You can kiss him through the grating. Hucheux/ 
he whispered, ‘someone wants to talk to you.’ 

“Then I guessed rather than saw that he was at the grating and I heard 
him say in a low voice : 

“ ‘It’s you, Fanny!’ 

“And at the same time he pressed his face against mine and kissed me as 
no one had ever kissed me before,” 

“Poor woman! It must have made you terribly miserable that he was 
thinking of the other.?” 

“Me miserable, madame? Oh! I wasn’t thinking of that. He was so happy! 
So very happy! I felt it in his kiss. And my only fear was that he would 
realise his mistake. So I was glad when Monsieur Bellot led me away. 
And on that last night which I had dreaded so much and through which 
I had not thought I should have been able to live, on that night I slept 
until it was broad daylight. When I first awoke I felt a sudden wave of 
faintness when I realised that it was all over. Then I remembered that he 
had died happy, and I spent the day in silence, knitting a wide-meshed 
jumper which I had scarcely begun and which I finished that evening.” 


THE MAN WHO WOULD BE KING 

Rudyard Kipling 

(1865-1936) 

Brother to a Prince and fellow to a beggar if he be found worthy. 

Te LAW, as quoted, lays down a fair conduct of life, and one not easy to 
follow. I have been fellow to a beggar again and again under circumstances 
which prevented either of us finding out whether the other was worthy. I 
have still to be brother to a Prince, though I once came near to kinship with 
what might have been a veritable King and was promised the reversion of 
a Kingdom— army, law-courts, revenue and policy all complete. But, to-day, 
I greatly fear that my King is dead, and if I want a crown I must go hunt it 
for myself. 

The beginning of everything was in a railway train upon the road to 
Mhow from Ajmir. There had been a Deficit in the Budget, which neces- 
sitated travelling, not Second-class, which is only half as dear as First-class, 
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but; by Intermediate, .which is' very awful indeed.. There are no cushions in 
..the Intermediate class, and the population are either l,ntermediate, which, is 
Eurasian, or native, which for a long night journey is nasty, or Loafer, which 
is amusing though intoxicated. Intermediates do not buy from refreshment- 
rooms. They carry their food in bundles and pots, and buy sweets from the 
native sweetmeat-sellers, and drink the roadside water. That is why in hot 
weather Intermediates are taken out of the carriages dead, and in all 
weathers are most properly looked down upon. 

My particuk^^ happened to be empty till I reached Nasira- 

bad, when a big black-browed gentleman in shirt-sleeves entered, and, fol- 
lowing the custom of Intermediates, passed the time of day. He was a wan- 
derer and a vagabond like myself, but with an educated taste for whiskey. 
He told tales of things he had seen and done, of out-of-the-way corners of 
the Empire into which he had penetrated, and of adventures in which he 
risked his life for a few days’ food. 

‘If India was filled with men like you and me, not knowing more than 
the crows where they’d get their next day’s rations, it isn’t seventy millions 
of revenue the land would be paying — it’s seven hundred millions,” said 
he; and as I looked at his mouth and chin I was disposed to agree with 
him. 

We talked politics — the politics of Loaferdom that sees things from the 
underside w^here the lath and plaster is not smoothed off — and we talked 
postal arrangements because my friend wanted to send a telegram back 
from the next station to Ajmir, the turning-off place from the Bombay to 
the Mhow line as you travel westward. My friend had no money beyond 
eight annas which he wanted for dinner, and I had no money at all, owing 
to the hitch in the Budget before mentioned. Further, I w-as going into a 
wilderness where, though I should resume touch with the Treasury, there 
were no telegraph offices. I was, therefore, unable to help him in any way. 

“We might threaten a Station-master, and make him send a wire on tick,” 
said my friend, “but that’d mean enquiries for you and for me, and /’ve 
got my hands full these days. Did you say you were travelling back along this 
line, within any days?” 

“Within ten,” I said. 

“Can’t you make it eight?” said he. “Mine is rather urgent business.” 

“I can send your telegram within ten days if that will serve you,” I said. 

“I couldn’t trust the wire to fetch him now I think of it. It’s this way. 
He leaves Delhi on the 23rd, for Bombay. That, means he’ll be running 
through Ajmir about the night of the 23rd.” 

“But I’m going into the Indian Desert,” I explained. 

“Well and good,” said he. “You’ll be changing at Marwar Junction to get 
into Jodhpore territory—you' must -do that-— and he’ll be coming through 
Marwar Junction in the :early morning of the 24th by the Bombay Mail. 
Can you be at Marwar jupetion on that time? ’T won’t be inconveniencing 
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you because I know that there’s precious few pickings to be got out of these 
Central India States— even though you pretend to be correspondent of the 

Bac\wQodsman” 

''Have you ever tried that trick?” I asked. 

"Again and again, but the Residents find you out, and then you get 
escorted to the Border before youve time to get your knife into them. But 
about my friend here. 1 must give him a word o’ mouth to tell him what’s 
come to me or else he won’t know where to go. I would take it more than 
kind of you if you was to come out of Central India in time to catch him 
at Marwar Junction, and say to him: 'He has gone South for the week.’ 
He’ll know what that means. He’s a big man with a red beard, and a great 
swell he is. You’ll find him sleeping like a gentleman with all his luggage 
round him in a Second-class apartment. But don’t you be afraid. Slip down 
the window and say : 'He has gone South for the week,’ and he’ll tumble. It’s 
only cutting your time of stay in those parts by two days. I ask you as a 
stranger — going to the West,” he said with emphasis. 

"Where have you come from?” said 1. 

"From the East,” said he, "and I am hoping that you will give him the 
message on the Square — for the sake of my Mother as well as your own.” 

Englishmen are not usually softened by appeals to the memory of their 
mothers; but for certain reasons, which will be fully apparent, I saw fit to 
agree. 

"It’s more than a little matter,” said he, "and that’s why I asked you to do 
it — and now I know that I can depend on you doing it. A Second-class car- 
riage at Marwar Junction, and a red-haired man asleep in it. You’ll be sure to 
remember. I get out at the next station, and I must hold on there till he 
comes or sends me what I want.” 

"I’ll give the message if I catch him,” I said, "and for the sake of your 
Mother as well as mine I’ll give you a word of advice. Don’t try to run the 
Central India States just now as the correspondent of the Backwoodsman, 
There’s a real one knocking about here, and it might lead to trouble.” 

"Thank you,” said he simply, "and when will the swine be gone ? I can’t 
starve because he’s ruining my work. I wanted to get hold of the Degumber 
Rajah down here about his father’s widow, and give him a jump.” 

“What did he do to his father’s widow, then?” 

“Filled her up with red pepper and slippered her to death as she hung 
from a beam. I found that out myself and I’m the only man that would dare 
going into the State to get hush-money for it. They’ll try to poison me, same 
as they did in Chortumna when I went on the. loot there. But you’ll give the 
man at Marwar Junction my message?” , 

He got out at a little roadside station, and I reflected, I had heard, more 
than once, of men personating correspondents of newspapers and bleeding 
small Native States with threats.of exposure, but I had never met any of 
the caste before. They lead a hard life, and generally cjio with great sudden- 
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ness. The Native States have a wholesome horror o£ English newspapers, 
which may throw^ light on their peculiar . methods o£ government, and do 
their best to choke correspondents with champagne, or drive them out of 
their mind with four-in-hand 'barouches. They do not understand that no- 
body cares a straw for the internal administration of Native States so long 
as oppression and crime, are kept within decent limits, and the ruler is not 
drugged, drunk, or diseased from one end of the year to the other. They are 
the dark,, places', of the earth, - full'- of .unimaginabie. cruelty,. .■ touching the 
Railway^ and the Telegraph, on one side, .and, on the other, the days of 
Harun-al-Raschid. When I left the train I did business with divers Kings, 
and ill eight days passed through many changes of life. Sometimes I wore 
dress-clothes and consorted with Princes and Politicals, drinking from 
crystal and eating from silver. Sometimes I lay out upon the ground and 
devoured what I could get, from a plate made of leaves, and drank the 
running water, and slept under the same rug as my servant. It was aU in the 
day’s work.' , 

Then I headed for the Great Indian Desert upon the proper date, as I had 
promised, and the night Mail set me down at Marwar Junction, where a 
funny little, happy-go-lucky, native-mana^d railway runs to Jodhpore. The 
Bombay Mail from Delhi makes a short halt at Marwar. She arrived as I 
got in, and I had just time to hurry to her platform and go down the car- 
riages. There was only one Second-class on the train. I slipped the window 
and looked down upon a flaming red beard, half covered by a railway rug. 
That was my man, fast asleep, and I dug him gently in the ribs. He woke 
with a grunt and I saw his face in the light of the lamps. It was a great 
and shining face. 

“Tickets again?” said he. 

“No,” said 1. “I am to tell you that he is gone South for the week. He has 
gone South for the week!’’ 

The train had begun to move out. The red man rubbed his eyes. “He has 
gone South for the week,” he repeated. “Now that’s just like his impi- 
dence. Did he say that I was to give you anything? ’Cause I won’t.” 

“He didn’t,” I said and dropped away, and watched the red lights die out 
in the dark. It was horribly cold because the wind was blowing off the 
sands. I climbed into my own train— not an Intermediate carriage this time 
— and went to sleep. 

If the man with the beard had given me a rupee I should have kept it as 
a memento of a rather curious affair; But the consciousness of having done 
my duty was my only reward. 

Later on I reflected that two gentlemen like my friends could not do 
any good if they foregathered and personated correspondents of news- 
papers, and might, if they black-mailed one of the little rat-trap states of 
Central India or Southern Rajputana, get themselves into serious difiEculties. 
I therefore took some trojubk to describe them as accurately as I could re- 
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member to people who would be interested in deporting them : and suc- 
ceeded, so I was later informed, in having them headed back from the 
Degumber borders. 

Then I became respectable, and returned to an Office where there were 
no Kings and no incidents outside the daily manufacture of a newspaper. 
A newspaper office seems to attract every conceivable sort of person, to the 
prejudice of discipline. Zenana-mission ladies arrive, and beg that the 
Editor will instantly abandon all his duties to describe a Christian prize- 
giving in a back-slum of a perfectly inaccessible village; Colonels who have 
been overpassed for command sit down and sketch the outline of a series of 
ten, twelve, or twenty-four leading articles on Seniority versus Selection; 
missionaries wish to know why they have not been permitted to escape 
from their regular vehicles of abuse and swear at a brother-missionary under 
special patronage of the editorial We; stranded theatrical companies troop 
up to explain that they cannot pay for their advertisements, but on their re- 
turn from New Zealand or Tahiti will do so with interest; inventors of 
patent punkah-pulling machines, carriage couplings and unbreakable 
swords and axle-trees call with specifications in their pockets and hours at 
their disposal; tea-companies enter and elaborate their prospectuses with 
the office pens; secretaries of ball-committees clamour to have the glories of 
their last dance more fully described; strange ladies rustle in and say: ‘‘I 
want a hundred lady’s cards printed at please,” which is manifestly 

part of an Editor’s duty; and every dissolute ruffian that ever tramped the 
Grand Trunk Road makes it his business to ask for employment as a proof- 
reader. And, all the time, the telephone-bell is ringing madly, and Kings 
are being killed on the Continent, and Empires are saying—** You’re an- 
other,” and Mister Gladstone is calling down brimstone upon the British 
Dominions, and the little black copy-boys are ' 

(copy wanted) like tired bees, and most of the paper is as blank as Modred’s 
shield. 

But that is the amusing part of the year. There are six other months 
when none ever come to call, and the thermometer walks inch by inch up 
to the top of the glass, and the office is darkened to just above reading-light, 
and the press-machines are red-hot to touch, and nobody writes anything 
but accounts of amusements in the Hill-stations or obituary notices. Then 
the telephone becomes a tinkling terror, because it tells you of the sudden 
deaths of men and women that you knew intimately, and the prickly heat 
covers you with a garment, and you, sit down and write: **A slight increase 
of sickness is reported from the Khuda Janta Khan District. The outbreak is 
purely sporadic in its nature, and, thanks to the energetic efforts of the 
District authorities, is now almost at. an end., It is, however, with deep regret 
we record the death,” etc. 

Then the sickness really breaks out, and the less recording and reporting 
the better for the peace of the subscribers. But the Empires and the Kings 
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continue to divert themselves as selfishly as Before, and the Foreman thinks 
that a daily paper really ought to come out once ill twenty-four hours, and 
all the people at the Hill-stations in the middle of their amusements say: 
''Good gracious! Why can’t the paper be sparkling? Fm sure there’s plenty 
going on up here.” 

That is the dark half of the moon, and, as the advertisements say, "must 
be experienced to be appreciated.” 

It was in that season, and a remarkably evil season, that the paper began 
running the last issue of the week on Saturday night, which is to say Sun- 
day morning, after the custom of a London paper. This was a great con- 
venience, for immediately after the paper was put to bed, the dawn would 
lower the thermometer from 96*^ to almost 84° for half an hour, and in 
that chill — you have no idea how cold is 84^ on the grass until you begin to 
pray for it— a very tired man could get off to sleep ere the heat roused him. 

One Saturday night it was my pleasant duty to put the paper to bed 
alone. A King or courtier or a courtesan or a Community was going to die 
or get a new Constitution, or do something that was important on the 
other side of the world, and the paper was to be held open till the latest 
possible minute in order to catch the telegram. 

It was a pitchy black night, as stifling as a June night can be, and the /oo, 
the red-hot wind from the westward, was booming among the tinder-dry 
trees and pretending that the rain was on its heels. Now and again a spot of 
almost boiling water would fall on the dust with the flop of a frog, but all 
our weary world knew that was only pretence. It was a shade cooler in the 
press-room than the office, so I sat there, while the type ticked and clicked, 
and the night-jars hooted at the windows, and the all but naked com- 
positors wiped the sweat from their foreheads, and called for water. The 
thing that was keeping us back, whatever it was, would not come off, 
though the loo dropped and the last type was set, and the whole round earth 
stood still in the choking heat, with its finger on its lip, to wait the event. I 
drowsed, and wondered whether the telegraph was a blessing, and whether 
this dying man, or struggling people, might be aware of the inconvenience 
the delay was causing. There was no special reason beyond the heat and 
worry to make tension, but, as the clock-hands crept up to three o’clock and 
the machines spun their fly-wheels two and three times to see that all was 
in order, before I said the word that would set them off, I could have 
shrieked aloud. 

Then the roar and rattle of the wheels shivered the quiet into little bits. 
I rose to go away, but two men in white clothes stood in front of me. The 
first one said: "It’s him!’* The second said: "So it is!” And they hath 
laughed almost as loudly as the machinery roared, and mopped their fore- 
heads. "We seed there was a light burning across the road and we were 
sleeping in that ditch there for coolness, and I said to my friend here, The 
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office is opcE. Let’s come along and speak to him, as turned: us back from 
the Degumber State,” said the smaller of the two. He was the:man I had met 
in^ the Mhow train, and his fellow- was- the '.red-bearded maii.of Marwar 
|i!nGtio,n. There' was no mistaking the eyebrows of the one or the beard of 
the other. 

1 -was not pleased, because, I wished to go to' sleep, not to 'squabble with 
loafers. ‘‘What do' you- w.ant?,” I asked. 

, “Half an hour ’s'. talk with .you, cool a.nd comfortable, in - the office,” said, 
the red-bearded mam', “We.’d /f^*?’-' some-: drink— the . Gontrack- doesn’t begin 
yet, Peachey, so .you needn’t, look— but- 'what we really ' want-is advice. -We 
don’t want money. We ask you as ' a .'favour, because we -found out you d.id- 
us a bad turn-about' Degumber State'.”' ' ■ 

I led .from the' p.ress-.ro-om 'to the stifling office with .the m.aps on .the wails, 
'a.!:id,t.he red-haired man rubbed his hands. -“That’s- something like,” said-' he. 
“This . was the proper shop , to come to. .Now, . Sir, let ,me .introduce to you 
.Brother. Peachey .Carnehan, ' that’s .-him',. 'and "Brother. Daniel- Dra-vot, 'that., is 
me, and the less said about our professions the better, for we have been 
most things in our time. Soldier, sailor, compositor, photographer, proof- 
reader, street-preacher, and correspondents of the Bac^tvoodsman when we 
thought the paper wanted one, Carnehan is sober, and so am 1. Look at us 
first, and see that’s sure. It will save you cutting into my talk. We’ll take one 
of your cigars apiece, and you shall see us light up.” 

I watched the test. The men were absolutely sober, so I gave them each 
a tepid whiskey and soda. 

“Well and good,” said Carnehan of the eyebrows, wiping the froth from 
his moustache. “Let me talk now, Dan. We have been all over India, mostly 
on foot. We have been boiler-fitters, engine-drivers, petty contractors, and 
ail that, and ^ve have decided that India isn’t big enough for such as us.” 

They certainiy were too big for the office. Dravot’s beard seemed to fill 
half the room and Carnehan’s shoulders the other half, as they sat on the 
big table. Carnehan continued: “The country isn’t half worked out because 
they that governs it won’t let you touch it. They spend all their blessed time 
in governing it, and you can’t lift a spade, nor chip a rock, nor look for 
oil, nor anything like that without all the Government saying — ‘Leave it 
alone, and let us govern.’ Therefore,; such as it is, we will let it alone, and 
go away to some other place where a man isn’t crowded and can come to 
his own. We are not little men, and there is nothing that we are afraid 
of except Drink, and we have -signed a'Contrack on that. Therefore, we 
are going away to be Kings.” T. ' ■ 

“Kings in our own right,” muttered Dravdt. 

“Yes, of course,” I said. “You’ve been tramping in the sun, and it’s a very 
warm night, and hadn’t you better deep; over the notion? Come to-mor-„ 
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‘‘Neither drunk nor sunstruck/" said Dravot. “We have slept over the no- 
tion half a year, and require to see Books and Atlases, and we have decided 
that there is only one place now in the world that two strong men can 
Sar-a-^i/v^^r^. They call it Kafiristan. By my reckoning it’s the top right-hand 
corner of Afghanistan, not more than three hundred miles from Peshawar. 
They have two-and-thirty heathen idols there, and well be the thirty-third 
and fourth. It’s a mountaineous country, and the women of those parts are 
very beautiful.” 

“But that is provided against in the Contrack,” said Carnehan. “Neither 
Woman nor Liqu-or, Daniel.” 

“And that’s all we know, except that no one has gone there, and they 
fight, and in any place where they fight a man who knows how to drill men 
can always be a King. We shall go to those parts and say to any King we 
find — ^‘D’you want to vanquish your foes?’ and we will show him how to 
drill men; for that we know better than anything else. Then we will sub- 
vert that King and seize his Throne and establish a Dy-nasty.” 

“You’ll be cut to pieces before you’re fifty miles across the Border,” I 
said. “You have to travel through Afghanistan to get to that country. It’s 
one mass of mountains and peaks and glaciers, and no Englishman has 
been through it. The people are utter brutes, and even if you reached them 
you couldn’t do anything.” 

“That’s more like,” said Carnehan. “If you could think us a little more 
mad we would be more pleased. We have come to you to know about this 
country, to read a book about it, and to be shown maps. We want you to 
tell us that we are fools and to show us your books.” He turned to the 
book-cases. 

“Are you at all in earnest?” I said. 

“A little,” said Dravot sweetly. “As big a map as you have got, even if it’s 
all blank where Kafiristan is, and any books you’ve got. Wc can read, 
though we aren’t very educated.” 

I uncased the big thirty-two-miles-to-the-inch map of India, and two 
smaller Frontier maps, hauled down volume INF-KAN of the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica, and the men consulted them. 

“See here I” said Dravot, his thumb on the map. “Up to Jagdallak, Peachey 
and me know the road. We was there with Roberts’ Army. We’ll have to 
turn off to the right at Jagdallak through Laghmann territory. Then we get 
among the hills— fourteen thousand feet—fifteen thousand — it will be cold 
work there, but it don’t look very far on the map.” 

I handed him Wood on the Sources of the Oxus, Carnehan was deep in 
the Encyclopcedia. 

“They’re a mixed lot,” said, Dravot reflectively; “and it won’t help us to 
know the names of their 'tribes. The, more tribes the more they’ll fight, and 
the better for us. From Jagdallak to Asbang. H’mm!” 

^ “But all the information about the country is as sketchy and inaccurate as 
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can be/M protested, “No one knows anything about it really. Elere’s the 
file of the 17 / 22 /ei/ Read what Bellew says.” 

“Blow Belle wj’h said Carnehan. “Dan, they’re a stinkin’ lot of heathens, 
but this book here says they think they’re related to us English.” 

I smoked while the men pored over Raverty, Wood, the maps/and the 
Encyclopadia , ' 

“There is no use your waiting,” said Dravot politely. “It’s about four 
o’clock now. Well go before six o’clock if you want to sleep, and, we won’t 
steal any of the papers. Don’t you sit up. We’re two harmless lunatics, and 
if you come to-morrow evening down to the Serai well say good-bye to 
■you.” 

“You are two fools,” I answered. “You’ll be turned back at the Frontier or 
cut up the minute you set foot in Afghanistan. Do you want any money 
or a recommendation down-country.? I can help you to the chance of work 
next week.” 

“Next week we shall be hard at work ourselves, thank you,” said Dravot. 
“It isn’t so easy being a King as it looks. When we’ve got our Kingdom in 
going order well let you know, and you can come up and help us to gov- 
ern it.”' ■ ■ 

“Would two lunatics make a Contrack like that.?” said Carnehan, with 
subdued pride, showing me a greasy half-sheet of notepaper on which was 
written the following. I copied it, then and there, as a curiosity— 

This Contract between me and you persuing wltnesseth in the name of God-r- 
Amen and so forth. 

(One) That me and you will settle this matter together; i.e,, to be Kings 
of Kafiristan. 

(Two) That you and me will not, while this matter is being settled, look 
at any Liquor, nor any Woman black, white, or brown, so as to 
get mixed up with one or the other harmful. 

(Three) That we conduct ourselves with Dignity and Discretion, and if one 
of us gets into trouble the other will stay by him. 

Signed by you and me this day. 

Peachey Taliaferro Carnehan. 

Daniel Dravot, 

Both Gentlemen at Large. 

“There was no need for the last article,” said Carnehan, blushing mod- 
estly; “but it looks regular. Now you know the sort of men that loafers are 
— we are loafers, Dan, until we get out of India — and do you think that we 
would sign a Contrack like that unless we was in earnest? We have kept 
away from the two things that make life-' worth having.” 

“You won’t enjoy your lives much longer if you are going to try this 
idiotic adventure. Don’t set the office on fire,” I said, “and go away before 
nine o’dockf ' 
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I left them still poring over the maps and making notes on the back of 
the “Gontrack.” ‘Te sure to come down to the Serai to-morrow,” were their 
/parting words. 

The Kumharsen Serai is the great four-square sink of humanity where 
the strings of camels and horses from the North load and unload. AH the 
nationalities of Central Asia may be found there, and most of the folk of 
India proper. Balkh and Bokhara there meet Bengal and Bombay, and try 
to draw eye-teeth. You can buy ponies, turquoises, Persian pussy-cats, 
saddle-bags, fat-tailed sheep and musk in the Kumharsen Serai, and get 
many strange things for nothing. In the afternoon I went down to see 
whether my friends intended to keep their word or were lying there drunk. 

A priest attired in fragments of ribbons and rags stalked up to me, gravely 
twisting a child’s paper whirligig. Behind him was his servant bending under 
the load of a crate of mud toys. The two were loading up two camels, and 
the inhabitants of the Serai watched them with shrieks of laughter. 

“The priest is mad,” said a horse-dealer to me. “He is going up to Kabul 
to sell toys to the Amir. He will either be raised to honour or have his 
head cut off. He came in here this morning and has been behaving madly 
ever since.” 

“The witless are under the protection of God,” stammered a flat-cheeked 
Usbeg in broken Hindi. “They foretell future events.” 

“Would they could have foretold that my caravan would have been cut up 
by the Shinwaris almost within shadow of the Pass!” grunted the Eusufzai 
agent of a Rajputana trading-house whose goods had been diverted into 
the hands of other robbers just across the Border, and whose misfortunes 
were the laughing-stock of the bazar. “Oh4 priest, whence come you and 
whither do you go?” 

“From Roum have I come,” shouted the priest, waving his whirligig; 
“from Roum, blown by the breath of a hundred devils across the sea! O 
thieves, robbers, liars, the blessing of Pir Khan on pigs, dogs, and perjurers! 
Who will take the Protected of God to the North to sell charms that are 
never still to the Amir? The camels shall not gall, the sons shall not fall 
sick, and the wives shall remain faithful while they are away, of the men 
w^ho give me place in their caravan. Who will assist me to slipper the King 
of the Roos with a golden slipper with a silver heel? The protection of Pir 
Khan be upon his labours!” He spread out the skirts of his gaberdine and 
pirouetted between the lines of tethered horses. 

“There starts a caravan from Peshawar to Kabul in twenty days, Hiizrut'' 
said the Eusufzai trader. “My camels go therewith. Do thou also go and 
bring us good-luck.” 

“I will go even now!” shouted the priest. “I will depart upon my winged 
camels, and be at Peshawar in a day! Ho! Hazar Mir Klian,” he yelled to 
his servant, “drive out the camels, but let me first mount my own,” 

, , He leaped on the back of his beast as it knelt, and, turning round to me. 
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cried: ''Come thou also, Sahib^ a little along the road, and I will sell thee a 
charm—aii amulet that shall make thee King of Kafiristan ” 

Then the light broke upon me, and I followed the two camels out of the 
Serai till we reached open road and the priest halted. 

“What d’you think o’ that?” said he in English. “Carnehan can’t talk their 
patter, so I’ve made him my servant. He makes a handsome servant. ’Tisn’t 
for nothing that I’ve been knocking about the country, for fourteen, years.- 
Didn’t I do that talk neat? We’ll hitch on to a caravan at Peshawar till we 
get to Jagdallak, and then well see if we can get donkeys for our camels, 
and strike into Kafiris tan. Whirligigs for the Amir, O Lor! Put your hand 
under the camel-bags and tell me what you feel.” 

I felt the butt of a Martini, and another and another. 

“Twenty of ’em,” said Dravot placidly. “Twenty of ’em and ammunition 
to correspond, under the whirligigs and the mud dolls.” 

“Heaven help you if you are caught with those things!” I said. "A Martini 
is worth her weight in silver among the Pathans.” 

“Fifteen hundred rupees of capital — every rupee we could beg, borrow, or 
steal — are invested on these two camels,” said Dravot. “We won’t get caught. 
We’re going through the Khaiber with a regular caravan. Who’d touch a 
poor mad priest?” 

“Have you got everything you want?” I asked, overcome with astonish- 
ment. 

“Not yet, but we shall soon. Give us a memento of your kindness, Brother, 
you did me a service, yesterday, and that time in Mar war. Half my Kingdom 
shall you have as the saying is.” I slipped a small charm compass from my 
watch chain and handed it up to the priest. 

“Good-bye,” said Dravot, giving me hand cautiously. “It’s the last time 
we’ll shake hands with an Englishman these many days. Shake hands with 
him, Carnehan,” he cried, as the second camel passed me. 

Carnehan leaned down and shook hands. Then the camels passed away 
along the dusty road, and I was left alone to wonder. My eye could detect 
no failure in the disguises. The scene in the Serai proved that they were 
complete to the native mind. There was just the chance, therefore, that 
Carnehan and Dravot would be able to wander through Afghanistan with- 
out detection. But, beyond, they would find death — certain and awful 
death.:. .■ ^ • 

Ten days later a native correspondent giving me the news of the day from 
Peshawar, wound up his letter with: “There has been much laughter here 
on account of a certain mad priest who is going in his estimation to sell 
petty gauds and insignificant trinkets which he ascribes as great charms to 
H.H. the Amir of Bokhara. He passed through Peshawar and associated 
himself to the wSecond Summer caravan that goes to Kabul. The merchants 
are pleased because through' superstitipn^tliey imagine that such mad fel- 
lows bring good-fortune.” 
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The two^ then, were beyond the Border. I would have prayed for them, 
but, that night, a real King died in Europe, and demanded an obituary 
notice... 


The wheel of the world swings through the same phases again and again. 
Summer passed and winter thereafter, and came and passed again. The daily 
paper continued and I with it, and upon the third summer there fell a hot 
night, a night-issue, and a strained waiting for something to be telegraphed 
from the other side of the world, exactly as had happened before. A few 
great men had died in the past two years, the machines worked with more 
clatter, and some of the trees in the OiEce garden were a few feet taller. But 
that was all the difference. 

I passed over to the press-room, and went through just such a scene as I 
have already described. The nervous tension was stronger than it had been 
two years before, and I felt the heat more acutely. At three o’clock I cried, 
“Print off,” and turned to go, when there crept to my chair what was left 
of a man. He was bent into a circle, his head was sunk between his shoulders, 
and he moved his feet one over the other like a bear. I could hardly see 
whether he walked or crawled — this rag-wrapped, whining cripple who ad- 
dressed me by name, crying that he was come back. “Can you give me a 
drink.^” he whimpered. “For the Lord’s sake, give me a drink!” 

I went back to the office, the man following with groans of pain, and I 
turned up the lamp. 

“Don’t you know me.?” he gasped, dropping into a chair, and he turned 
his drawn face, surmounted by a shock of gray hair, to the light. 

I looked at him intently. Once before had I seen eyebrows that met over 
the nose in an inch-broad black band, but for the life of me I could not tell 
where. 

“I don’t know you,” I said, handing him the whiskey. “What can I do for 
you?” 

He took a gulp of the spirit raw, and shivered in spite of the suffocating 
heat. 

“I’ve come back,” he repeated; “and I was the King of Kafiristan~me and 
Dravot— crowned Kings we was! In this office we settled it — you setting 
there and giving us the books. I am Peachey—Peachey Taliaferro Carnelian, 
and you’ve been setting here ever since— -O Lord!” 

I was more than a little astonished, and expressed my feelings accordingly. 

“It’s true,” said Carnehan, with a dry cackle, nursing his feet, which were 
wrapped in rags. “True as gospel. Kings we were, with crowns upon our 
heads— me and Dravot— poor Dan — oh, poor, poor Dan, that would never 
take advice, not though I begged. of him!” 

“Take the whiskey,”' I said, ^%nd take your own time. Tell me all you can 
recollect of everything from beginning to end. You got across the border on 
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.your canielsj Dravot dressed as a mad:priest, and you, his "servant., Do you 
remember that?’/ , 

/I ain’t mad— yet, but I shall be 'that way soon. Of course 1 remember. 
Keep looking at me, or maybe my words will go all to pieces. Keep looking 
at me in my eyes and don’t say anything.” 

I leaned forward and looked into his face as steadily as I could. He 
dropped one hand, 'upon the 'table and I grasp.ed it by. the .wrist. It was, 
twisted like a bird’s claw, and upon the back was a ragged, red diamond-' 
shaped scar. 

'‘No, don’t look there. Look at me'/ said Carnehan. "That comes after- 
wards, but for the Lord’s sake don’t distrack me. We left with that caravan, 
me and Dravot playing all sorts of antics to amuse the people we were with. 
Dravot used to make us laugh in the evenings when all the people was 
cooking their dinners — cooking their dinners, and . . . what did they do 
then? They lit little fires with sparks that went into Dravot’s beard, and we 
all laughed — ^fit to die. Little red fires they was, going into Dravot’s big 
red beard — so funny.” His eyes left mine and he smiled foolishly. 

"You went as far as Jagdallak with that caravan,” I said at a venture, "after 
you had lit those fires. To Jagdallak, where you turned off to try to get into 
Kafiristan.” 

"No, we didn’t neither. What are you talking about? We turned off before 
Jagdallak, because ’we heard the roads was good. But they wasn’t good 
enough for our two camels — mine and Dravot’s. When w’^e left the caravan, 
Dravot took off all his clothes and mine too, and said we would be heathen, 
because the Kafirs didn’t allow Mohammedans to talk to them. So we 
dressed betwixt and between, and such a sight as Daniel Dravot I never saw 
yet nor expect to see again. He burned half his beard, and slung a sheep-skin 
over his shoulder, and shaved his head into patterns. He shaved mine, too, 
and made me wear outrageous things to look like a heathen. That was in a 
most mountaineous country, and our camels couldn’t go along any more 
because of the mountains. They were tall and black, and coming home I saw 
them fight like wild goats — there are lots of goats in Kafiristan. And these 
mountains, they never keep still, no more than the goats. Always fighting 
they are, and don’t let you sleep at night.” 

"Take some more whiskey,” I said very slowly. "What did you and Daniel 
Dravot do when the camels could go no further because of the rough roads 
that led into Kafiristan?” 

"What did which do? There was a party called Peachey Taliaferro 
Carnehan that was with Dravot. Shall I tell you about him? He died out 
there in the cold. Slap from the bridge fell old Peachey, turning and twist- 
ing in the air like a penny whirligig' that you can sell to the Amir.— No; they 
was two for three ha’pence, those whirligigs, or I am much mistaken and 
woeful sore. . . , And then these camels were no use, and Peachey said to 
Dravot— Tor the Lord’s sake let’s /get .out of, .-this 'before, our heads are 
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chopped off/ and with that they killed the camels all among the moiiiitains^ 
not having anything in particular to eat, but first they took off the boxes 
with the guns and the ammunition, till two men came along driving four 
mules. Dravot up and dances in front of them, singing-— ‘Sell me four mules.’ 
Says the first man— ‘If you are rich enough to buy, you are rich enough to 
rob;’ but before ever he could put his hand to his knife, Dravot breaks his 
neck over his knee, and the other party runs away. So Garnehan loaded the 
mules with the rifles that was taken off the camels, and together we starts 
forward into those bitter cold mountaineous parts, and never a road broader 
than the back of your hand.” 

He paused for a moment, while I asked him if he could remember the 
nature of the country through which he had journeyed. 

“I am telling you as straight as I can, but my head isn’t as good as it might 
be. They drove nails through it to make me hear better hovv Dravot died. 
The country was mountaineous and the mules were most contrary, and the 
inhabitants were dispersed and solitary. They went up and up, and down 
and down, and that other party, Garnehan, was imploring of Dravot not to 
sing and whistle so loud, for fear of bringing down the tremenjus avalanches. 
But Dravot says that if a King couldn’t sing it wasn’t worth being King, and 
whacked the mules over the rump, and never took no heed for ten cold days. 
We came to a big level valley all among the mountains, and the mules were 
near dead, so we killed them, not having anything in special for them or us 
to eat. We sat upon the boxes, and played odd and even with the cartridges 
that was jolted out. 

“Then ten men with bows and arrows ran down that valley, chasing 
twenty men with bows and arrows, and the row was tremenjus. They was 
fair men — fairer than you or me — with yellow hair and remarkable well 
built. Says Dravot, unpacking the guns — ‘This, is the beginning of the busi- 
ness. Well fight for the ten men,’ and with that he fires two rifles at the 
twenty men, and drops one of them at two hundred yards from the rock 
where he was sitting. The other men began to run, but Garnehan and 
Dravot sits on the boxes picking them off at all ranges, up and down the 
valley. Then we goes up to the ten men that had run across the snow too, 
and they fires a footy little arrow at us. Dravot he shoots above their heads 
and they all falls down flat. Then he walks over them and kicks them, and 
then he lifts them up and shakes hands all round to make them frierully 
like. He calls them and gives them the boxes to carry, and waves his hand 
for all the world as though he was King already. They takes the boxes and 
him across the valley and up the hill into a pine wood on the top, where 
there was half a dozen big stone idols. Dravot he goes to the biggest — a 
fellov/ they call Imb.ra— and lays a rifle and a cartridge at his feet, rubbing 
his nose respectful with his own nose, patting him on the head, and saluting 
in front of it. He turns round to the men and nods his head, and says— 
‘That’s all right., Fm in the know, too, and all these old jim-jams are my 
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friends.' Then he opens his mouth and points down it, and when the first 
man brings him food, he says— No;' and when the second man brings him 
food he says— No;’ but when one of the old priests and the boss of the 
village brings him food, he says — ‘Yes.;’ very haughty, and eats it slow.. That 
was how we came to our first village, without any trouble, just as though 
we had tumbled from the skies. But we tumbled from one of those damned 
Tope-bridges, you see and— you couldn’t -expect a man to laugh much, after 
that?”, 

“Take some more whiskey and go on,” I said. “That w^as the first village 
you came into. How did you get to be King?” 

“I wasn’t King,” said Carnehan. “Dravot he was the King, and a hand- 
some man he looked with the gold crown on his head and all. Him and the 
other party stayed in that village, and every morning Dravot sat by the side 
of old Imbra, and the people came and worshipped. That was Dravot’s 
order. Then a lot of men came into the valley, and Carnehan Dravot picks 
them off with the rifles before they knew where they was, and runs down 
into the valley and up again the other side and finds another village, same as 
the first one, and the people all falls down flat on their faces, and Dravot 
says — ‘Now what is the trouble between you two villages?’ and the people 
points to a woman, as fair as you or me, that was carried off, and Dravot 
takes her back to the first village and counts up the dead — eight there was. 
For each dead man Dravot pours a little milk on the ground and waves his 
arms like a whirligig and ‘That’s all right,’ says he. Then he and Carnehan 
takes the big boss of each village by the arm and walks them down into the 
valley, and shows them how to scratch a line with a spear right down the 
valley, and gives each a sod of turf from both sides of the line. Then all 
the people comes down and shouts like the devil and all, and Dravot says — 
‘Go and dig the land, and be fruitful and multiply,’ which they did, though 
they didn’t understand. Then we asks the names of things in their lingo — 
bread and water and fire and idols and such, and Dravot leads the priest of 
each village up to the idol, and says he must sit there and judge the people, 
and if anything goes wrong he is to be shot. 

“Next week they was all turning up the land in the valley as quiet as bees 
and much prettier, and the priests heard all the complaints and told Dravot 
in dumb show what it was about. ‘That’s just the beginning,’ says Dravot. 
‘They think we’re Gods/ He and Carnehan picks out twenty good men and 
shows them how to click off a rifle, and form fours, and advance in line, and 
they was very pleased to do so, and clever to see the hang of it. Then he takes 
out his pipe and his baccy-pouch and leaves one at one village, and one at 
the other, and off we two goes to see what was to be done in the next valley. 
That was all rock, and there was a little village there, and Carnehan says — 
‘Send ’em to the old valley to plant,’ and takes ’em there and gives ’em some 
land that wasn’t took before. They'; were a poor lot, and' we blooded ’em- 
with a kid before letting ’em into the new ffingdom. That was to impress 
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the people, and then they settled down quiet, and Carnehan went back to 
Dravot who had got into another valley, all snow and ice and most moun- 
taineoiis. There was no people there and the Army got afraid, so Dravot 
shoots one of them, and goes on till he finds some people in a village, and 
the Army explains that unless the people wants to be killed they had better 
not shoot their little matchlocks; for they had matchlocks. We makes 
friends with the priest and I stays there alone with two of the Army, teach- 
ing the men how to drill, and a thundering big Chief comes across the snow 
with kettle-drums and horns twanging, because he heard there was a new 
God kicking about. Carnehan sights for the brown of the men half a mile 
across the snow and wings one of them. Then he sends a message to the 
Chief that, unless he wished to be killed, he must come and shake hands 
with me and leave his arms behind. The Chief comes alone first, and Carne- 
han shakes hands with him and whirls his arms about, same as Dravot used, 
and very much surprised that Chief was, and strokes my eyebrows. Then 
Carnehan goes alone to the Chief, and asks him in dumb show if he had an 
enemy he hated. ‘I have,’ says the Chief. So Carnehan weeds out the pick 
of the men, and sets the two of the Army to show them drill and at the end 
of two weeks the men can manoeuvre about as well as Volunteers, So he 
marches with the Chief to a great big plain on the top of a mountain, and 
the Chief’s men rushes into a village and takes it; we three Martinis firing 
into the brown of the enemy. So we took that village too, and I gives the 
Chief a rag from my coat and says 'Occupy till I come;’ which was scriptural. 
By way of a reminder, when me and the Army was eighteen hundred yards 
away, I drops a bullet near him standing on the snow, and all the people 
falls flat on their faces. Then I sends a letter to Dravot wherever he be by 
land or by sea,” 

At the risk of throwing the creature out of train I interrupted — "How 
could you write a letter up yonder?” 

“The letter? — Oh! — ^The letter! Keep looking at me between the eyes, 
please. It was a string-talk letter, that we’d learned the way of it from a blind 
beggar in the Punjab.” 

I remember that there had once come to the office a blind man with a 
knotted twig and a piece of string which he wound round the twig accord- 
ing to some cipher of his own. He could, after the lapse of days or hours, 
repeat the sentence which he had reeled up. He had reduced the alphabet 
to eleven primitive sounds; and tried to teach me his method, but I could 
, k , not understand. 

‘ “I sent that letter to Dravot,” said Carnehan; “and told him to come back 
because this Kingdom was growing too big for me to handle, and then I 
struck for the first valley, .to see how the priests were working. They called 
' the village we took along mih the Chief, -'Bashkai, and the first village we 
took, Er-Hebi;'The priests’: at Er-Heb’ was doing all right, but they had a lot 
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o£ pending cases about land to show me, and some men from another village 
had been firing arrows at night. I went out and looked for that village, and 
fired four rounds at it from a thousand yards. That used all the cartridges I 
cared to spend, and I waited for Dravot, who' had been away two or three 
months, and I kept my people quiet. ' • 

“One morning I heard the devil’s own noise of drums and horns, and Dan 
Dravot marches down the hill with his Army and a tail of hundreds of men, 
and, which was the most amazing, a great gold crown on his head. ‘My 
Gord, Carnehan,’ says Daniel, ‘this is a tremenjus business, and we’ve got 
the whole country as far as it’s worth having. I am the son of Alexander by 
Queen Semiramis, and you’re my younger brother and a God too! It’s the 
biggest thing we’ve ever seen. I’ve been marching and fighting for six 
weeks with the Army, and every footy little village for fifty miles has come 
in rejoiceful; and more than that, Fve got the key of the whole show, as 
you’ll see, and I’ve got a crown for you! I told ’em to make two of ’em at a 
place called Shu, where the gold lies in the rock like suet in mutton. Gold 
I’ve seen, and turquoise I’ve kicked out of the cliffs, and there’s garnets in 
the sands of the river, and here’s a chunk of amber that a man brought me. 
Call up all the priests and, here, take your crown.’ 

“One of the men opens a black hair bag, and I slips the crown on. It was 
too small and too heavy, but I wore it for the glory. Hammered gold it was 
— five pound weight, like a hoop of a barrel. 

“ Teachey,’ says Dravot, ‘we don’t want to fight no more. The Craft’s the 
trick so help mel’ and he brings forward that same Chief that I left at 
Bashkai — Billy Fish we called him afterwards, because he was so like Billy 
Fish that drove the big tank-engine at Mach on the Bolan in the old days. 
‘Shake hands with him,’ says Dravot, and I shook hands and nearly dropped, 
for Billy Fish gave me the Grip, I said nothing, but tried him with the 
Fellow Craft Grip. He answ^ers, all right, and I tried the Master’s Grip, but 
that was a slip, ‘A Fellow Craft he is;’ I says to Dan. ‘Does he know the 
word?’-—‘He does,’ says Dan, ‘and all the priests know. It’s a miracle. The 
Chiefs and the priests can work a Fellow Craft Lodge in a way that’s very 
like ours, and they’ve cut the marks on the rocks, but they don’t know 
the Third Degree, and they’ve come to find out. It’s Gord’s Truth. I’ve 
known these long years that the Afghans knew up to the Fellow Craft 
Degree, but this is a miracle. A God and a Grand-Master of the Craft am I, 
and a Lodge in the Third Degree Twill open, and we’ll raise the head 
priests and the Chiefs of the villages.’ 

“‘It’s against all the law,’ ! says, ‘holding a Lodge without warrant from 
any one; and you know we never held oifEce in any Lodge.’ 

“ ‘It’s a master-stroke o’ policy/ says Dravot. ‘It means running the country 
as easy as a four-wheeled bogie on, a. down grade. We can’t stop to enquire 
now, or they’ll turn against us. I’ve forty Chiefs at my heel, and passed and 
raised according to their merit they shall'be.. Billet these men on, his villages," 
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and see that4ve run up a Lodge o£ some kind. The temple o£ Imbra will do 
£or the Lodge-room. The women must make aprons as you show them. I’ll 
hold a levee of Chiefs to-night and Lodge to-morrow.’ 

“I was fair run off my legs, but I wasn’t such a fool as not to see what a 
pull this Craft business gave us. I showed the priests’ families how to make 
aprons of the degrees, but for Dravot’s apron the blue border and marks 
was made of turquoise lumps on white hide, not cloth. We took a great 
square stone in the temple for the Master’s chair, and little stones for the 
officers’ chairs, and painted the black pavement with white squares, and did 
what we could to make things regular. 

“At the levee which was held that night on the hillside with big bonfires, 
Dravot gives out that him and me were Gods and sons of Alexander, and 
Past Grand Masters in the Craft, and was come to make Kafiristan a country 
where every man should eat in peace and drink in quiet, and specially obey 
us. Then the Chiefs come round to shake hands, and they were so hairy and 
white and fair it was just shaking hands with old friends. We gave them 
names according as they was like men we had known in India — Billy Fish, 
Holly Dilworth, Pikky Kergan, that was Bazar-master when I was at Mhow, 
and so on, and so on. 

''The most amazing miracles was at Lodge next night. One of the old 
priests was watching us continuous, and I felt uneasy, for I knew we’d have 
to fudge the Ritual, and I didn’t know what the men knew. The old priest 
was a stranger come in from beyond the village of Bashkai. The minute 
Dravot puts on the Master’s apron that the girls had made for him, the 
priest fetches a whoop and a howl, and tries to overturn the stone that 
Dravot was sitting on. It’s all up now,’ I says. ‘That comes of meddling with 
the Craft without warrant!’ Dravot never winked an eye, not when ten 
priests took and tilted over the Grand-Master’s chair — which was to say the 
stone of Imbra. The priest begins rubbing the bottom end of it to clear 
away the black dirt, and presently he shows all the other priests the Master’s 
Mark, same as was on Dravot’s apron, cut into the stone. Not even the 
priests of the temple of Imbra knew it was there. The old chap falls flat on 
his face at Dravot’s feet and kisses ’em. ‘Luck again,’ says Dravot, across the 
Lodge to me, ‘they say it’s the missing Mark that no one could understand 
the why of. We’re more than safe now.’ Then he bangs the butt of his gun 
for a gavel and says: ‘By virtue of the authority vested in me by my own 
right hand and the help of Peachey, I declare myself Grand-Master of oil 
Freemasonry in Kafiristan in this the Mother Lodge o’ the country, and 
King of Kafiristan equally with Peachey!’ At that he puts on his crown and 
; I puts on mine — I was doing Senior Warden — and we opens the Lodge in 
most ample form. It was a amazing miracle! The priests moved in Lodge 
through the first two degrees almost without telling, as if the memory was 
coming back to them. After, that, Peachey and Dravot raised such as was 
worthy — ^high priests and Chiefs of. far-off villages. Billy Fish was the first, 
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and I can tell you we scared the .soul out- of him. It wa.s, not, in.'any way 
according to Ritual, but it served our turn. We didn’t raise more than ten 
of the biggest men, because we didn’t want to make the Degree common. 
And they was clamouring to be raised. 

“In another six months,’ says Dravot, Ve’ll hold another Communica- 
tion, and see how you are working.’ Then he asks them about their villages, 
and learns that they was fighting one against the other, and were sick and 
tired of it. And when they wasn’t doing that they was fighting with the 
Mohammedans. 'You can fight those when they come into our country/ says 
Dravot. 'Tell off every tenth man of your tribes for a Frontier guard, and 
send two hundred at a time to this valley to be drilled. Nobody is going to 
be shot or speared any more so long as he does well, and I know that you 
won’t cheat me, because you’re white people — sons of Alexander — and not 
like common, black Mohammedans. You are wy people, and by God,’ says 
he, running off into English at the end — Til make a damned fine Nation of 
you, or ni die in the making!’ 

“I can’t tell all we did for the next six months, because Dravot did a lot 
I couldn’t see the hang of, and he learned their lingo in a way I never 
could. My work was to help the people plough, and now and again go out 
with some of the Army and see what the other villages were doing, and 
make ’em throw rope-bridges across the ravines which cut up the country 
horrid. Dravot was very kind to me, but when he walked up and down in 
the pine wmod pulling that bloody red beard of his with both fists I knew 
he was thinking plans I could not advise about, and I just waited for orders, 

“But Dravot never showed me disrespect before the people. They were 
afraid of me and the Army, but they loved Dan. He was the best of friends 
with the priests and the Chiefs; but any one could come across the hills 
with a complaint, and Dravot would hear him out fair, and call four priests 
together and say what was to be done. He used to call in Billy Fish from 
Bashkai, and Pikky Kergan from Shu, and an old Chief we called Kafuzelum 
—it was like enough to his real name — and hold councils with ’em when 
there was any fighting to be done in small villages. That was his Council of 
War, and the four priests of Bashkai, Shu, Khawak, and Madora was his 
Privy Council. Between the lot of ’em they sent me, with forty men and 
twenty rifles, and sixty men carrying turquoises, into the Ghorband country 
to buy those hand-made Martini rifles, that come out of the Amir’s work- 
shops at Kabul, from one of the Amir’s Herati regiments that would have 
sold the very teeth out of their mouths for turquoises. 

“I stayed in Ghorband a month, and gave the Governor there the pick of 
my baskets for hush-money, and bribed the Colonel of the regiment some 
more, and, between the two and the tribes-people, we got more than a 
hundred hand-made Martinis, a hundred, good Kohat Jezails that’ll throw 
to six hundred yards, and forty manloads of very bad ammunition for the 
rifles. I came back with what I had, and distributed ’em among the men that 
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the Ghiefs sent in to me to drill Dravot was too busy to attend to those 
things^ but the old Army that we first made helped me, and we turned out 
five hundred men that could drill, and two hundred that knew how to hold 
arms pretty straight. Even those cork-screwed, hand-made guns was a 
miracle to them. Dravot talked big about powder-shops and factories, walk- 
ing up and down in the pine wood when the winter was coming on. 

won’t make a Nation,’ says he. Ill make an Empire! These men aren’t 
niggers; they’re English! Look at their eyes— look at their mouths. Look 
at the way they stand up. They sit on chairs in their own houses. They’re 
the Lost Tribes, or something like it, and they’ve grown to be English. Ill 
take a census in the spring if the priests don’t get frightened. There must 
be a fair two million of ’em in these hills. The villages are full o’ little 
children. Two million people — two hundred and fifty thousand fighting 
men — and all English! They only want the rifles and a little drilling. Two 
hundred and fifty thousand men, ready to cut in on Russia’s right flank 
when she tries for India! Peachey, man,’ he says, chewing his beard in great 
hunks, Ve shall be Emperors— Emperors of the Earth! Rajah Brooke will 
be a suckling to us. I’ll treat with the Viceroy on equal terms. Ill ask him 
to send me twelve picked English — twelve that I know of — to help us 
govern a bit. There’s Mackray, Sergeant-pensioner at Segowli — many’s the 
good dinner he’s given me, and his wife a pair of trousers. There’s Donkin, 
the Warder of Tounghoo Jail; there’s hundreds that I could lay my hand 
on if I was in India. The Viceroy shall do it for me. I’ll send a man through 
in the spring for those men, and I’ll write for a dispensation from the Grand 
Lodge for what I’ve done as Grand-Master. That — and all the Sniders that’ll 
be thrown out when the native troops in India take up the Martini. They’ll 
be worn smooth, but they’ll do for fighting in these hills. Twelve English, 
a hundred thousand Sniders run through the Amir’s country in driblets— 
I’d be content with twenty thousand in one year — and we'd be an Empire. 
When everything was shipshape, I’d hand over the crown — this crown I’m 
wearing now — to Queen Victoria on my knees, and she’d say; “Rise up, Sir 
Daniel Dravot.” Oh, it’s big! It’s big, I tell you! But there’s so much to be 
done in every place — Bashkai, Khawak, Shu, and everywhere else.’ 

“ ‘What is it?’ I says. ‘There are no more men coming in to be drilled this 
autumn. Look at those fat, black clouds. They’re bringing the snow.’ 

“‘It isn’t that,’ says Daniel, putting his hand very hard on my shoulder; 
‘and I don’t wish to say anything that’s against you, for no other living man 
would have followed me and made me what I am as you have done. You’re 
a first-class Commander-in-Chief, and the people know you; but— it’s a big- 
country, and somehow you can’t help me, Peachey, in the way I want to be 
helped.’ ' ■ ' 

' “ ‘Go to your blasted priests, then!’ I said, and I was sorry when I made 

that remark, but it did hurt me sore to find Daniel talking so superior when 
Fd drilled all the men, and done all he told me. 
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‘“Don’t let’s quarrel, Peachey,’ says Daniel without cursing. ‘You’re a 
King too, and the half of this Kingdom is yours; but can’t you see, Peachey, 
we want cleverer men than us now — three or four of ’em, that we can 
scatter about for our Deputies. It’s a hugeous great State, and I can’t always 
tell the right thing to do, and I haven’t time for all I want to do, and here’s 
the winter coming on and all,’ He put half his beard into his mouth, all 
red like the gold of his crown. . ■ 

‘“Fm sorry, Daniel,’ says L Tve done all I could. I’ve drilled the men and 
shown the people how to stack their oats better; and I’ve brought in those 
tin-ware rifles from Ghorband— but I know what you’re driving at. I take it 
Kings always feel oppressed that way.’ 

‘“There’s another thing too,’ says Dravot, walking up and down. ‘The 
winter’s coming and these people won’t be giving much trouble, and if they 
do w^e can’t move about. I want a wife.’ 

“ ‘For Gord’s sake leave the women alone!’ I says. ‘We’ve both got all the 
work we can, though I am di fool. Remember the Contrack, and keep clear 
o’ women.’ ■ 

“ ‘The Contrack only lasted till such time as we was Kings; and Kings we 
have been these months past,’ says Dravot, weighing his crown in his hand. 
‘You go get a wife too, Peachey — a nice, strappin’, plump girl that’ll keep you 
warm in the winter. They’re prettier than English girls, and we can take 
the pick of ’em. Boil ’em once or twice in hot water, and they’ll come out 
like chicken and ham.’ 

‘“Don’t tempt me!’ I says. ‘I will not have any dealings with a woman 
not till we are a dam’ side more settled than we are now. I’ve been doing 
the work o’ two men, and you’ve been doing the work o’ three. Let’s lie off 
a bit, and see if we can get some better tobacco from Afghan country and 
run in some good liquor; but no women.’ 

“‘Who’s talking o’ women?' says Dravot. ‘I said wife — a queen to breed 
a King’s son for the King, A Queen out of the strongest tribe, that’ll make 
them your blood-brothers, and that’ll lie by your side and tell you all the 
people thinks about you and their own affairs. That’s what I want.’ 

“ ‘Do you remember that Bengali woman I kept at Mogul Serai when I 
was a plate-layer?’ says L ‘A fat lot o’ good she was to me. She taught me 
the lingo and one or two other things; but what happened? She I'an away 
with the Station Master’s servant and half my month’s pay. Then she turned 
up at Dadur Junction in tow of a half-caste, and had the impidence to say I 
was her husband — all among the drivers in the running-shed too!’ 

“ ‘We’ve done with that,’ says Dravot, ‘these women are whiter than you 
or me, and a Queen I will have for the winter months.’ 

“ ‘For the last time o’ asking, Dan, do not / 1 says. ‘It’ll only bring us harm. 
The Bible says that Kings ain’t, to waste: their strength on women, ’specially 
when they’ve got a new raw Kingdom to ..work over,’ 

‘“For the last time of answering. Dravot, and he went; away 
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through the pine-trees looking like a big red devih the sun being on his 
crown and beard and all. 

“But getting a wife was not as easy as Dan thought. He put it before the 
Council and there was no answer till Billy Fish said he’d better ask the girls. 
Dravot damned them all round. What’s wrong with me?’ he shouts, stand- 
ing by the idol Imbra. ‘Am I a dog or am I not enough of a man for your 
wenches? Haven’t I put the shadow of my hand over this country? Who 
stopped the last Afghan raid?’ It was me really, but Dravot was too angry to 
remember. ‘Who bought your guns? Who repaired the bridges? Who’s the 
Grand-Master of the sign cut in the stone?’ says he, and he thumped his 
hand on the block that he used to sit on in Lodge, and at Council, which 
opened like Lodge always. Billy Fish said nothing and no more did the 
others. ‘Keep your hair on, Dan,’ said I; ‘and ask the girls. That’s how it’s 
done at Home, and these people are quite English.’ 

‘“The marriage of the King is a matter of State,’ says Dan, in a white-hot 
rage, for he could feel, I hope, that he w^as going against his better mind. He 
walked out of the Council-room, and the others sat still, looking at the 
ground. 

“ ‘Billy Fish,’ says I to the Chief of Bashkai, ‘what’s the difficulty here? A 
straight answer to a true friend.’ 

“ ‘You know,’ says Billy Fish. ‘How should a man tell you who knows 
everything? How can daughters of men marry Gods or Devils? It’s not 
proper.’ 

“I remembered something like that in the Bible; but if, after seeing us as 
long as they had, they still believed we were Gods, it wasn’t for me to un- 
deceive them. 

“ ‘A God can do anything,’ says L ‘If the King is fond of a girl he’ll not let 
her die.’ — ‘She’ll have to,’ said Billy Fish. ‘There are all sorts of Gods and 
Devils in these mountains, and now and again a girl marries one of them 
and isn’t seen any more. Besides, you two know the Mark cut in the stone. 
Only the Gods know that. We thought you were men till you showed the 
sign of the Master.’ 

“I wished then that we had explained about the loss of the genuine secrets 
of a Master-Mason at the first go-off; but I said nothing. All that night there 
was a blowing of horns in a little dark temple half-way down the hill, and I 
heard a girl crying fit to die. One of the priests told us that she was being 
prepared to marry the King. 

‘“Fll have no nonsense of that kind,’ says Dan. ‘I don’t want to interfere 
with your customs, but I’ll take my own wife.’—The girl’s a little bit afraid,’ 
says the priest. ‘She thinks she’s, going to die, and they are a-hcartening of 
her up down in the temple.’ 

‘Hearten her very tender, then,’ says'Dravot, ‘or I’ll hearten you with the 
butt of a gun so you’ll never want to he heartened again/ He licked his lips, 
did Dan, and stayed up walking about more than half the night, thinking of 
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the wife that he was going to get in. the morning. I wasn’t by any means 
comfortablcyfor I knew that dealings with a woman in foreign parts, though 
you was a crowned King twenty times over, could not but be risky. I got up 
very early in the morning while Dravot was asleep, and I saw the priests 
talking together in whispers, and the Chiefs talking together too, and they 
looked at me out of the corners of their eyes. 

What is up, Fish.?’ I say to the Bashkai man, who was wrapped up in his 
furs and looking splendid to behold. 

1 can’t rightly say,’ says he; ‘but if you can make the King drop all this 
nonsense about marriage, you’ll be doing him and me and yourself a great 
.service.’ 

“ ‘That I do believe,’ says I. ‘But sure, you know, Billy, as well as me, having 
fought against and for us, that the King and me are nothing more than two 
of the finest men that God Almighty ever made. Nothing more, I do assure 
you.’ 

“ ‘That may be,’ says Billy Fish, ‘and yet I should be sorry if it was.’ He 
sinks his head upon his great fur cloak for a minute and thinks. ‘King,’ says 
he, ‘be you man or God or Devil, I’ll stick by you to-day. I have twenty of 
my men with me, and they will follow me. We’ll go to Bashkai until the 
storm blows over.’ 

“A little snow had fallen in the night, and everything was white except 
the greasy fat clouds that blew down and down from the north. Dravot 
came out with his crown on his head, swinging his arms and stamping his 
feet, and looking more pleased than Punch. 

“ ‘For the last time, drop it, Dan,’ says I in a whisper, ‘Billy Fish here says 
that there will be a row.’ 

“ ‘A row among my people!’ says Dravot. ‘Not much. Peachey, you’re a 
fool not to get a wife too. Where’s the girl.?’ says he with a voice as loud as 
the braying of a jackass. ‘Call up all the Chiefs and priests, and let the 
Emperor see if his wife suits him.’ 

“There was no need to call any one. They were all there leaning on their 
guns and spears round the clearing in the centre of the pine wood. A lot of 
priests went down to the little temple to bring up the girl, and the horns 
blew fit to wake the dead. Billy Fish saunters round and gets as close to 
Daniel as he could, and behind him stood his twenty men with matchlocks. 
Not a man of them under six feet. I was next to Dravot, and behind me was 
twenty men of the regular Army. Up comes the girl, and a strapping wench 
she was, covered with silver and turquoises but white as death, and looking 
back every minute at the priests. 

“ ‘She’ll do,’ said Dan, looking her over. ‘What’s to be afraid of, lass ? Come 
and kiss me.’ He puts his arm round her. She shuts her eyes, gives a bit of a 
squeak, and down goes her face in the side of Dan’s flaming red beard. 

“ ‘The slut’s bitten me!’ says he, clapping his hand to his neck, and, sure 
enough, his hand was red with blood. Billy Fish and two of his matchlock- 
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men catches hold of Dan by the shoulders and drags him into the Bashkai 
lot^ while the priests howls in their lingo, — 'Neither God nor Devil but a 
man!’ I was all taken aback, for a priest cut at me in front, and the Army 
began firing into the Bashkai men. 

'"God A’mighty!’ says Dan. 'What is the meaning o’ this?’ 

" 'Come back! Come away!’ says Billy Fish. 'Ruin and Mutiny is the mat- 
ter. We’ll break for Bashkai if we can.’ 

"I tried to give some sort of orders to my men — the men o’ the regular 
Army — but it was no use, so I fired into the brown of ’em with an English 
Martini and drilled three beggars in a line. The valley was full of shouting, 
howling creatures, and every soul was shrieking, 'Not a God nor a Devil but 
only a man!’ The Bashkai troops stuck to Billy Fish all they were worth, but 
their matchlocks wasn’t half as good as the Kabul breech-loaders, and four 
of them dropped. Dan was bellowing like a bull, for he was very wrathy; 
and Billy Fish had a hard job to prevent him running out at the crowd. 

" 'We can’t stand,’ says Billy Fish. 'Make a run for it down the valley! The 
whole place is against us.’ The matchlock-men ran, and we went down the 
valley in spite of Dravot. He was swearing horrible and crying out he was a 
King. The priests rolled great stones on us, and the regular Army fired hard, 
and there wasn’t more than six men, not counting Dan, Billy Fish, and Me, 
that came down to the bottom of the valley alive. 

"Then they stopped firing and the horns in the temple blew again. 'Come 
away — for Gord’s sake come away!’ says Billy Fish. 'They’ll send runners out 
to all the villages before ever we get to Bashkai. I can protect you there, but 
I can’t do anything now.’ 

“My own notion is that Dan began to go mad in his head from that hour. 
He stared up and down like a stuck pig. Then he was all for walking back 
alone and killing the priests with his bare hands; which he could have done. 
'An Emperor am I,’ says Daniel, 'and next year I shall be a Knight of the 
Queen.’ 

“ 'All right, Dan,’ says I; 'but come along now while there’s time.’ 

" 'It’s your fault,’ says he, ‘for not looking after your Army better. There 
was mutiny in the midst, and you didn’t know — you damned engine-driving, 
plate-laying, missionary’s-pass-hunting hound!’ He sat upon a rock and 
called me every foul name he could lay tongue to. I was too heart-sick to 
care, though it was all his foolishness that brought the smash. 

“ Tm sorry, Dan,’ says I,, 'but there’s no accounting for natives. This busi- 
ness is our Fifty-seven. Maybe we’ll make something out of it yet, when 
we’ve got to Bashkai.’ 

' “ 'Let’s get to Bashkai, then,’ says Dan, 'and, by God, when I come back 
here again I’ll sweep the valley so there isn’t a bug in a blanket left!’ 

"We walked all that day, and all that night Dan was stumping up and 
down on the snow, chewing his beard and muttering to himself. 

" ""There’s no hope o’ getting clear/- said Billy Fish. 'The priests will have 
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sent runners to the villages to say that you are only men. Why didn’t you 
stick on as Gods till things was more settled? Fm a dead man,’ says Billy 
Fish, and he throws himself down on the snow and begins to pray to his 
Gods. , 

“Next morning we was in a cruel bad country-all up and down, no level 
ground at all, and no food either. The six Bashkai men looked at Billy Fish 
hungry- way as if they wanted to ask something, but they said never a word. 
At noon we came to the top of a flat mountain all covered with snow, and 
when vve climbed up into it, behold, there, was an Army in position waiting 
in the. middle I 

“ The runners have been very quick,’ says Billy Fish, with a little bit of a 
laugh. They are waiting for us.’ 

“Three or four men began to fire from the enemy’s side, and a chance shot 
took Daniel in the calf of the leg. That brought him to his senses. He looks 
across the snow at the Army, and sees the rifles that we had brought into 
the country. 

“ ‘We’re done for,’ says he. They are Englishmen, these people,— -and it’s 
my blasted nonsense that. has brought you to this. Get back, Billy Fish, and 
take your men away; you’ve done what you could, and now cut for it. 
Carnehan,’ says he, ‘shake hands with me and go along with Billy. Maybe 
they won’t kill you. Fll go and meet ’em alone. It’s me that did it. Me, the 
Kingl’ ■ 

“ ‘Go!’ says I. ‘Go to Hell, Dan. I’m with you here. Billy Fish, you clear 
out, and we two will meet those folk.’ 

“ I’m a Chief,’ says Billy Fish, quite quiet. ‘I stay with you. My men can 

go*’ 

“The Bashkai fellows didn’t wait for a second word but ran off, and Dan 
and Me and Billy Fish walked across to where the drums were drumming 
and the horns were horning. It was cold — awful cold. I’ve got that cold in 
the back of my head now. There’s a lump of it there.” 

The punkah-coolies had gone to sleep. Two kerosene lamps were blazing 
in the office, and the perspiration poured down my face and splashed on the 
blotter as I leaned forward. Carnehan was shivering, and I feared that his 
mind might go. I wiped my face, took a fresh grip of the piteously mangled 
hands, and said, “What happened after that?” 

The momentary shift of my eyes had broken the clear current. 

“What was you pleased to say?” whined Carnehan. “They took them 
without any sound. Not a little whisper all along the snow, not though the 
King knocked down the first man that set hand on him — ^not though old 
Peachey fired his last cartridge into the brown of ’em. Not a single solitary 
sound did those swines make. They just closed up tight, and I tell you their 
furs stunk. There was a man called Billy Fish, a good friend of us all, and 
they cut his throat, Sir, then and there, like a pig; and the King kicks up 
the bloody snow and says: ‘WeVe had a dashed fine run for our money. 
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WhatV coming next ?LBut Peachey, Peachey Taliaferro, I tell you, Sir, in 
confidence as betwixt two friends, he lost his head, Sir. No, he didn’t neither 
The King lost his head, so he did, all along o’ one of those cunning rope- 
bridges. Kindly let me have the paper-cutter, Sir. It tilted this way. They 
marched him a mile across that snow to a rope-bridge over a ravine with a 
river at the bottom. You may have seen such. They prodded him behind like 
an ox. 'Damn your eyes!’ says the King. 'D’you suppose I can’t die like a 
gentleman?’ He turns to Peachey — ^Peachey that was crying like a child. Tve 
brought you to this, Peachey,’ says he. 'Brought you out of your happy life 
to be killed in Kafiristan where you was late Commander-in-Chief of the 
Emperor’s forces. Say you forgive me, Peachey.’ — 1 do,’ says Peachey. 'Fully 
and freely do I forgive you, Dan.’ — 'Shake hands, Peachey,’ says he. 'I’m 
going now.’ Out he goes, looking neither right nor left, and when he was 
plumb in the middle of those dizzy dancing ropes, — ‘Cut, you beggars,’ he 
shouts, and they cut, and old Dan fell, turning round and round and round, 
twenty thousand miles, for he took half an hour to fall till he struck the 
water, and I could see his body caught on a rock with the gold crown close 
beside. 

"But do you know what they did to Peachey between two pine-trees? 
They crucified him, Sir, as Peachey’s hands will show. They used wooden 
pegs for his hands and his feet; and he didn’t die. He hung there and 
screamed, and they took him down next day, and said it was a miracle that 
he wasn’t dead. They took him down — poor old Peachey that hadn’t done 
them any harm — that hadn’t done them any- ” 

He rocked to and fro and wept bitterly, wiping his eyes with the back of 
his scarred hands and moaning like a child for some ten minutes. 

“They was cruel enough to feed him up in the temple, because they said 
he was more of a God than old Daniel that was a man. Then they turned 
him out on the snow, and told him to go home, and Peachey came home in 
about a year, begging along the roads quite safe; for Daniel Dravot he 
walked before and said: 'Come along, Peachey. It’s a big thing we’re doing.’ 
The mountains they danced at night, and the mountains they tried to fall 
on Peachey’s head, but Dan he held up his hand, and Peachey came along 
bent double. He never let go of Dan’s hand, and he never let go of Dan’s 
head. They gave it to him as a present in the temple, to remind him not 
to come again, and though the crown was pure gold, and Peachey was 
starving, never would Peachey sell the same. You knew Dravot, Sir! You 
knew Right Worshipful Brother Dravot! Look at him now!” 

He fumbled in the mass of rags round his bent waist; brought out a black 
horsehair bag embroidered with silver thread; and shook therefrom on to 
,my table — the dried, withered head of Daniel Dravot! The morning sun 
that had long been paling the lamps struck the red beard and blind sunken 
eyes; struck, too, a heavy circlet of gold studded with raw turquoises, that 
Carnehan placed tenderly on the battered temples. 
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“You be'old now/’ said Carnehan, “the Emperor in his ’abit as he lived^ — 
the King of Kafiristan with his crown upon his head. Poor old Daniel that 
was a monarch once!” 

I shuddered^ for, in spite of defacements manifold, I recognized the head 
of the man of Marwar Junction. Carnehan rose to go. I attempted to stop 
him. He was not fit to walk abroad. “Let me take away the whiskey, and give 
me a little money,” he gasped. “I was a King once. Ill go to the Deputy 
Commissioner and ask to set in the Poorhouse till I get my health. No, thank 
you, I can’t wait till you get a carriage for me. I’ve urgent private affairs—in 
the south — at Marwar.” ■ 

He shambled out of the office and departed in the direction of the Deputy 
Commissioner’s house. That day at noon I had occasion to go down the 
blinding hot Mall, and I saw a crooked man crawling along the white dust 
of the roadside, his hat in his hand, quavering dolorously after the fashion 
of street-singers at Home. There was not a soul in sight, and he was out of 
all possible earshot of the houses. And he sang through his nose, turning his 
head from right to left : — 

“The Son of Man goes forth to war, 

A golden crown to gain; 

Hisblood-redbannerstreamsafar-— 

Who follows in his train?” 


I waited to hear no more, but put the poor wretch into my carriage and 
drove him off to the nearest missionary for eventual transfer to the Asylum. 
He repeated the hymn twice while he was with me whom he did not in the 
least recognize, and I left him singing it to the missionary. 

Two days later I enquired after his welfare of the Superintendent of the 
Asylum. 

“He was admitted suffering from sun-stroke. He died early yesterday 
morning,” said the Superintendent. “Is it true that he was half an hour bare- 
headed in the sun at midday?” 

“Yes,” said I, “but do you happen to know if he had anything upon him 
by any chance when he died?” 

“Not to my knowledge,” said the Superintendent. 

And there the matter rests. 
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WITHOUT BENEFIT OF CLERGY 

Rudyard Kipling 

(1865-1936) 


Before my Spring I garnered Autumn’s gain, 

Out of her time my field was white with grain, 

The year gave up her secrets to my woe. # 

Forced and deflowered each sick season lay, 

In mystery of increase and decay; 

I saw the sunset ere men saw the day, 

Who am too wise in that I should not know- 

— BITTER WATERS 

But IF IT EE A GIRL?” 

‘‘Lord of my life, it cannot be. I have prayed for so many nights, and sent 
gifts to Sheikh Badl’s shrine so often, that I know God will give us a son — 
a man-child that shall grow into a man. Think of this and be glad. My 
mother shall be his mother till I can take him again, and the mullah of the 
Pattan mosque shall cast his nativity — God send he be born in an auspicious 
hour! — and then, and then thou wilt never weary of me, thy slave.” 

“Since when hast thou been a slave, my queen?” 

“Since the beginning— till this mercy came to me. How could I be sure of 
thy love when I knew that I had been bought with silver?” 

“Nay, that was the dowry. I paid it to thy mother ” 

“And she has buried it, and sits upon it all day long like a hen. What 
talk is yours of dower! I was bought as though I had been a Lucknow 
dancing-girl instead of a child.” 

“Art thou sorry for the sale?” 

“I have sorrowed; but to-day I am glad. Thou wilt never cease to love me 
now? — answer, my king.” 
f;;y:-,;“Never — ^never. No” ' , 

X- “Not even though the the white women of thy own blood- 

love thee? And remember, I have watched them driving in the evening; 
they are very fair.” 

“I have seen fire-ballodna by the 'hundred. I have seen the moon, and— 
then I saw no more fire-balloons 

Ameera clapped .her hands and, laughed. “Very good talk,” she said. Then 
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with an assumption of great stateliness, "It is enough. Thou hast my per- 
mission to depart, ---if thou wilt.” 

The man did not move. He was sitting on a low red-lacquered couch in a 
room furnished only with a blue and white floor-cloth, some rugs, and a very 
complete collection of native cushions. At his feet sat a woman of sixteen, 
and she was all but all the world in his eyes. By every rule and law she 
should have been otherwise, for he was an Englishman, and she a Mussul- 
man’s daughter bought two years before from her mother, who, being left 
without money, would have sold Ameera shrieking to the Prince of Dark- 
ness if the price had been sufficient. 

It was a contract entered into with a light heart; but even before the girl 
had reached her bloom she came to fill the greater portion of John Holden’s 
life. For her, and the withered hag her mother, he had taken a little house 
overlooking the great red-walled city, and found,— when the marigolds had 
sprung up by the well in the courtyard and Ameera had established herself 
according to her own ideas of comfort, and her mother had ceased grumbling 
at the inadequacy of the cooking-places, the distance from the daily market, 
and at matters of house-keeping in general,^ — that the house was to him his 
home. Anyone could enter his bachelor’s bungalow by day or night, and the 
life that he led there was an unlovely one. In the house in the city his feet 
only could pass beyond the outer courtyard to the women’s rooms; and 
when the big wooden gate was bolted behind him he was king in his own 
territory, with Ameera for queen. And there was going to be added to this 
kingdom a third person whose arrival Holden felt inclined to resent. It inter- 
fered with his perfect happiness. It disarranged the orderly peace of the 
house that was his own. But Ameera was wild with delight at the thought 
of it, and her mother not less so. The love of a man, and particularly a white 
man, was at the best an inconstant affair, but it might, both women argued, 
be held fast by a baby’s hands. ""And then,” Ameera would always say, ""then 
he will never care for the white mem-log. I hate them all — I hate them all.” 

""He will go back to his own people in time,” said the mother; ‘"but by the 
blessing of God that time is yet afar off.” 

Holden sat silent on the couch thinking of the future, and his thoughts 
were not pleasant. The drawbacks of a double life are manifold. The Gov- 
ernment, with singular care, had ordered him out of the station for a 
fortnight on special duty in the place of a man who was watching by the 
bedside of a sick wife. The verbal notification of the transfer had been 
edged by a cheerful remark that Holden ought to think himself lucky in 
being a bachelor and a free man. He came to break the news to Ameera. 

“It is not good,” she said slowly, “but it is not all bad. There is my 
mother here, and no harm will come to me-^-unless indeed I die of pure 
joy. Go thou to thy work and think no troublesome thoughts. When the 
days are done I believe . liay, Fam sure. And— and^ then I shall lay him 
in thy arms, and thou wilt love me for even The train.goes’ to-night, 'at mid- ' 
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night is it not? Go now, and do not let thy heart be heavy by cause of me. 
But thou wilt not delay in returning? Thou wilt not stay on the road to talk 
to the bold white mem-log. Come back to me swiftly, my life.” 

As he left the courtyard to reach his horse that was tethered to the gate- 
post, Holden spoke to the white-haired old watchman who guarded the 
house, and bade him under certain contingencies despatch the filled-up 
telegraph-form that Holden gave him. It was all that could be done, and 
with the sensations of a man who has attended his own funeral Holden went 
away by the night mail to his exile. Every hour of the day he dreaded the 
arrival of the telegram, and every hour of the night he pictured to himself 
the death of Ameera. In consequence his work for the State was not of first- 
rate quality, nor was his temper towards his colleagues of the most amiable. 
The fortnight ended without a sign from his home, and, torn to pieces by 
his anxieties, Holden returned to be swallowed up for two precious hours 
by a dinner at the club, wherein he heard, as a man hears in a swoon, voices 
telling him how execrably he had performed the other man’s duties, and 
how he had endeared himself to all his associates. Then he fled on horseback 
through the night with his heart in his mouth. There was no answer at first 
to his blows on the gate, and he had just wheeled his horse round to kick 
it in when Pir Khan appeared with a lantern and held his stirrup. 

“Has aught occurred?” said Holden. 

“The news does not come from my mouth, Protector of the Poor, but — — ” 
He held out his shaking hand as befitted the bearer of good news who is 
entitled to a reward. 

Holden hurried through the courtyard. A light burned in the upper room. 
His horse neighed in the gateway, and he heard a shrill little wail that sent 
ail the blood into the apple of his throat. It was a new voice, but it did not 
prove that Ameera was alive. 

“Who is there?” he called up the narrow brick staircase. 

There was a cry of delight from Ameera, and then the voice of the 
mother, tremulous with old age and pride — “We be two women and — the — 
man — thy — son.” 

On the threshold of the room Holden stepped on a naked dagger, that 
was laid there to avert ill-luck, and it broke at the hilt under his impatient 
heel, 

“God is great!” cooed Ameera in the half-light. “Thou hast taken his mis- 
fortunes on thy head.” 

“Ay, but how is it with thee, life of my life? Old woman, how is it with 

.her?,” ’ , : , 

; : “She has forgotten her sufferings for joy that the child is born. There is 
no harm; but speak softly,” said the mother, 

“It only needed thy presence to- make me all well,” said Ameera. “My 
king, thou hast been very long away. What gifts hast thou for me? Ah, ah! 
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It is I that bring gifts this time. Look, my life, look. Was there ever such a 
babe? Nay, l am too weak even to clear my arm from him.” 

“Rest then, and do not talk. I am here, i^a<r/2an’ [ little woman].” 

“Well said, for there is a bond and a heehrope between us 

now that nothing can break. Look — canst thou see in this light? He is with- 
out spot or blemish. Never was such a man-child. Ya HIM he shall be a 
pundit — no, a trooper of the Queen. And, my life, dost thou love me as well 
as ever, though I am^ faint and sick and- worn ? Answer truly,” 

“Yea. I love as I have loved, with all my soul. Lie still, pearl, and rest.” 

“Then do not go. Sit by my side here— so. Mother, the lord of this house 
needs a cushion. Bring it.” There was an almost imperceptible movement 
on the part of the new life that lay in the hollow of Ameera’s arm. “Aho!” 
she said, her voice breaking with love. “The babe is a champion from his 
birth. He is kicking me in the side with mighty kicks. Was there ever such 
a babe! And he is ours to us—thine and mine. Put thy hand on his head, but 
carefully, for he is very young, and men are unskilled in such matters.” 

Very cautiously Holden touched with the tips of his fingers the downy 
head. ,, 

“He is of the faith,” said Ameera; “for lying here in the night-watches I 
whispered the call to prayer and the profession of faith into his ears. And 
it is most marvellous that he was born upon a Friday, as I was born. Be 
careful of him, my life; but he can almost grip with his hands.” 

Holden found one helpless little hand that closed feebly on his finger. 
And the clutch ran through his body till it settled about his heart. Till then 
his sole thought had been for Ameera. He began to realize that there was 
some one else in the world, but he could not feel that it was a veritable son 
with a soul. He sat dowm to think, and Ameera dozed lightly. 

“Get hence, sahib,'' said her mother under her breath. “It is not good that 
she should find you here on waking. She must be still.” 

“I go,” said Holden submissively. “Here be rupees. See that my baba gets 
fat and finds all that he needs.” 

The clink of the silver roused Ameera. “I am his mother, and no hireling,” 
she said weakly. “Shall I look to him more or less for the sake of money? 
Mother, give it back. I have borne my lord a son.” 

The deep sleep of weakness came upon her almost before the sentence 
was completed. Holden went down to the courtyard very softly with his 
heart at ease. Pir Khan, the old watchman, was chuckling with delight. 
“This house is now complete,” he said, and without further comment thrust 
into Holden’s hands the hilt of a sabre worn many years ago when he, Pir 
Khan, served the Queen in the police. The bleat of a tethered goat came 
from the well-kerb. , ■ ■ ■ . 

“There be two,” said Pir Khan, “two goats of the best. I bought them, and 
they cost much money; and since there is no birth-party assembled their 
flesh will be all mine. Strike craftily, an ill-balanced sabre at 
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the best; Wait they raise their heads from cropping the marigolds” 

''And why?” said Holden, bewildered. 

"For the birth-sacrifice. What else? Otherwise the child being unguarded 
from fate may die. The Protector of the Poor knows the fitting words to be 
said.”"' 

Holden had learned them once with little thought that he would ever 
speak them in earnest. The touch of the cold sabre-hilt in his palm turned 
suddenly to the clinging grip of the child upstairs— the child that was his 
own son — and a dread of loss filled him. 

"Strike!” said Pir Khan. "Never life came into the world but life was paid 
for it. See, the goats have raised their heads. Now! With a drawing cut!” 

Hardly knowing what he did Holden cut twice as he muttered the 
Mahomedan prayer that runs: "Almighty! In place of this my son I offer life 
for life, blood for blood, head for head, bone for bone, hair for hair, skin 
for skin.” The waiting horse snorted and bounded in his pickets at the smell 
of the raw blood that spirted over Holden s riding-boots. 

"Well smitten!” said Pir Khan, wiping the sabre. "A swordsman was lost 
in thee. Go with a light heart, Heaven-born. I am thy servant, and the serv- 
ant of thy son. May the Presence live a thousand years and . . . the flesh of 
the goats is all mine?” Pir Khan drew back richer by a month’s pay. Holden 
swung himself into the saddle and rode 'off through the low-hanging wood- 
smoke of the evening. He was full of riotous exultation, alternating with a 
vast vague tenderness directed towards no particular object, that made him 
choke as he bent over the neck of his uneasy horse. "I never felt like this in 
my life,” he thought. “HI go to the club and pull myself together.” 

A game of pool was beginning, and the room was full of men. Flolden 
entered, eager to get to the light and the company of his fellows, singing 
at the top of his voice — 

In Baltimore a-walking, a lady I did meet! 

"Did you?” said the club-secretary from his corner. "Did she happen to 
tell you that your boots were wringing wet? Great goodness, man, it's 
blood!” 

"Boshl” said Holden, picking his cue from the rack. "May I cut in? It’s 
dew. Fve been riding through high crops. My faith! my boots are in a mess 
though! 

"And if it be a girl she shall wear a wedding-ring, 

- .r . And if it be a boy he shall fight for his king, 

With his dirk, and his cap, and his little jacket blue, 

He shall walk the quarter-deck — ” 

, "Yellow on blue— green next player,”; said the market' monotonously. 

' ''He shall mal\ the I green, marker ? He shall tml\ the 

qumtef-dec\r-^\ that’s' aEad.shbt^—^^ kis-daddy used to do!'' 
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“I don’t see that you have anything to crow about,” said a zealous junior 
civilian acidly. '‘The Government is not exactly pleased with your work 
when you relieved Sanders,” 

''Does that mean a wigging from headquarters?” said Holden with an 
abstracted smile. ‘1 think I can stand it.” 

The talk beat up round the everTresh subject of each man’s work, and 
steadied Holden till it was time to go to his dark empty bungalow, where 
his butler received him as one who knew all his affairs. Holden remained 
awake for the greater part of the night, and his dreams were pleasant ones. 

ii' ■■ 

"How old is he now?” 

‘'Ya illah! Wdiat a man’s question! He is all but six weeks old; and on 
this night I go up to the housetop with thee, my life, to count the stars. For 
that is auspicious. And he was born on a Friday under the sign of the Sun, 
and it has been told to me that he will outlive us both and get wealth, Gan 
we wish for aught better, beloved?” 

“There is nothing better. Let us go up to the roof, and thou shait count 
the stars — but a few only for the sky is heavy with cloud.” 

"The winter rains are late, and maybe they come out of season. Come, 
before all the stars are hid. I have put on my richest jewels.” 

“Thou hast forgotten the best of all.” 

'^Ai! Ours. He comes also. He has never yet seen the skies.” 

Ameera climbed the narrow staircase that led to the flat roof. The child, 
placid and unwinking, lay in the hollow of her right arm, gorgeous in 
silver-fringed muslin with a small skull-cap on his head, Ameera wore all 
that she valued most. The diamond nose-stud that takes the place of the 
Western patch in drawing attention to the curve of the nostril, the gold 
ornament in the centre of the forehead, studded with tallow-drop emeralds 
and flawed rubies, the heavy circlet of beaten gold that was fastened round 
her neck by the softness of the pure metal, and the chinking curb-patterned 
silver anklets hangingTow over the rosy ankle-bone. She was dressed in jade- 
green muslin as befitted a daughter of the Faith, and from shoulder to 
elbow and elbow to wrist ran bracelets of silver tied with floss silk, frail 
glass bangles slipped over the wrist in proof of the slenderness of the hand, 
and. certain heavy gold bracelets that had no part in her country’s ornaments 
but, since they were Holden’s :gi£t and, fastened with a cunning European 
snap, delighted her immensely.' . -- ■ ; 

They sat down by the low white parapet of the roof, overlooking the city 
and its lights. ■ 

“They are happy down there,” said' Ameera. “But I do not think that they 
are as happy as we. Nor do I' think/the, white mcm-log are as happy. And 
thou?” 
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'T know they are not ” 

“How dost thou know?” 

“They give their children over to the nurses ” 

'Thave never seen that/’ said Ameera with a sigh, “nor do I wish to see. 
AM!''—sh.t dropped her head on Holden’s shoulder, — “I have counted forty 
stars, and l am tired. Look at the child, love of my life, he is counting too.” 

The baby was staring with round eyes at the dark of the heavens. Ameera 
placed him in Holden’s arms, and he lay there without a cry. 

“What shall we call him among ourselves?” she said. “Look! Art thou 
ever tired of looking? He carries thy very eyes. But the mouth — — ” 

“Is thine, most dear. Who should know better than I?” 

“ ’Tis such a feeble mouth. Oh, so small! And yet it holds my heart 
between its lips. Give him to me now. He has been too long away.” 

“Nay, let him lie; he has not yet begun to cry.” 

“When he cries thou wilt give him back — eh? What a man of mankind 
thou art! If he cried he were only the dearer to me. But, my life, what little 
name shall we give him?” 

The small body lay close to Holden’s heart. It was utterly helpless and 
very soft. He scarcely dared to breathe for fear of crushing it. The caged 
green parrot that is regarded as a sort of guardian-spirit in most native 
households moved on its perch and fluttered a drowsy wing. 

“There is the answer,” said Holden. “Mian Mittu has spoken. He shall be 
the parrot. When he is ready he will talk mightily and run about. Mian 
Mittu is the parrot in thy — in the Mussulman tongue, is it not?” 

“Why put me so far off?” said Ameera fretfully. “Letit be like unto some 
English name — ^but not wholly. For he is mine.” 

“Then call him Tota, for that is likest English.” 

“Ay, Tota, and that is still the parrot. Forgive me, my lord, for a minute 
ago, but in truth he is too little to wear all the weight of Mian Mittu for 
name. He shall be Tota — our Tota to us. Hearest thou, O small one? 
Littlest, thou art Tota.” She touched the child’s cheek, and he waking- 
wailed, and it was necessary to return him to his mother, who soothed 
him with the wonderful rhyme of Are \o\o. Jure which says: 

Oh crow! Go crow! Baby’s sleeping sound, 

And the wild plums grow in the jungle, only a penny a pound. 

Only a penny a pound, baba, only a penny a pound. 

Reassured many times as to the price of those plums, Tota cuddled him- 
self clown to sleep. The two sleek, white well-bullocks in the courtyard were 
steadily chewing the cud of their evening meal; old Pir Khan squatted at 
the head of Holden’s horse, his police sabre across liis knees, pulling 
drowsily at a big water-pipe that” croaked like a bull-frog in a pond. 
Ameera’s mother sat spitting in the lower verandah, and the wooden gate 
was shut and barred. The music of a marriage-procession came to the roof 
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above the gentle hum of the city, and a string of flying-foxes crossed the 
face of the low,, moon. '. 

.'1 have prayed,” said Ameera after a long pause, /‘I have prayed Tor , two 
things. First, that I may die in thy stead if thy death is demanded, and in 
the second that I may die in the place of the child. I have prayed to the 
Prophet and to Beebee Miriam [the Virgin, Mary]. Thinkest thou either 
w,ili hear,?”. ^ 

“From thy lips who would not hear the lightest word?” 

“I asked for straight talk, and thou hast given me sweet talk. Will my 
prayers be heard?” 

“How can I say? God is very good.” 

“Of that I am not sure. Listen now. When I die, or the child dies, what 
is thy fate? Living, thou wilt return to the bold white mem4og, for kind 
calls to kind.”' 

“Not always.” 

“With a woman, no; with a man it is otherwise. Thou wilt in this life, 
later on, go back to thine own folk. That I could almost endure, for I 
should be dead. But in thy very death thou wilt be taken away to a strange 
place and a paradise that I do not know.” 

“Will it be paradise?” 

“Surely, for who would harm thee? But we two—I and the child — shall 
be elsewhere, and we cannot come to thee, nor canst thou come to us. In 
the old days, before the child was born, T did not think of these things; 
but now I think of them always. It is very hard talk.” 

“It will fall as it will fall. To-morrow we do not know, but to-day and 
love we know well. Surely we are happy now.” 

“So happy that it were well to make our happiness assured. And thy 
Beebee Miriam should listen to me; for she is also a woman. But then she 
would envy me! It is not seemly for men to worship a woman.” 

Holden laughed aloud at Ameera’s little spasm of jealousy. 

“Is it not seemly? Why didst thou not turn me from worship of thee, 
then?” 

“Thou a worshipper! And of me? My king, for all thy sweet words, well 
I know that I am thy servant and thy slave, and the dust under thy feet. 
And I would not have it otherwise. See!” 

Before Holden could prevent her she stooped forward and touched his 
feet; recovering herself with a. little laugh she hugged Tota closer to her 
bosom. Then almost savagely — 

“Is it true that the bold white mem4og live for three times the length of 
my life? Is it true that they make their marriages not before they are old 
women?” ■ 

“They marry as do others — when they are women.” 

“That I know, but they wed when they are twenty-five. Is that true?” 
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''Ya iUahl At twenty-five! Who would of his own will take a wife even of 
eighteen? She is a woman — aging every hour. Twenty-five! I shall be an 
old woman at that age, and- — - Those memdog xtmdin young for ever. 
How. I hate 'them!” 

“What have they to do with us?” 

“I cannot tell. I know only that there may now be alive on this earth a 
woman ten years older than I who may come to thee and take thy love ten 
years after I am an old woman, gray-headed, and the nurse of Tota’s son. 
That is unjust and evil. They should die too.” 

“Now, for all thy years thou art a child, and shalt be picked up and 
carried down the staircase.” 

“Tota! Have a care for Tot a, my lord! Thou at least art as foolish as any 
babe!” Ameera tucked Tota out of harm’s way in the hollow of her neck, 
and was carried downstairs laughing in Holden’s arms, while Tota opened 
his eyes and smiled after the manner of the lesser angels. 

He was a silent infant, and, almost before Holden could realize that he 
was in the world, develGped into a small gold-coloured little god and un- 
questioned despot of the house overlooking the city. Those were months of 
absolute happiness to Holden and Ameera-— happiness withdrawn from the 
world, shut in behind the wooden gate that Pir Khan guarded. By day 
Holden did his work with an immense pity for such as were not so fortu- 
nate as himself, and a sympathy for small children that amazed and amused 
many mothers at the little station-gatherings. At nightfall he returned to 
Ameera, — Ameera, full of the wondrous doings of Tota; how he had been 
seen to clap his hands together and move his fingers with intention and 
purpose — which was manifestly a miracle — how later, he had of his own 
initiative crawled out of his low bedstead on to the floor and swayed on 
both feet for the space of three breaths. 

“And they were long breaths, for my heart stood still with delight,” said 
Ameera. 

Then Tota took the beasts into his councils — the well-bullocks, the little 
gray squirrels, the mongoose that lived in a hole near the well, and especially 
Mian Mittu, the parrot, whose tail he grievously pulled, and Mian Mittu 
screamed till Ameera and Holden arrived. 

“O villain! Child of strength! This to thy brother on the house-top! 
Tobah, tobahl Fie! Fie I, But I know a charm to make him wise as Suleiman 
and Aflatoun [Solomon and Plato]. Now look,” said Ameera. She drew 
from an embroidered bag a handful of almonds. “Seel we count seven. In 
the name of God!” 

She placed Mian Mittu, very, angry and rumpled, on the top of his cage, 

’ and seating herself between the babe and the bird she cracked and peeled 
an almond less white than her teeth* “This is a true charm, my life, and do 
not laugh. See! I give the parrot .one. half .and Tota the other.” Mian Mittu 
with careful beak took his share from between Ameera’s lips, and she kissed 
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the other half into the mouth o£ the child/ who ate it slowly with wonder- 
ing eyes. “This I will do each day o£ seveny and without doubt he who is 
ours will be a bold speaker and wise. Eh, To ta, what wilt thou be when thou 
art a man and I am gray-headed Tota tucked his £at legs into adorable 
creases. He could crawl, but he was not going to waste the spring of his 
youth in idle speech. He wanted Mian Mittu’s tail to tweak. 

When he was advanced to the dignity o£ a silver belt—which, with a 
magic square engraved on silver and hung round his neck, made up the 
greater part of his clothing — he staggered on a perilous journey down the 
garden to Pir Khan and proffered him all his jewels in exchange for one 
little ride on Holden’s horse, having seen his mother’s mother chaffering 
with pedlars in the verandah. Pir Khan wept and set the untried feet on his 
own gray head in sign of fealty, and brought the bold adventurer to his 
mother’s arms, vowing that Tota would be a leader of men ere his beard 
was grown. 

One hot evening, while he sat on the roof between his father and mother 
watching the never-ending warfare of the kites that the city boys flew, He 
demanded a kite of his own with Pir Khan to fly it, because he had a fear 
of dealing with anything larger than himself, and when Holden called him 
a “spark,” he rose to his feet and answered slowly in defence of his new- 
found individuality, ''Hiwj'par^nahin hai. Hum admi hat [I am no spark, 
but a man].” 

The protest made Holden choke and devote himself very seriously to a 
consideration of Tota’s future. He need hardly have taken the trouble. The 
delight of that life vcas too perfect to endure. Therefore it w^as taken away 
as many things are taken away in India— suddenly and without warning. 
The little lord of the house, as Pir Khan called him, grew sorrowful and 
complained of pains who had never known the meaning of pain. Ameera, 
wild with terror, watched him through the night, and in the dawning of the 
second day the life was shaken out of him by fever — the seasonal autumn 
fever. It seemed altogether impossible that he could die, and neither 
Ameera nor Holden at first believed the evidence of the little body on the 
bedstead. Then Ameera beat her head against the wall and would have 
flung herself down the well in the garden had Holden not restrained her 
by main force. 

One mercy only was granted to Holden. He rode to his office in broad 
daylight and found waiting him an unusually heavy mail that demanded 
concentrated attention and hard work. He was not, however, alive to this 
kindness of the gods. 

The first shock of a bullet is no more than a brisk pinch. The wrecked 
body does not send in its protest to'the soul till ten or fifteen seconds later. 
Holden realized his pain slowly, exactly as he had realized his happiness, 
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and with the same imperious necessity for hiding all trace of it. In the begin- 
ning he only felt that there had been a loss, and that Ameera needed com- 
forting, where she sat with her head on her knees shivering as Mian Mittu 
from the house-top called, Total Total Later all his world and the 

daily life of it rose up to hurt him. It was an outrage that any one of the 
children at the band-stand in the evening should be alive and clamorous, 
when his own child lay dead. It was more than mere pain when one of them 
touGbed him, and stories told by over-fond fathers of their children’s latest 
performances cut him to the quick. He could not declare his pain. He had 
neither help, comfort, nor sympathy; and Ameera at the end of each weary 
day would lead him through the hell of self-questioning reproach which is 
reserved for those who have lost a child and believe that with a little-— just a 
little— more care it might have been saved. 

'‘Perhaps,” Ameera would say, “I did not take sufficient heed. Did I, or 
did I not.? The sun on the roof that day when he played so long alone and 
I was— a A braiding my hair— it may be that the sun then bred the fever. If 
I had warned him from the sun he might have lived. But, oh my life, say 
that I am guiltless! Thou knowest that I loved him as I love thee. Say that 
there is no blame on me, or I shall die — I shall die!” 

“There is no blame,— before God, none. It was written and how could we 
do aught to save.? What has been, has been. Let it go, beloved.” 

“He was all my heart to me. Flow can I let the thought go when my arm 
tells me every night that he is not here.? Ahi! Ahil O Tota, come back to 
me — come back again, and let us be all together as it was before!” 

“Peace, peace! For thine own sake, and for mine also, if thou lovest me — 
■rest.”"'.' 

“By this I know thou dost not care; and how shouldst thou.? The white 
men have hearts of stone and souls of iron. Oh, that I had married a man of 
mine own people — though he beat me — and had never eaten the bread of 
an alien!” 

“Am I an alien — mother of my son?” 

“What else — Sahib? . . . Oh, forgive me — forgive! The death has driven 
me mad. Thou art the life of my heart, and the light of my eyes, and the 
breath of my life, and— and I have put thee from me, though it was but for 
a moment. If thou goest away, to whom shall I look for help? Do not be 
angry. Indeed, it was the pain that spoke and not thy slave.” 

“I know, I know. We be two who were three. The greater need therefore 
that we should be one.” 

They w^ere sitting on the roof as of custom. The night was a warm (me 
in early spring, and sheet-lightning was dancing on the horizon to a broken 
tune played by far-off thunder, Ameera settled herself in Holden’s arms. 

“The dry earth is lowing like a cow for the rain, and I— I am afraid. It 
'■'was not like this when we counted the stars. But thou lovest me as much as 
before, though a bond is taken away ? Answer!” 
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'1 love more because a new bond has come out of the sorrow that we 
have eaten together, and that thou knowest” 

“Yea, I knew,” said Ameera in a very small whisper. “But it is good to 
hear thee say so, my life, who art so strong to help. I will be a child no 
more, but a woman and an aid to thee. Listen! Give me my sitar and I will 
sing bravely.” 

She took the light silver-studded sitar and began a song of the great hero 
Rajah Rasalu, The hand failed on the strings, the time halted, checked, and 
at a low note turned off to the poor little nursery-rhyme about the wicked 
■crov^ 

And the wild plums grow in the jungle, only a penny a pound. 

Only a penny a pound, baba — only . . . 

Then came the tears, and the piteous rebellion against fate till she slept, 
moaning a little in her sleep, with the right arm thrown clear of the body 
as though it protected something that was not there. It was after this night 
that life became a little easier for Holden. The ever-present pain of loss 
drove him into his work, and the work repaid him by filling up his mind 
for nine or ten hours a day. Ameera sat alone in the house and brooded, but 
grew happier when she understood that Holden was more at ease, accord- 
ing to the custom of women. They touched happiness again, but this time 
with caution. 

“It was because we loved Tota that he died. The jealousy of God was 
upon us,” said Ameera. “I have hung up a large black jar before our window 
to turn the evil eye from us, and we must make no protestations of delight, 
but go softly underneath the stars, lest God find us out. Is that not good 
talk, worthless one?” 

She had shifted the accent on the word that means “beloved,” in proof of 
the sincerity of her purpose. But the kiss that followed the new christening 
was a thing that any deity might have envied. They went about hence- 
forward saying, “It is naught, it is naught;” and hoping that all the Powers 
heard. ■ '■ ' ■ . ■ . ■ 

The Powers were busy on other things. They had allowed thirty million 
people four years of plenty wherein men fed well and the crops were certain, 
and the birthrate rose year by year; the districts reported a purely agricul- 
tural population varying from nine hundred to two thousand to the square 
mile of the overburdened earth; and the Member for Lower Tooting, wan- 
dering about India in pot-hat and frock-coat, talked largely of the benefits 
of British rule and suggested as the one thing needful the establishment 
of a duly qualified electoral system and a general bestowal of the franchise. 
His long-suffering hosts smiled and made him welcome, and when he 
paused to admire, with pretty picked words, the blossom of the blood-red 
i/ 2 a/(-tree that had flowered untimely for z sign of what was coming, they 
smiled more than ever. , . • , - 
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It was the Deputy Commissioner of Kot-Kumharsen, staying at the club 
for a day, who lightly told a tale that made Holden’s blood run cold as he 
overheard the end. 

'‘He won’t bother any one any more. Never saw a man so astonished in 
my life. By Jove, I thought he meant to ask a question in the House about 
it. Fellow-passenger in his ship-dined next him— bowled over by cholera 
and died in eighteen hours. You needn’t laugh, you fellows. The Member 
for Lower Tooting is awfully angry about it; but he’s more scared. I think 
he’s going to take his enlightened self out of India.” 

“I’d give a good deal if he were knocked over. It might keep a few vestry- 
men of his kidney to their own parish. But what’s this about cholera? It’s 
full early for anything of that kind,” said the warden of an unprofitable 
salt-lick. 

“Don’t know,” said the Deputy Commissioner reflectively. “We’ve got 
locusts with us. There’s sporadic cholera all along the north — at least we’re 
calling it sporadic for decency’s sake. The spring crops are short in five dis- 
tricts, and nobody seems to know where the rains are. It’s nearly March 
now. I don’t want to scare anybody, but it seems to me that Nature’s going 
to audit her accounts with a big red pencil this summer.” 

“Just when I wanted to take leave, too!” said a voice across the room. 

“There won’t be much leave this year, but there ought to be a great deal 
of promotion. I’ve come in to persuade the Government to put my pet canal 
on the list of famine-relief works. It’s an ill-wind that blows no good. I shall 
get that canal finished at last.” 

“Is it the old programme then,” said Holden; “famine, fever, and 
cholera?” 

“Oh, no. Only local scarcity and an unusual prevalence of seasonal sick- 
ness. You’ll find it all in the reports if you live till next year. You’re a lucky 
chap. You haven’t got a wife to send out of harm.’s way. The hill-statioiis 
ought to be full of women this year.” 

“I think you’re inclined to exaggerate the talk in the bazars T said a young 
civilian in the Secretariat. “Now I have observed ” 

“I daresay you have,” said the Deputy Commissioner, “but you’ve a great 
deal more to observe, my son. In the meantime, I wish to observe to you 

” and he drew him aside to discuss the construction of the canal that 

was so dear to his heart. Holden went to his bungalow and began, to under- 
stand that he was not alone in the world, and also that he was afraid for 
the sake of another,— which is the most soul-satisfying fear known to man. 

Two ’months later, as the Deputy had foretold, Nature began to audit her 
accounts with a red pencil On the heels of the spring-reapings came a cry 
for bread, and the Government, which had decreed that no man should die 
of want, sent wheat. Then came the cholera from all four quarters of the 
compass. It struck a pilgrim-gathering of half a million at a sacred shrine. 
Many died 'at the feet'of their god; the others broke and ran over the face 



WITHOUT BENEFIT OF CLERGY 


503 


of the land carrying the pestilence with them. It smote a walled city and 
killed; two .hundred a day. The people' crowded . the; trains, hanging' oii:„.to' 
the footboards and squatting on the roofs of the carriages, and the cholera 
followed them, for at each station they dragged out the dead and the dying. 
They died by the roadside, and the horses of the Englishmen shied at the 
corpses in the grass. The rains did not come, and the earth turned to iron 
lest man, should escape death by hidingin her. The English sent their 'wives ■, 
away to the hills and went about their work, coming forward as they were 
bidden to fill the gaps in the fighting-line, Holden, sick with fear of losing 
his chiefest treasure on earth, had done his best to persuade Ameera to go 
away with her mother to the Himalayas. 

‘‘Why should I go?” said she one evening on the roof. 

'There is sickness, and people are dying, and all the white mem-log have 
gone.” 

, "All of them?”' 

"All — unless perhaps there remain some old scald-head v/ho vexes her 
husband’s heart by rimning risk of death.” 

"Nay; who stays is my sister, and thou must not abuse her, for I will be a 
scald-head too. I am glad all the bold mem-log are gone.” 

"Do I speak to a woman or a babe? Go to the hills and I will see to it 
that thou goest like a queen’s daughter. Think, child. In a red-lacquered 
bullock-cart, veiled and curtained, with brass peacocks upon the pole and 
red cloth hangings. I will send two orderlies for guard, and ” 

"Peace! Thou art the babe in speaking thus. What use are those toys to 
me? He would have patted the bullocks and played with the housings. For 
his sake, perhaps, — thou hast made me very English — I might have gone. 
Now, I will not. Let the mem-log run.” 

“Their husbands are sending them, beloved.” 

"Very good talk. Since when hast thou been my husband to tell me what 
to do? I have but borne thee a son. Thou art only all the desire of my soul 
to me. How shall I depart when I know that if evil befall thee by the 
breadth of so much as my littiest finger-nail — ^is that not small? — ^I should 
be aware of it though I were in paradise. And here, this summer thou 
mayest die — ai, janee, die! and in dying they might call to tend thee a white 
wmman, and she would rob me in the last of thy love!” 

"But love is not born in a moment or on a death-bed!” 

"What dost thou know of love, stoneheart? She would take thy thanks 
at least and, by God and the Prophet and Beebee Miriam the mother of 
thy Prophet, that I will never endure. My lord and my love, let there be 
no more foolish talk of going away. Whei*e thou art, I am. It is enough.” 
She put an arm round his neck and a hand bn his mouth. 

There are not many happinesses so complete as those that are snatched 
under the shadow of the sword. They sat together and laiighed, calling each , 
other openly, by every pet name that could. move the wrath of the gods. The 
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city below them was locked up in its own torments. Sulphur fires blazed in 
the streets; the conches in the Hindu temples screamed and bellowed, for 
the gods were inattentive in those days. There was a service in the great 
Mahomedan shrine, and the call to prayer from the minarets was almost 
unceasing. They heard the wailing in the houses of the dead, and once the 
shriek of a mother who had lost a child and was calling for its return. In 
the gray dawn they saw the dead borne out through the city gates, each 
litter with its own little knot of mourners. Wherefore they kissed each 
other and shivered. 

It was a red and heavy audit, for the land was very sick and needed a 
little breathing-space ere the torrent of cheap life should flood it anew. The 
children of immature fathers and undeveloped mothers made no resistance. 
They were cowed and sat still, waiting till the sword should be sheathed in 
November if it were so willed. There were gaps among the English, but the 
gaps were filled. The work of superintending famine-relief, cholera-sheds, 
medicine-distribution, and what little sanitation was possible, went forward 
because it was so ordered. 

Holden had been told to keep himself in readiness to move to replace 
the next man who should fall. There were twelve hours in each day when 
he could not see Ameera, and she might die in three. He was considering 
what his pain would be if he could not see her for three months, or if she 
died out of his sight. He was absolutely certain that her death would be 
demanded — so certain that when he looked up from the telegram and saw 
Pir Khan breathless in the doorway, he laughed aloud. “Ancl.?^” said he,^ 

''When there is a cry in the night and the spirit flutters into the throat, 
who has a charm that will restore.'^ Come swiftly, Heaven-born! It is the 
black cholera.” 

Holden galloped to his home. The sky was heavy with clouds, for the 
long-deferred rains were near and the heat was stifling. Ameera's mother 
met him in the courtyard, whimpering, "She is dying. She is nursing herself 
into death. She is all but dead. What shall I do, sahib?'' 

Ameera was lying in the room in which Tota had been born. She made no 
sign when Holden entered, because the human soul is a very lonely thing 
and, when it is getting ready to go away, hides itself in a misty borderland 
where the living may not follow. The black cholera does its work quietly 
and without explanation. Ameera was being thrust out of life as though 
the Angel of Death had himself put his hand upon her. The quick breath- 
, j ing seemed to show that she was either afraid or in pain, but neither eyes 
nor mouth gave any answer to Holden’s kisses. There was nothing to be 
; said or done, Holden could only wait and suifer. The first drops of the rain 
began to fall on the roof, and he could hear shouts of joy in the parched 
city. ' Agg::;, . 

, The soul came back a little and the Ups moved. Holden bent down to 
listen. "Keep nothing of mine/Vsaid Ameera, "Take no hair from my head. 
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She would make thee bum it later on. That flame I should feel. Lower! 
Stoop lower! Remember only that I was thine and bore thee a son. Though 
thou wed a white woman to-morrow, the pleasure of receiving in thy arms 
thy first son is taken from thee for ever. Remember me when thy son is 
bom— the one that shall carry thy name before all men. His misfortunes be 
on my head. I bear witness — I bear witness’— the lips were forming the 
words on his ear — ‘‘that there is no God but — thee, beloved!” 

Then she died. Holden sat still, and all thought was taken from him,— till 
he heard Ameera’s mother lift the curtain. 

“Is she dead, 

„ “She is, dead.” 

“Then I will mourn, and afterwards take an inventory of the furniture in 
this house. For that will be mine. The sahib does not mean to resume it? It 
is so little, so very little, sahib, and I am an old woman. I would like to lie 
softly.” 

“For the mercy of God be silent a while. Go out and mourn where I can- 
not hear.” 

she will be buried in four hours.” 

“I know the custom. I shall go ere she is taken away. That matter is in 
thy hands. Look to it, that the bed on which— on which she lies— — ” 

“Aha! That beautiful red-lacquered bed. I have long desired—” 

“That the bed is left here untouched for my disposal. All else in the house 
is thine. Hire a cart, take everything, go hence, and before sunrise let there 
be nothing in this house but that which I have ordered thee to respect.” 

“l am an old woman. I would stay at least for the days of mourning, and 
the rains have just broken. Whither shall I go ?” 

“What is that to me? My order is that there is a going. The house-gear is 
worth a thousand rupees and my orderly shall bring thee a hundred rupees 
to-night.” 

“That is very little. Think of the cart-hire.” 

“It shall be nothing unless thou goest, and with speed. O woman, get 
hence and leave me with my dead!” 

The mother shuffled down the staircase, and in her anxiety to take stock 
of the house-fittings forgot to mourn. Holden stayed by Ameera’s side and 
the rain roared on the roof. He could not think connectedly by reason of 
the noise, though he made many attempts to do so. Then four sheeted 
ghosts glided dripping into the room and stared at him through their veils. 
They were the washers of the dead. Holden left the room and went out to 
his horse. He had come in a dead,, stifling calm through ankle-deep dust. 
He found the courtyard a rain-lashed pond alive with frogs; a torrent of 
yellow water ran under the gate, and a roaring wind drove the bolts of the 
rain like buckshot against the mud-walls. Pir Khan was shivering in his 
little hut by the gate, and the horse was stamping uneasily in the water. 

“I have been told the sahib's order,” said Pir Khan. “It is well. This house 
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is now desolate. I go also^ for my monkey-face would be a reminder of that 
which has been. Concerning the bed, I will bring that to thy house yonder 
in the morning; but remember, sahib, it will be to thee a knife turning in a 
green wound. I go upon a pilgrimage, and I will take no money. I have 
grown fat in the protection of the Presence whose sorrow is my sorrow. 
For the last time I hold his stirrup.” 

He touched Holden’s foot with both hands and the horse sprang out 
into the road, where the creaking bamboos were whipping the sky and ali 
the frogs were chuckling. Holden could not see for the rain in his face. He 
put his hands before his eyes and muttered — 

'‘Oh you brute! You utter brute!” 

The news of his trouble was already in his bungalow. He read the knowl- 
edge in his butler’s eyes when Ahmed Khan brought in food, and for the 
first and last time in his life laid a hand upon his master’s shoulder, saying, 
"Eat, sahib, eat. Meat is good against sorrow. I also have known. Moreover 
the shadows come and go, sahib; the shadows come and go. These be 
curried eggs.” 

Holden could neither eat nor sleep. The heavens sent down eight inches 
of rain in that night and washed the earth clean. The waters tore down 
walls, broke roads, and scoured open the shallow graves on the Mahomedan 
burying-ground. All next day it rained, and Holden sat still in his house 
considering his sorrow. On the morning of the third day he received a tele- 
gram which said only, "Ricketts, Myndonie. Dying. Holden relieve. Im- 
mediate.” Then he thought that before he departed he would look at the 
house wherein he had been master and lord. There was a break in the 
weather, and the rank earth steamed with vapour. 

He found that the rains had torn down the mud pillars of the gateway, 
and the heavy wooden gate that had guarded his life hung lazily from one 
hinge. There was grass three inches high in the courtyard; Pir Khan’s lodge 
was empty, and the sodden thatch sagged between the beams. A gray 
squirrel was in possession of the verandah, as if the house had been iin- 
tenanted for thirty years instead of three days. Amecra’s mother had re- 
moved everything except some mildewed matting. The ticli^ticli of the little 
scorpions as they hurried across the floor was the only sound in the house. 
Ameera’s room and the other one where Tota had lived were heavy with 
mildew; and the narrow staircase leading to the roof was streaked and 
stained with rain-borne mud. Holden saw all these things, and came out 
again to meet in the road Durga Da$s, his landlord,— -portly, affable, clothed 
in white muslin, and driving a Cee-spring buggy. He was overlooking his 
property to see how the roofs stood the stress of the first rains. 

^ "I have heard,” said he, ‘'you will not take this place any more, sahib?"' 

, "What are you going to do with it.?” 

"Perhapslshalllet.it again ^ 

^ "Then! will , keep it^qn while I -am away - . • - ■ . 
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Diirga Dass was silent for some time. 'Won shall not take it on, he 

said. ''When I'was a young' man I also-— but to-day l am. a member .of the ' ■ 
Municipality. Ho! Ho! No. When the birds have gone what need to keep 
the nest? I will have it pulled down — the timber will sell for something 
always. It shall be pulled do wn^ and the Municipality shall make a road 
across, as they desire, from the burning-ghat to the city wall, so that no man 
may say '.where this house stood.” ' 

PAPAGO WEDDING 

Mary Austin 

(1868-1934) 

TCiere was a Papago woman out of Pantak who had a marriage paper from 
a white man after she had borne him five children, and the man himself was 
in love with another woman. This Shuler was the first to raise cotton for 
selling in the Gila Valley— but the Pimas and Papagoes had raised it long 
before that — and the girl went with him willingly. As to the writing of 
marriage, it v/as not then understood that the white man is not master of 
his heart, but is mastered by it, so that if it is not fixed in writing it becomes 
unstable like water and is puddled in the lowest place. The Sisters at San 
Xavier del Bac had taught her to clean and cook. Shuler called her Susie, 
which was nearest to her Papago name, and was fond of the children. He 
sent them to school as they came along, and had carpets in the house. 

In all things Susie was a good wife to him, though she had no writing of 
marriage and she never wore a hat. This was a mistake which she learned 
from the sisters. They, being holy women, had no notion of the brujeria 
which is worked in the heart of the white man by a hat. Into the presence 
of their God also, without that which passes for a hat, they do not go. Even 
after her children were old enough to, notice it, Susie went about the coun- 
try with a handkerchief tied over Her hair, which was long and smooth on 
either side of her face, like the shut wings of a raven. 

By the time Susie’s children were as, tall as their mother, there were many 
white ranchers in the Gila country, with their white wives, who are like 
Papago women in this, that if they see a man upstanding and prosperous, 
they think only that he might make some woman happy, and if they have a 
cousin or a friend^ that she should be^tho' woman. Also, the .white^ ones think ' , “| 
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it so shameful for a man to take a woman to liis house without a writing 
that they have no scruple to take him away from her. At Rinconada there 
was a woman with large breasts, surpassing well looking, and with many 
hats. She had no husband and was new to the country, and when Shuler 
drove her about to look at it, she wore each time a different hat. 

This the Papagoes observed, and, not having visited Susie when she was 
happy with her man, they went now in numbers, and by this Susie under- 
stood that it was in their hearts that she might have need of them. For it 
was well known that the white woman had told Shuler that it was a shame 
for him to have his children going about with a Papago woman who had 
only a handkerchief to cover her head. She said it was keeping Shuler back 
from being the principal man among the cotton growers of Gila Valley, to 
have in his house a woman who would come there without a writing. And 
when the other white women heard that she had said that, they said the 
same thing. Shuler said, “My God, this is the truth, I know it,” and the 
woman said that she would go to Susie and tell her that she ought to go 
back to her own people and not be a shame to her children and Shuler. 
There was a man from Pantak on the road, who saw them go, and turned 
in his tracks and went back, in case Susie should need him, for the Papa- 
goes, when it is their kin against whom there is brujeria made, have in- 
knowing hearts. Susie sat in the best room with the woman and was polite. 
“If you want Shuler,” she said, “you can have him, but I stay with my chil- 
dren.” The white woman grew red in the face and went out to Shuler in the 
field where he was pretending to look after something, and they went away 
together. 

After that Shuler would not go to the ranch except of necessity. He went 
around talking to his white friends. “My God,” he kept saying, “what can I 
do, with my children in the hands of that Papago?” Then he sent a lawyer 
to Susie to say that if she would go away and not shame his children with a 
mother who had no marriage writing and no hat, he would give her moneyV 
so much every month. But the children all came in the room and stood by 
her, and Susie said, “What I want with money when I got my children and 
this good ranch?” Then Shuler said “My God!” again, and “What can I do?” 

The lawyer said he could tell the Judge that Susie was not a proper per- 
son to have care of his children, and the Judge would take them away from 
Susie and give them to Shuler. But when the day came for Susie to come into 
court, it was seen that though she had a handkerchief on her hair, her dress 
was good, and the fringe of her shawl was long and fine. All the five chil- 
dren came also, with new clothes, well looking. “My God!” said Shuler, “I 
must get those kids away, from that Papago and into the hands of a white 
woman ” But the white people who had come to see the children taken 
away sa.w that although the five looked like Shuler, they had their mouths 
shut like Papagoes;, so they ‘Waited to see how things turned out. 

^ Shuler’s, lawyer makes, a long '.speech about how Shuler loves his children, 
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and how sorry he is in his heart to see them growing up like Papagoes, and 
water is coming out of Shulers eyes. Then the Judge asks Susie if she has 
anything to say why her children shall not be taken away. 

‘Tou want to take these children away and giff them to Shuler?” Susie 
asks him. “What for you giff them to Shuler?” says Susie^ and the white 
people are listening. She says, “Shuler’s not the father of them. Thees chil- 
dren all got different fathers,” says Susie, “Shuler ” 

Then she makes a sign with her hand. I tell you if a woman makes that 
sign to a Papago he could laugh himself dead but he would not laugh off 
that. Some of the white people who have been in the country a long time 
know that sign and they begin to laugh. 

Shuler’s lawyer jumps up. . . . “Your Honour, I object ” 

The Judge waves his hand. “I warn you the Court cannot go behind the 
testimony of the mother in such a case. . . .” 

By this time everybody is laughing, so that they do not hear what the 
lawyer says. Shuler is trying to get out of the side door, and the Judge is 
shaking hands with Susie. 

“You tell Shuler,” she says, “if he wants people to think hees the father of 
thees children he better giff me a writing. Then maybe I think so myself.” 

“I will’” said the Judge, and maybe two, three days after that he takes 
Shuler out to the ranch and makes the marriage writing. Then all the chil- 
dren come around Susie and say, “Now, Mother, you will have to wear a 
hat.” Susie, she says, “Go, children, and ask your father.” But it is not known 
to the Papagoes what happened after that. 


UNCLE FRANZ 

Ludwig Thoma 

(1867-1921) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


AuNd then one day Mother had a letter from Uncle Franz, who was a 

retired major. And she said she was very glad, because uncle wrote that he 
would make a proper man of me and it would be eighty marks a month. 
So I had to go to the town where uncle lived. It was very dreary. Four 
floors up and nothing but tall houses all round and no garden. 

I was never allowed to play and generally there was nobody there. 
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Only Franz and Aunt Anna, who went round and round all day 

taking care that nothing happened. And uncle was very strict and said 
whenever he saw me: “J^st wait, you little scamp, 111 catch you out one 
of these days.’’ , , : . ■ • 

You could spit out of the window into the street and it made a frightful 
splash when it missed. But when it hit people they were wild and looked 
up and were very abusive. That made me laugh, but there was nothing to 
laugh about as a rule. 

My form-master could not bear me, because he said I had brought a very 
bad character with me. But it wasn’t true, for the only bad mark against 
me was because I’d put fizzy powder in the headmaster’s wife’s chamber 
pot. 

And that was a long time ago and the master needn’t have taken it so 
hard. Uncle Franz knew him well and often went to pay him a visit. 

Then they put their heads together to see how they could catch me out. 

As soon as I got home from school I had to sit down again at once and 
do my homework. 

Uncle kept on looking at me all the time and said: ‘‘Making a hash of it 
as usual, I suppose! Just wait, you scamp — 111 be after you one of these 
days.” 

Once I had some arithmetic to do. It wouldn’t come right and so I asked 
uncle, because he had told Mother he would help me. And my aunt had 
said too that my uncle was so clever and that I could learn a lot from him. 

And so I asked him to help me and he looked at the question and said: 
“Can’t you even do that, you good-for-nothing scamp ? Why, that's simple.” 

And then he sat down and tried it. But he did not get on very fast. He 
was working it out all afternoon and when I asked him whether he had 
done it yet, he got into a frightful temper and shouted at me. It was sup- 
per time before he brought me the sum and said: “Now you can make a 
fair copy. It was perfectly simple, but I had something else to do — you 
blockhead.” 

I made a fair copy and showed it up to the master. Our papers were given 
back on Thursday, and I made sure I should get full marks. But I only 
got four again as usual and the whole page was covered with red ink and 
the master said: “Nobody but a donkey would do a sum like that.” 

“It was my uncle who did it,” I said. “I only copied it out.” 

The whole class laughed, but the master went red in the face. 

“You are nothing but a liar,” he said, “and you'll end by going to 
prison.” . 

Then he gave me two hours detention. My uncle was waiting for me, for 
he always gave me a hiding when I; was kept in. But I shouted out at once 
"that it, was his fault, because, he had done the sum wrong and the master 

went' out. 


naa saia it tooK a aonKey to ao it iiKe mat. 

/; He gave, me,,' the worst hiding rFd ever had and then he 
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Greither Heinrich, my friend, saw him walking along the street with the 
master, and every now and then they stood still and my uncle talked 
very loud. 

Next day the master called me up and said: '1 have looked at your 
sum again. It is quite right, but it is done in an old-fashioned way that 
is no longer used, but it will do you no harm to have been kept in. You 
deserve it every day by rights and, besides that, you made some mistakes in 
copying it out.” 

That’s how they arranged it between them, for as soon as I got home my 
uncle said : “I have spoken to your form-master. There was nothing wrong 
with the sum, but you didn’t even take the trouble to copy it out correctly.” 

I copied it out quite right, but he had done it all wrong. 

But Mother wrote and said my uncle had written to say he could not 
give me any more help, because I could not copy out the simplest sums 
and this put him in a false position. 

That’s the low sort of man he is, 

THE DOOR IN THE WALL 
H. G. WeUs 

(1866- ) 

C3ne confidential e\t;ning, not three months ago, Lionel Wallace told 
me this story of the Door in the Wall. And at the time I thought that so far 
as he was concerned it was a true story. 

He told it me with such a direct simplicity of conviction that I could not 
do otherwise than believe in him. But in the morning, in my own flat, I 
woke to a different atmosphere; and as I lay in bed and recalled the things 
he had told me, stripped of the glamour of his earnest slow voice, denuded 
of the focussed, shaded table light, the shadowy atmosphere that wrapped 
about him and me, and the pleasant bright things, the dessert and glasses 
and napery of the dinner we had shared, making them for the time a bright 
little world quite cut olf from everyday realities, I saw it all as frankly in- 
credible. '‘He was mystifying!” I said, and then: “How well he did it! 
... It isn’t quite the thing I should have expected him, of all people, to do 

well.” ' ' A,, 

Afterwards as I sat up, in bed andsipped my morning tea, I found myself 
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trying to account for the flavour of reality that perplexed me in his impos- 
sible reminiscences, by supposing they did in some way suggest, present, 
convey— I hardly know which word to use — experiences it was otherwise 
impossible to tell. 

Well, I don’t resort to that explanation now. I have got over my inter- 
vening doubts, I believe now, as I believed at the moment of telling, that 
Wallace did to the very best of his ability strip the truth of his secret for 
me. But whether he himself saw, or only thought he saw, whether he him- 
self was the possessor of an inestimable privilege or the victim of a fantastic 
dream, I cannot pretend to guess. Even the facts of his death, which ended 
my doubts for ever, throw no light on that. 

That much the reader must judge for himself. 

I forget now what chance comment or criticism of mine moved so reticent 
a man to confide in me. He was, I think, defending himself against an im- 
putation of slackness and unreliability I had made in relation to a great 
public movement, in which he had disappointed me. But he plunged sud- 
denly. ‘Thave,” he said, ''a preoccupation 

“I know,” he went on, after a pause, “I have been negligent. The fact is — 
it isn’t a case of ghosts or apparitions — but — it’s an odd thing to tell of, 
Redmond — I am haunted. I am haunted by something— that rather takes 
the light out of things, that fills me with longings. , . 

He paused, checked by that English shyness that so often overcomes us 
when we would speak of moving or grave or beautiful things. “You were 
at Saint Althelstan’s all through,” he said, and for a moment that seemed 
to me quite irrelevant. “Well” — and he paused. Then very haltingly at first, 
but afterwards more easily, he began to tell of the thing that was hiddeniin 
his life, the haunting memory of a beauty and a happiness that filled his 
heart with insatiable longings, that made all the interests and spectacle of 
worldly life seem dull and tedious and vain to him. 

Now that I have the clue to it, the thing seems written visibly in his face. 
I have a photograph in which that look of detachment has been caught and 
intensified. It reminds me of what a woman once said of him— a woman 
who had loved him greatly. “Suddenly,” she said, “the interest goes out of 
him. He forgets you. He doesn’t care a rap for you — under his very 
nose . . 

Yet the interest was not always out of him, .and when he was holding his 
attention to a thing Wallace could contrive to be an extremely successful 
man. His career, indeed, is set with successes. He left me behind him long 
ago; he soared up over my head, and cut a figure in the world that I couldn’t 
cut— anyhow. He was still a year short of forty, and they say now tliat he 
would have been in office and very probably in the new Cabinet if he had 
lived. At school he always beat -me without effort— as it were by nature. We 
were at school together at Saint Althelstan’s College in West Kensington 
^ for 'almost ail our school-time, He mme into the school as my co-equal, but 
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he left far above me, in a blaze of scholarships and brilliant performance. 
Yet I think I made a fair average running. And it was at school I heard first 
of the “Door in the Wall” — that I was to hear of a second time only a month 
before his death. 

To him at least the Door in the Wall was a real door, leading through a 
real wall to immortal realities. Of that I am now quite assured. 

And it came into his life quite early, when he was a little fellow between 
five and six. I remember how, as he sat making his confession to me with 
a slow gravity, he reasoned and reckoned the date of it. “There was,” he 
said, “a crimson Virginia creeper in it — all one bright uniform crimson, in 
a clear amber sunshine against a white wall. That came into the impression 
somehow, though I don’t clearly remember how, and there were horse- 
chestnut leaves upon the clean pavement outside the green door. They were 
blotched yellow and green, you know, not brown nor dirty, so that they 
must have been new fallen. I take it that means October. I look out for 
horse-chestnut leaves every year and I ought to know. 

“If Fm right in that, I was about five years and four months old.” 

He was, he said, rather a precocious little boy — he learned to talk at an 
abnormally early age, and he was so sane and “old-fashioned,” as people say, 
that he was permitted an amount of initiative that most children scarcely 
attain by seven or eight. His mother died when he was two, and he was 
under the less vigilant and authoritative care of a nursery governess. His 
father was a stern, preoccupied lawyer, who gave him little attention and 
expected great things of him. For all his brightness he found life grey and 
dull, I think. And one day he wandered. 

He could not recall the particular neglect that enabled him to get away, 
nor the course he took among the West Kensington roads. All that had 
faded among the incurable blurs of memory. But the white wall and the 
green door stood out quite distinctly. 

As his memory of that childish experience ran, he did at the very first 
sight of that door experience a peculiar emotion, an attraction, a desire to 
get to the door and open it and walk in. And at the same time he had 
the clearest conviction that either it was unwise or it was wrong of him — 
he could not tell which — to yield to this attraction. He insisted upon it, as a 
curious thing that he knew from the very beginning — unless memory has 
played him the queerest trick — that the door was unfastened, and that he 
could go in as he chose, 

I seem to see the figure of that little boy, drawn and repelled. And it was 
very clear in his mind, too, though why it should be so was never explained, 
that his father would be very angry if he went in through that door. 

Wallace described all these moments of hesitation to me with the utmost 
particularity. He went right past, the door, and then, with his hands in his 
pockets and making an infantile attempt to whistle, strolled right along 
beyond the end of the wall- There ie/fecaEs a number of mean dirty shops, ' 
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and particularly that of a plumber and decorator with a dusty disorder of 
earthenware pipes, sheet lead, ball taps, pattern books of wall paper, and tins 
of enamel. He stood pretending to examine these things, and 
passionately desiring, the green door. 

Then, he said, he had a gust of emotion. He made a run for it, lest hesi- 
tation should grip him again; he went plumb with outstretched hand 
through the green door and let it slam behind him. And so, in a trice^ he 
came into the garden that has haunted all his life. 

It was very difficult for Wallace to give me his full sense of that garden 
into which he came. 

There was something in the very air of it that exhilarated, that gave one 
a sense of lightness and good happening and well-being; there was some- 
thing in the sight of it that made all its colour clean and perfect and subtly 
luminous. In the instant of coming into it one was exquisitely glad — as only 
ill rare moments, and when one is young and joyfulone can be glad in this 
world. And everything was beautiful there. . . . 

Wallace mused before he went on telling me. '‘You see,” he said, with the 
doubtful inflection of a man who pauses at incredible things, “there were 
two great panthers there. . . . Yes, spotted panthers. And I was not afraid. 
There was a long wide path with marble-edged flower borders on either 
side, and these two huge velvety beasts were playing there with a ball. One 
looked up and came towards me, a little curious as it seemed. It came right 
up to me, rubbed its soft round ear very gently against the small hand I 
held out, and purred. It was, I tell you, an enchanted garden. I know. And 
the size? Oh! it stretched far and wide, this way and that. I believe there 
were hills far away. Heaven knows . where West Kensington had suddenly 
got to. And somehow it was just like coming home. 

“You know, in the very moment the door swung to behind me, I forgot 
the road with its fallen chestnut leaves, its cabs and tradesmen’s carts, I for- 
got the sort of gravitational pull back to the discipline and obedience of 
home, I forgot all hesitations and fear, forgot discretion, forgot all the 
intimate realities of this life. I became in a moment a very glad and wonder- 
happy little boy — in another world. It was a world with a different quality, 
a warmer, more penetrating and mellower light, with a faint clear gladness 
in its air, and wisps of sun-touched cloud in the blueness of its sky. A.nd be- 
fore me ran this long wide path, invitingly, with weeclless beds on either 
side, rich with untended flowers, and these two great panthers. I put my 
little hands fearlessly on their soft fur, and caressed their round ears and the 
sensitive corners under their ears, and played with them, and it was as 
■- 'though they welcomed me home. There was a keen sense of home-coming 
in my mind, and when presently a tall, fair girl appeared in the pathway 
.and came to meet me, smiling, and, said ‘Well?’ to me, and lifted me and 
kissed me, and put me down and led me ’by the hand, there was no amaze- 
^ment, but only ao'' impression'- rightness, of being reminded of 
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happy things that . had in some strange -way been overlooked.. There .were, 
broad red steps, I, remember,, that came into view between.'.spikes' of. del- 
phinium, and up these we went to a great avenue between very old and 
shady dark trees. All down this avenue, you know, between the red chapped 
stems, were marble seats of honour and statuary, and very tame and friendly 
white doves., . . . 

''Along this cool avenue my girl-friend led me, looking down— I recall 
the .pieasaiit lines,, the fi.nely-'modelled-'chin of her sweet kind face — asking 
me questions in a soft, agreeable voice, and telling me things, pleasant 
things I know, though what they were I was never able to recall . . . Pres- 
ently a Capiichin monkey, very clean, with a fur of ruddy brown and 
kindly hazel eyes, came down a tree to us and ran beside me, looking up at 
me and grinning, and presently leaped to my shoulder. So we two went on 
our way in great happiness.” 

He paused. 

"Go oiVM s.akl . .■ 

"I remember little things. We passed an old man musing among laurels, I 
remember, and a place gay with paroquets, and came through a broad 
shaded colonnade to a spacious cool palace, full of pleasant fountains, full 
of beautiful things, full of the quality and promise of heart’s desire. And 
there w^ere many things and many people, some that still seem to stand out 
clearly and some that are vaguer; but all these people were beautiful and 
kind. In some way — I don’t know how-— -it was conveyed to me that they 
all were kind to me, glad to have me there, and filling me with gladness 
by their gestures, by the touch of their hands, by the welcome and love 
in their eyes. Yes ” 

He mused for a while. "Playmates I found thei*e. That was very much to 
me, because I was a lonely little boy. They played delightful games in a 
grass-covered court where there was a sun-dial set about with flowers. And 
as one played one loved. ... 

"But — it’s odd — there’s a gap in my memory. I don’t remember the games 
we played. I never remembered. Afterwards, as a child, I spent long hours 
trying, even with tears, to recall the form of that happiness. I wanted to play 
it all over again — in my nursery — ^by myself. No! All I remember is the hap- 
piness and two dear playfellows who were most with me. . . . Then pres- 
ently came a sombre dark woman, with a grave, pale face and dreamy eyes, 
a sombre woman, wearing a soft long robe of pale purple, who carried a 
book, and beckoned and took me aside with her into a gallery above a hall 
— though my playmates were loth to have me go, and ceased their game and 
stood watching as I was carried away. 'Come back to us!’ they cried, 'Come 
back to us soon!’ I looked up at her face^;, but she heeded them not at all. 
Her face was very gentle and grave. She took me to a seat in the gallery, and 
I stood beside her, ready to; look gt-'her.'-bpok as she ^ opened it upon her,: 
knee. The pages fell open. She , pointed,, and Ilopked, marvelling, for in the ’ 
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living pages of that book I saw myself; it was a story about myself, and in it 
were all the things that had happened to me since ever I was born. . . . 

‘It was wonderful to me, because the pages of that book were not pic- 
tures, you understand, but realities.” 

Wallace paused gravely — looked at me doubtfully. 

“Go on,” I said. “I understand.” 

“They were realities— yes, they must have been; people moved and things 
came and went in them; my dear mother, whom I had near forgotten; then 
my father, stern and upright, the servants, the nursery, all the familiar things 
of home. Then the front door and the busy streets, with traffic to and fro. 
I looked and marvelled, and looked half doubtfully again into the woman’s 
face and turned the pages over, skipping this and that, to see more of this 
book and more, and so at last I came to myself hovering and hesitating out- 
side the green door in the long white wall, and felt again the conflict and 
the fear. 

“ ‘And next.?^’ I cried, and would have turned on, but the cool hand of the 
grave woman delayed me. 

“‘Next?’ I insisted, and struggled gently with her hand, pulling up her 
fingers with all my childish strength, and as she yielded and the page came 
over she bent down upon me like a shadow and kissed my brow. 

“But the page did not show the enchanted garden, nor the panthers, nor 
the girl who had led me by the hand, nor the playfellows who had been 
so loth to let me go. It showed a long grey street in West Kensington, in 
that chill hour of afternoon before the lamps are lit; and I was there, a 
wretched little figure, weeping aloud, for all that I could do to restrain my- 
self, and I was weeping because I could not return to my dear playfellows 
who had called after me, ‘Come back to us! Come back to us soon!’ I was 
there. This was no page in a book but harsh reality; that enchanted place 
and the restraining hand of the grave mother at whose knee I stood had 
gone — whither had they gone?” 

He halted again, and remained for a time staring into the fire, 

“Oh! the woefulness of that return!” he murmured. 

“Well?” I said, after a minute or so. 

“Poor little wretch I was! — brought back to this grey world again! As i 
realized the fulness of what had happened to me, I gave way to quite un- 
governable grief. And the shame and humiliation of that public weeping 
and my disgraceful home-coming remain with me still I see again the be- 
nevolent-looking old gentleman in gold spectacles who stopped and spoke to 
me— prodding me first with his umbrella. ‘Poor little chap,’ said he; ‘and 
are you lost then?’ — and me a London boy of five and more! And he must 
needs bring in a kindly young policeman and make a crowd of me, and so 
march me home. Sobbing, conspicuous, and frightened, I came back from 
the enchanted garden to the steps of my father’s house. 

_ “That is as well as I can- remember my vision of that garden— the garden 
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that haunts me still. Of course, I can convey nothing o£ that indesGribable 
quality of translucent unreality, i^zx. difference horn the common things of 
experience that hung about it all; but that— that is what happened. If it 
was a dream, I am sure it was a day-time and altogether extraordinary 
dream. . . . Hm! — naturally there followed a terrible questioning, by my 
aunt, my father, the nurse, the governess — everyone. ... 

“I tried to tell them, and my father- gave me my first thrashing for telling 
lies. When afterwards I tried to tell my aunt, she punished me again, for my 
wicked persistence. Then, asT said, everyone was forbidden to listen to me, 
to hear a word about it. Even my fairy-tale books were taken away from me 
for a time-— because I was too imaginative.’ Eh? Yes, they did that! My 
father belonged to the old school. ... And my story was driven back upon 
myself. I whispered it to my pillow — ^my pillow that was often damp and 
salt to my whispering lips with childish tears. And I added always to my 
official and less fervent, prayers this'-one heartfelt request rTleaso God- 1 may 
dream of. the garden. ,Oh!' take me hack to my. garden!’ Take me. back, 
to my garden! I dreamt often of the garden. I may have added" to .it, I .may 
have changed it! I do not know..- . , . All this, you understand, is m attempt 
to reconstruct from fragmentary memories a very early experience. Between 
that and the other consecutive memories of my boyhood there is a gulf. A 
time came when it seemed impossible I should ever speak of that wonder 
glimpse again.” ■ . ; ; ■ ^ 

I asked an obvious. q,ue.'.s.tion. 

‘‘No,” he said. ‘T don’t remember that I ever attempted to find my way 
back to the garden in those early years. This seems odd to me now, but I 
think that very probably a closer watch was kept on my movements after 
this misadventure to prevent my going astray. No, it wasn’t till you knew 
me that I tried for the garden again. And I believe there was a period — 
incredible as it seems now — when I forgot the garden altogether — when 
I was about eight or nine it may have been. Do you remember me as a kid 
at Saint Althelstan’s?” 

"Rather!” 

"I didn’t show any signs, did I, in those days of having a secret dream?” 

n 

He looked up with a sudden smile. 

"Did you ever play North-West Passage with me? . . . No, of course you 
didn’t come my way!” 

"It was the sort of game,” he went on,’ "that every imaginative child plays 
all day. The idea was the discovery of a Ndrth-West Passage to school. 
The way to school was plain enough; the game consisted in finding some 
way that wasn’t plain, starting off ten minutes early in some almost hopeless 
direction, and working my way round through unaccustomed streets to my. 



518 


TELLERS OF TALES: ^ 

goal. And one day I got entangled among some rather low-class streets on 
the other side of Canipden Hill, and I began to think that tor once the 
game would be against me and that I should get to school late. I tried rather 
desperately a street that seemed a cul-de-sac, and found a passage at the end. 
I hurried through that with renewed hope, d shall do it yet/ 1 said, and 
passed a row of frowsy little shops that were inexplicably familiar to me, 
and behold! there was my long white wall and the green door that led to 
the enchanted garden! 

“The thing whacked upon me suddenly. Then, after all, that garden, that 
wonderful garden, wasn’t a dream!” 

He paused. 

“I suppose my second experience with the green door marks the world of 
difference there is between the busy life of a schoolboy and the iaiinite 
leisure of a child. Anyhow, this second time I didn’t for a moment think 

of going in straight away. You see . For one thing, my mind was full of 

the idea of getting to school in time — set on not breaking my record for 
punctuality. 1 must surely have felt some little desire at least to try the door 
— yes. I must have felt that. . . . But I seem to remember the attraction of 
the door mainly as another obstacle to my overmastering determination to 
get to school. I was immensely interested by this discovery I had made, of 
course — I went on wdth my mind full of it— but I went on. It didn’t check 
me. I ran past, tugging out my watch, found I had ten minutes still to spare, 
and. then I was going downhill into familiar surroundings. I got to school, 
breathless, it is true, and wet with perspiration, but in time. I can remem- 
ber hanging up my coat and hat. . . . Went right by it and left it behind 
me. Odd, eh?” 

He looked at me thoughtfully. “Of course I didn’t know then that it 
wouldn’t always be there. Schoolboys have limited imaginations. I suppose 
I thought it was an awfully jolly thing to have it there, to know my way 
back to it; but there was the school tugging at me, I expect I was a good 
deal distraught and inattentive that morning, recalling what I could of the 
beautiful strange people I should presently see again. Oddly enough 1 had 
no doubt in my mind that they would be glad to see me. . . . Yes, I must 
have thought of the garden that morning just as a jolly sort of p.lacc to 
which one might resort in the interludes of a strenuous scliokistic career. 

“I didn’t go that day at all. The next day was a half-holiday, and that 
may have weighed with me. Perhaps, too, my state of inattention brought 
down impositions upon me, and docked the margin of time necessary for 
the detour. I don’t know. What. I do know is that in the meantime tlie en- 
chanted garden was so much upon my mind that I could not keep it to mv- 
selfov/v: ^ ■ , , 

'/•r'l'told— what was his name?— aTerrfety-Iooking youngster we used to call 

-''m' ' ' 

. ' “Young Hopkins,” said L 
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“Hopkins it was. I did not like telling him. I had a feeling that in some 
way it was against the rules to tell him, but I did. He was walking part of 
the way home with me; he was talkative, and if we had not talked about 
the eiichanted garden we should have talked of something else, and it was 
intolerable to me to think about any other subject. So I blabbed. 

“Well, he told my secret. The next day in the play interval I found myself 
surrounded by half-a-dozen bigger boys, half teasing, and wholly curious to 
hear more of the enchanted garden. There was that big Fawcett— you re- 
member him?— and Carnaby and Morley Reynolds. You weren’t there by 
any chance? No, I think I should have remembered if you were. . . . 

“A hoy is a creature of odd feelings. I was, I really believe, in spite of my 
secret self-disgust, a little flattered to have the attention of these big fellows. 

I remember particularly a moment of pleasure caused by the praise of Craw- 
shaw— you remember Crawshaw major, the son of Crawshaw the composer ? 
—who said it was the best lie he had ever heard. But at the same time there 
was a really painful undertow of shame at telling what I felt was indeed a 
sacred secret. That beast Fawcett made a joke about the girl in green ” 

Wallace’s voice sank with the keen memory of that shame. 'T pretended 
not to hear,” he said. “'Well, then Carnaby suddenly called me a young liar, 
and disputed with me when I said the thing was true. I said I knew where 
to find the green door, could lead them all there in ten minutes. Carnaby 
became outrageously virtuous, and said Fd have to — and bear out my words 
or sufter. Did you ever have Carnaby twist your arm? Then perhaps youll 
understand how it went with me. I swore my story was true. There was 
nobody in the school then to save a chap from Carnaby, though Crawshaw 
put in a word or so, Carnaby had got his game. I grew excited and red-eared, 
and a little frightened. I behaved altogether like a silly little chap, and the 
outcome of it all was that instead of starting alone for my enchanted garden, 

I led the way presently — cheeks flushed, ears hot, eyes smarting, and my soul 
one burning misery and shame— for a party of six mocking, curious, and 
threatening schoolfellows, 

“We never found the white wall and the green door, . . 

“You mean -?” 

“I mean I couldn’t find it I would have found it if I could. 

“And afterwards when I could go alone I couldn’t find it. I never found it. 

I seem now to have been always looking for it through my school-boy days, 
but I never came upon it — never*” ■ ■ 

“Did the fellows — make it disagreeable?” ■ . 

“Beastly. . . . Carnaby held a council oyer me for wanton lying. I remem- 
ber how I sneaked home and upstairs to hide the marks of my blubbering. 
But when I cried myself to sleep at last it Wasn’t for Carnaby, but for the 
garden, for the beautiful afternoon I had hoped for, for the sweet friendly 
W’'onien and the waiting playfellows,, and the game I had hoped to learn 
again, that beautiful forgotten ga-fiie* \ \ ■ h -/'.'.-C.; 
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“I believed firmly that if I had not told— — . . . I had bad times after 
that — crying at night and wool-gathering by day. For two terms I slacked 
and had bad reports. Do you remember? Of course you would! It was you 
— your beating me in mathematics that brought me back to the grind again.” 

Ill 

For a time my friend stared silently into the red heart of the fire. Then he 
said: “I never saw it again until I was seventeen. 

“It leaped upon me for the third time— as I was driving to Paddington on 
my way to Oxford and a scholarship. I had Just one momentary glimpse. I 
was leaning over the apron of my hansom smoking a cigarette, and no doubt 
thinking myself no end of a man of the world, and suddenly there was the 
door, the wall, the dear sense of unforgettable and still attainable things. 

“We clattered by — I too taken by surprise to stop my cab until we were 
well past and round a corner. Then I had a queer moment, a double and 
divergent movement of my will: I tapped the little door in the roof of the 
cab, and brought my arm down to pull out my watch. ‘Yes, sir!’ said the cab- 
man, smartly. ‘Er — well — it’s nothing,’ I cried. "My mistake! We haven’t 
much time! Go on!’ And he went on. . . . 

“I got my scholarship. And the night after I was told of that I sat over my 
fire in my little upper room, my study, in my father’s house, with his praise 
— his rare praise — and his sound counsels ringing in my ears, and I smoked 
my favourite pipe — the formidable bulldog of adolescence— and thought of 
that door in the long white wall. ‘If I had stopped,’ I thought, ‘I should have 
missed my scholarship, I should have missed Oxford— muddled all the fine 
career before me! I begin to see things better!’ I fell musing deeply, but I 
did not doubt then this career of mine was a thing that merited sacrifice. 

“Those dear friends and that clear atmosphere seemed very sweet to me, 
very fine but remote. My grip was fixing now upon the world. I saw another 
door opening — the door of my career.” 

He stared again into the fire. Its red light picked out a stubborn strength 
in his face for just one flickering moment, and then it vanished again. 

“Well,” he said, and sighed, “I have served that career. I have done— much 
work, much hard work. But I have dreamt of the enchanted garden a thou- 
sand dreams, and seen its door, or at least glimpsed its door, four times 
since then. Yes — four times. For a while this world was so bright and inter- 
esting, seemed so full of meaning and opportunity, that the half-effaced 
charm of the garden was by comparison gentle and remote. Who wants to 
pat panthers on the way to, dinner with pretty women and distinguished 
men.? I came down to London irdm Oxford,, a man of bold promise that I 
have done something to redeem. Something— and yet there have been dis- 
appointments. . . , ' 
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**^Twice I have been in love — I will not dwell on that— but once, as I went 
to someone who^ I knew, doubted whether I dared to come, I took a short 
cut at a venture through an unfrequented road near Earl’s Court, and so 
happened on a white wall and a familiar green door. ‘Odd!’ said I to myself, 
‘but I thought this place was on Campden Hill. It’s the place I never could 
find somehow— like counting Stonehenge— the place of that queer daydream 
of mine.’ And I went by it intent upon my purpose. It had no appeal to me 
that afternoon. ■ 

“I had just a moment’s impulse to try the door, three steps aside were 
needed at the most — though I was sure enough in my heart that it would 
open to me— and then I thought that doing so might delay me on the way 
to that appointment in which my honour was involved. Afterwards I was 
sorry for my punctuality — I might at least have peeped in and waved a hand 
to those panthers, but I knew enough by this time not to seek again belatedly 
that which is not found by seeking. Yes, that time made me very sorry. , . . 

“Years of hard work after that, and never a sight of the door. It’s only 
recently it has come back to me. With it there has come a sense as though 
some thin tarnish had spread itself over my world. I began to think of it as 
a sorrowful and bitter thing that I should never see that door again. Perhaps 
I was suffering a little from overwork — perhaps it was what I’ve heard 
spoken of as the feeling of forty. I don’t know. But certainly the keen 
brightness that makes effort easy has gone out of things recently, and that 
just at a time — with all these new political developments— when I ought to 
be working. Odd, isn’t it? But I do begin to find life toilsome, its rewards, 
as I come near them, cheap. I began a little while ago to want the garden 
quite badly. Yes — and I’ve seen it three times.” 

“The garden?” 

“No — the door! And I haven’t gone in!” 

He leaned over the table to me, with an enormous sorrow in his voice as 
he spoke. “Thrice I have had my chance — thrice! If ever that door offers 
itself to me again, I swore, I will go in, out of this dust and heat, out of this 
dry glitter of vanity, out of these toilsome futilities. I will go and never re- 
turn. This time I will stay. ... I swore it, and when the time came — I 
didn't go» 

“Three times in one year have I passed that door and failed to enter. Three 

times in the last year. 

“The first time was on the night of the snatch division on the Tenants’ 
Redemption Bill, on which the Government was saved by a majority of 
three. You remember? No one on our side— perhaps very few on the oppo- 
site side— expected the end that night. Then, the debate collapsed like 
eggshells. I and Hotchkiss were dining with his cousin at Brentford; we 
were both unpaired, and we were called up by telephone, and set off at once 
in his cousin’s motor. We got in barely in time, and on the way we passed 
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my wall 'and dDor—livid in the moonlight^, hlotched with hot yellow as:',the 
glare of our la'mps lit it^ but unmistakable. ‘My 'God!’ cried I. 'What? ’.said 
HorGhkiss, ‘Nothingr I answered, and the moment passed. 

" “ '‘I’ve 'made a great sacrifice,’ I told. 'the whip as I got in. ‘They all have,’ he 
said, and hurried by. 

“I do not see how I could have done otherwise then. And the next occa- 
sion was as I rushed to my father’s bedside to bid that stern old man fare- 
well. Then,. too, the claims of life were imperative. But the third time was 
different; it happened a week ago. It fills me with hot remorse to recall it. I 
was with Gurker and Ralphs — ^it’s no secret now, you know, that Fve had 
my talk with Gurker. We had been dining at Frobisher’s, and the talk had 
become intimate between us. The question of my place in the reconstructed 
Ministry lay always just over the boundary of the discussion. Yes — yes. That’s 
all settled. It needn’t be talked about yet, but there’s no reason to keep it 
secret from you. . . . Yes— -thanks! thanks! But let me tell you my story. 

“Then, on that night things were very much in the air. My position was a 
very delicate one. I was keenly anxious to get some definite 'word from 
Gurker, but was hampered by Ralphs’ presence. I was using the best power 
of my brain to keep that light and careless talk not too obviously directed to 
the point that concerned me. I had to. Ralphs’ behaviour since has more than 
justified my caution. . . . Ralphs, I knew, would leave us beyond the Ken- 
sington High Street, and then I could surprise Gurker by a sudden frank- 
ness. One has sometimes to resort to these little devices. . , . And then it 
was that in the margin of my field of vision I became aware once more of 
the white wall, the green door before us down the road. 

“We passed it talking. I passed it. I can still see the shadow of Gurker’s 
marked profile, his opera hat tilted forward over his prominent nose, the 
many folds of his neck wrap going before my shadow and Ralphs’ as we 
sauntered past. 

“I passed within twenty inches of the door. ‘If I say good-night to them, 
and go in,’ I asked myself, ‘what will happen?’ Amd I was all a-tinglc Cor that 
word with Gurker. 

“I could not answer that question in the tangle of my other problems. 
‘They will think me mad,’ I thought. ‘And suppose I vanish now! — Amazing 
disappearance of a prominent politician!’ That weighed with me. A thou- 
sand inconceivably petty worldiinesses weighed with me in tliat crisis.” 

Then he turned on me with a sorrowful smile, and, speaking slowly, “Here 
I ami” he said. 

„ “Here I am!” he repeated, “and my chance has gone from, me. Three times 
'in one year the door has been -offered me— the door that goes into peace, 
into" delight, into a beauty Eeyond dreaming, a kindness no man on earth 
can know. And I have- rejecteddt, Redmond, and it has gcine— — ” 

/“How' do you know?’’ "" . 

.“I-.-know. I know. I am left now to 'work it out, to stick to the tasks that 



held me so strongly when my moments came. You say 1 have success — this 
vulgar, tawdry, irksome, envied thing. I have it.” He had a walnut in his big 
hand. “If that was my success,” he said, and crushed it, and held it out for 
me to see. 

“Let me tell you something, Redmond. This loss is destroying me. For 
two months, for ten weeks nearly now, I have done no work at all, except 
the most necessary and urgent duties. My soul is full of inappeasable regrets. 
At nights— when it is less likely I shall be recognised — I go out. I wander. 
Yes. I wonder what people would think of that if they knew. A Cabinet 
Minister, the responsible head of that most vital of all departments, wander- 
ing alone— grieving— sometimes near audibly lamenting— for a door, for a 
garden!” 

IV 

I can see now his rather pallid face, and the unfamiliar sombre fire that 
had come into his eyes. I see him very vividly to-night. I sit recalling his 
words, his tones, and last evening’s Westminster Gazette still lies on my sofa, 
containing the notice of his death. At lunch to-day the club was busy with 
his death. We talked of nothing else. 

They found his body very early yesterday morning in a deep excavation 
near East Kensington Station. It is one of two shafts that have been made 
in connection with an extension of the railway southward. It is protected 
from the intrusion of the public by a hoarding upon die high-road, in w=^hich 
a small doorway has been cut for the convenience of some of the workmen 
who live in that direction. The doorway was left unfastened through a mis- 
understanding between two gangers, and through it he made his way. 

My mind is darkened with questions and riddles. 

It would seem he walked all the way from the House that night — ^he has 
frequently walked home during the past Session — and so it is I figure his 
dark form coming along the late and empty streets, wrapped up, intent. 
And then did the, pale electric lights near the station cheat the rough plank- 
ing into a semblance of white Did that fatal unfastened door awaken some 
memory.?^ 

Was there, after all, ever any green door in the wall at all? 

I do not know. I have told his story as he told it to me. There are times 
when I believe that Wallace was no more than the victim of the coincidence 
between a rare but not unprecedented type of hallucination and a careless 
trap, but that indeed is not my profoundest belief. You may think me super- 
stitious, if you will, and foolish; but, indeed, I am more than half convinced 
chat he had, in truth, an abnormal gift, and a sense, something— I know 
not what— that in the guise of wall and door offered him an outlet, a secret 
and peculiar passage of escape into another and altogether more beautiful 
world. At any rate, you will .say, ;it' 'betrayed him' 'in the end. But'did^ it' 
betray him? There yonfouch'the inmost -mystery pf these dreamers,’ these. 
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men of vision and the imagination. We see our world fair and common, the 
"hoarding and the. pit. By our daylight standard he walked out of security 
into darkness, danger, and death. 

But did he see like that.? 

AN EXPERIMENT IN MISERY 

Stephen Crane 

(1871-1900) 

It was late at night, and a fine rain was swirling softly down, causing the 
pavements to glisten with hue of steel and blue and yellow in the rays of 
the innumerable lights. A youth was trudging slowly, without enthusiasm, 
with his hands buried deep in his trousers’ pockets, tow^ard the dotvntown 
places \vhere beds can be hired for coppers. He was clothed in an aged and 
tattered suit, and his derby was a marvel of dust-covered crown and torn 
rim. He was going forth to eat as the wanderer may eat, and sleep as the 
homeless sleep. By the time he had reached City Hall Park he w^as so com- 
pletely plastered with yells of “bum” and “hobo,” and with various unholy 
epithets that small boys had applied to him at intervals, that he w-as in a 
state of the most profound dejection. The sifting rain saturated the old 
velvet collar of his overcoat, and as the wet cloth pressed against his neck, 
he felt that there no longer could be pleasure in life. He looked about him 
searching for an outcast of highest degree that they too might share miseries, 
but the lights threw a quivering glare over rows and circles of deserted 
benches that glistened damply, showing patches of wet sod hehind them. 
It seemed that their usual freights had fled on this night to better things. 
There were only squads of well-dressed Brooklyn people who swarmed 
towwds the bridge. 

The young man loitered about for a time and then went shuffling off 
down Park Row. In the sudden descent in style of the dress of the crow'd 
he felt relief, and as if he were at last in his own country. He began to see 
tatters that matched his tatters. In Chatham Square there were aimless men 
strewn in front of saloons and lodging-houses, standing sadly, patiently, 
reminding one vaguely of the, attitudes of chickens in a storm. He aligned 
himself with these men, ^aii'd turned slowly to occupy himself with the 
flowing life of the great street. 
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Through the mists of the cold and storming night, the cable cars went 
in silent procession, great affairs shining with red and brass, moving with 
formidable power, calm and irresistible, dangerful and gloomy, breaking 
silence only by the loud fierce cry of the gong. Two rivers of people swarmed 
along the sidewalks, spattered with black mud, which made each shoe 
leave a scarlike impression. Overhead elevated trains with a shrill grinding 
of the wheels stopped at the station, which upon its leglike pillars seemed 
to resemble some monstrous kind of crab squatting over the street. The 
quick fat puffings of the engines could be heard. Down an alley there were 
somber curtains of purple and black, on which street lamps dully glittered 
like embroidered flowers. , , 

A saloon stood with a voracious air on a corner. A sign leaning against the 
front of the door-post announced “Free hot soup to-nightP’ The sv/ing 
doors, snapping to and fro like ravenous lips, made gratified smacks as the 
saloon gorged itself with plump men, eating with astounding and endless 
appetite, smiling in some indescribable manner as the men came from all 
directions like sacrifices to a heathenish superstition. 

Caught by the delectable sign the young man allowed himself to be 
swallow^ed. A bartender placed a schooner of dark and portentous beer on 
the bar. Its monumental form upreared until the froth a-top was above the 
crown of the young man’s brown derby. 

“Soup over there, gents,” said the bartender affably. A little yellow man in 
rags and the youth grasped their schooners and went with speed toward a 
lunch counter, where a man with oily but imposing whiskers ladled genially 
from a kettle until he had furnished his two mendicants with a soup that 
was steaming hot, and in wffiich there were little floating suggestions of 
chicken. The young man, sipping his broth, felt the cordiality expressed by 
the warmth of the mixture, and he beamed at the man with oily but impos- 
ing whiskers, who was presiding like a priest behind an altar. “Have some 
more, gents?” he inquired of the two sorry figures before him. The little 
yellow man accepted with a swift gesture, but the youth shook his head 
and went out, following a man whose wondrous seediness promised that he 
would have a knowledge of cheap lodging-houses. 

On the sidewalk he accosted the seedy man. “Say, do you know a cheap 
place to sleep?” 

The other hesitated for a time, gazing sideways. Finally he nodded in 
the direction of the street, “I sleep up there,” he said, “when Eve got the 

'price.”; 

The young man shook his head dolefully. “That’s too rich for me.” 

At that moment there approached the two- a reeling man in strange gar- 
ments. His head was a fuddle of bushy hair and whiskers, from which his 
eyes peered with a guilty slant. In.'aiclpse sqrutiny.it was possible to dis- , 
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tinguish the cruel lines of a mouth which looked as if its lips had j ust closed 
with satisfaction over some tender and piteous morsel. He appeared like an 
assassin steeped in crimes performed awkwardly. 

But at this time his voice was tuned to the coaxing key of an affectionate 
puppy. He looked at the men with wheedling eyes, and began to sing a 
little melody for charity. 

“Say, gents, can’t yeh give a poor feller a couple of cents t’ git a bed? I 
got five, and I gits anudder two I gits me a bed. Now, on th’ square, gents, 
can’t yeh jest gimme two cents t’ git a bed? Novc, yeh know how a 
respecter’ble gentlem’n feels when he’s down on his luck, an’ I-—-” 

The seedy man, staring with imperturbable countenance at a train which 
clattered overhead, interrupted in an expressionless voice*— “Ah, go t’ 
h— 

But the youth spoke to the prayerful assassin in tones of astonishment 
and inquiry. “Say, you must be crazy! Why don’t yeh strike somebody that 
looks as if they had money?” 

The assassin, tottering about on his uncertain legs, and at intervals brush- 
ing imaginary obstacles from before his nose, entered into a long explana- 
tion of the psychology of the situation. It was so profound that it was 
unintelligible. 

When he had exhausted the subject, the young man said to him: 

“Let’s see th’ five cents.” 

The assassin wore an expression of drunken woe at this sentence, filled 
with suspicion of him. With a deeply pained air he began to fumble in his 
clothing, his red hands trembling. Presently he announced in a voice of 
bitter grief, as if he had been betrayed — “There’s on’y four.” 

“Four,” said the young man thoughtfully. “Well, look here, I’m a stranger 
here, an’ if ye’II steer me to your cheap joint I’ll find the other three.” 

The assassin’s countenance became instantly radiant with joy. Flis 
w^hiskers quivered with the wealth of his alleged emotions. Fie seized the 
young man’s hand in a transport of delight and friendliness. 

“B’ Gawd,” he cried, “if ye’ll do that, b’ Gawd, I’d say yeh was a damned 
good fellow, I would, an’ Fd remember yeh all m’ life, I would, b’ Gawd, 
an’ if I ever got a chance I’d return the compliment” — he spoke with 
drunken dignity— “b’ Gawd, I’d treat yeh white, I would, an’ Fd alius re- 
member yeh.” 

The young man drew back, looking at the assassin coldly. “Oh, that’s all 
right,” he said. “You show me th’ joint— that’s all you vc got t’ do ” 

The assassin, gesticulating gratitude, led the young man along a dark 
street . Finally he stopped before a little dusty door. He raised his hand 
impressively. “Look-a-hcre,” he said, and there was a thrill of deep and 
ancient wisdom upon his face, “Fve brought yeh here, an’ that’s my part, 
ain’t it? If th’ place don’t suit yeh, yeh needn’t git mad at me, need yeh? 
There wqn’t be no bad feeUn’,- will 
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, ‘'No/' said the young man. . ■ 

The assassin waved his arm tragiGally, and led the march up the st^ep 
stairway. On the way the young man furnished the assassin with three 
pennies. At the top a man with benevolent spectacles looked at them 
through a hole in a board. He collected their money, wrote some names on 
a register, and speedily was leading, the two men along a. gloom-shrouded 
•.Gorridor. 

: , Shortly after., the .beginning' of this, journey , the young, ..man.; felt his liver 
turn white, for from the dark and secret places of the building there sud- 
denly came to his nostrils strange and unspeakable odors, that assailed 
him like malignant diseases with wings. They seemed to be from human 
bodies closely packed in dens ; the exhalations from a hundred pairs of reek- 
ing lips; the fumes from a thousand bygone debauches; the expression of a 
thousand present miseries. 

A man, naked save for a little snuiff-colored undershirt, was parading 
sleepily along the corridor. He rubbed his eyes, and, giving vent to a 
prodigious yawn, demanded to be told the time, 

“Half-past one." 

The man yawned again. He opened a door, and for a moment his form 
was outlined against a black, opaque interior. To this door came the three 
men, and as it was again opened the unholy odors rushed out like fiends, 
so that the young man was obliged to struggle as against an overpowering 
wind. 

It was some time before the youth’s eyes were good in the intense gloom 
within, but the man with benevolent spectacles led him skillfully, pausing 
but a moment to deposit the limp assassin upon a cot. He took the youth 
to a cot that lay tranquilly by the window, and showing him a tall locker for 
clothes that stood near the head with the ominous air of a tombstone, left 
him. 

The youth sat on his cot and peered about him. There was a gas-jet in a 
distant part of the room, that burned a small flickering orange-hued flame. 
It caused vast masses of tumbled shadows in all parts of the place, save 
I where, immediately about it, there was a little grey haze. As the young 

mao’s eyes became used to the darkness,, he could see upon the cots that 
' thickly littered the floor the forms of men sprawled out, lying in deathlike 

! silence, or heaving and snoring with tremendous effort, like stabbed fish. 

The youth locked his derby and his shoes in the mummy case near him, 
and then lay down with an old and familiar coat around his shoulders, A 
j blanket he handed gingerly,, drawing, it, over, part of the coat. The cot was 

' covered with leather, and asEold'as melting snow. The youth was obliged 

! to shiver for some time on this affair, which' was like a slab. Presently, how-^ 

j ' ever, his chill gave him peace,-''and-:durmg’ this; period of leisure from it he 

turned his head to stare at his, Iriefid,' the assassin,, whom he could dimly 
; discern where he lay sprawled on ^icotin the abandon of a man filled with ' 
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drink. He was snoring with incredible vigor. His wet hair and beard dimly 
glistened^ and his inflamed nose shone with subdued lustre like a red light 
,in a fog. ,, 

Within reach of the youth’s hand was one who lay with yellow breast 
and shoulders bare to the cold drafts. One arm hung over the side of the 
cotyand the fingers lay full length upon the wet cement floor of the room. 
Beneath the inky brows could be seen the eyes of the man exposed by the 
partly opened lids. To the youth it seemed that he and this corpsedike being 
were exchanging a prolonged stare, and that the other threatened with his 
eyes. He drew back, watching his neighbor from the shadows of his 
blanket edge. The man did not move once through the night, but lay in 
this stillness as of death like a body stretched out expectant of the surgeon s 
knife. 

And all through the room could be seen the tawny hues of naked flesh, 
limbs thrust into the darkness, projecting beyond the cots; upreared knees, 
arms hanging long and thin over the cot edges. For the most part they were 
statuesque, carven, dead. With the curious lockers standing all about like 
tombstones, there was a strange effect of a graveyard where bodies were 
merely flung. 

Yet occasionally could be seen limbs wildly tossing in fantastic nightmare 
gestures, accompanied by guttural cries, grunts, oaths. And there was one 
fellow off in a gloomy corner, who in his dreams was oppressed by some 
frightful calamity, for of a sudden he began to utter long wails that went 
almost like yells from a hound, echoing wailfully and weird through this 
chill place of tombstones where men lay like the dead. 

The sound in its high piercing beginnings, that dwindled to final melan- 
choly moans, expressed a red and grim tragedy of the unfathomable possi- 
bilities of the man’s dreams. But to the youth these were not merely the 
shrieks of a vision-pierced man: they were an utterance of the meaning of 
the room and its occupants. It was to him the protest of the wretch who 
feels the touch of the imperturbable granite wheels, and who then cries with 
an impersonal eloquence, with a strength not from him, giving voice to the 
wail of a whole section, a class, a people. This, weaving into the young 
man’s brain, and mingling with his views of the vast and sombre shadows 
that, like mighty black fingers, curled around the naked bodies, made the 
young man so that he did not sleep, but lay carving the biographies for 
these men from his meagre experience. At times the fellow in the corner 
howled in a writhing agony of his imaginations. 

Finally a long lance-point of grey light shot through the dusty panes of 
the window. Without, the young man could see roofs drearily white in the 
dawning. The point of light yellowed and grew brighter, until the golden 
rays of the morning sun came in bravely and strong. They touched with 
radiant color the form'' -of a 'small 'Fat man, who snored in stuttering 
fashion^ His round and shinybald. head glowed suddenly with the valor 
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of a decoration. He sat up, blinked at the sun, swore fretfully, and pulled 
his blanket over the ornamental splendors of his head. 

The youth contentedly watched this rout of the shadows before the 
bright spears of the sun, and presently he slumbered. When he awoke he 
heard the voice of the assassin raised in valiant curses. Putting up his head, 
he perceived his comrade seated on the side of the cot engaged in scratch- 
ing his neck with long finger-nails that rasped like files. 

“Hully Jee, dis is a new breed. They’ve got can-openers on their feet.” 
He continued in a violent tirade. 

The young man hastily unlocked his closet and took out his shoes and 
hat. As he sat on the side of the cot lacing his shoes, he glanced about and 
saw that daylight had made the room comparatively commonplace and un- 
interesting. The men, whose faces seemed stolid, serene or absent, were 
engaged in dressing, while a great crackle of bantering conversation arose. 

A few were parading in unconcerned nakedness. Here and there were 
men of brawn, whose skins shone clear and ruddy. They took splendid 
poses, standing massively like chiefs. When they had dressed in their un- 
gainly garments there was an extraordinary change. They then showed 
bumps and deficiencies of all kinds. 

There were others who exhibited many deformities. Shoulders were 
slanting, humped, pulled this way and pulled that way. And notable among 
these latter men was the little fat man who had refused to allow his head 
to be glorified. His pudgy form, builded like a pear, bustled to and fro, 
while he swore in fishwife fashion. It appeared that some article of his 
apparel had vanished. 

The young man attired speedily, and went to his friend the assassin. At 
first the latter looked dazed at the sight of the youth. This face seemed 
to be appealing to him through the cloud wastes of his memory. He 
scratched his neck and reflected. At last he grinned, a broad smile gradually 
spreading until his countenance was a round illumination. ''Hello, Willie,” 
he cried cheerily. 

"Plello,” said the young man. “Are yeh ready t’ fly.^” 

“Sure.” The assassin tied his shoe carefully with some twine and came 
ambling. 

When he reached the street the young man experienced no sudden relief 
from tinholy atmospheres. He had forgotten all about them, and had been 
breathing naturally, and with no sensation of discomfort or distress. 

He was thinking of these things as he walked along the street, when he 
nais suddenly startled by feeling the assassin’s hand, trembling with excite- 
ment, clutching his arm, and when: the assassin spoke, his voice went into 
quavers from a supreme agitation.; 

‘TIi be hully, bloomin’ blowed if there wasn’t a feller with a nightshirt 
on up there in that joint,” 
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The youth was bewildered for a moment, but presently he turned to smile 
indulgently at the assassin’s humor. 

“Oh, you’re a d d liar,” he merely said. 

Whereupon the assassin began to gesture extravagantly, and take oath by 
strange gods. He frantically placed himself at the mercy of remarkable 
fates if his tale were not true. 

“Yes, he did! I cross m’ heart thousan’ times!” he protested, and at the 
moment his eyes were large with amazement, his mouth wrinkled in un- 
natural glee, 

“Yessir! A nightshirt! A hully white nightshirt!” 

“You lie!” 

“No, sir! I hope ter die b’fore I kin git anudder ball if there wasn’t a jay 
wid a hully, bloomin’ white nightshirt!” 

His face was filled with the infinite wonder of it. “A hully white night- 
shirt,” he continually repeated. 

The young man saw the dark entrance to a basement restaurant. There 
was a sign which read “No mystery about our hash!” and there were other 
age-stained and world-battered legends which told him that the place was 
within his means. He stopped before it and spoke to the assassin. “I guess 
I’ll git somethin’ t’ eat.” 

At this the assassin, for some reason, appeared to be quite embarrassed. 
He gazed at the seductive front of the eating place for a moment. Then he 
started slowly up the street. “Well, good-bye, Willie,” he said bravely. 

For an instant the youth studied the departing figure. Then he called out, 
“Hop on a minnet.” As they came together he spoke in a certain fierce way, 
as if he feared that the other would think him to be charitable. “Look-a- 
here, if yeh wanta git some breakfas’ I’ll lend yeh three cents t’ do it with. 
But say, look-a-here, you’ve gota git out an’ hustle. I ain’t goin’ € support 
yeh, or I’ll go broke b’fore night. I ain’t no millionaire.” 

“I take me oath, Willie,” said the assassin earnestly, “th’ on’y thing I really 
needs is a ball. Me t’roat feels like a fryin’-pan. But as I can’t get a ball, 
why, th’ next bes’ thing is breakfast, an’ if yeh do that for me, b’ Gawd, I 
say yeh was th’ whitest lad I ever see.” 

They spent a few moments in dexterous exchanges of phrases, in which 
they each protested that the other was, as the assassin had originally said, 
“a respecter’ble gentlem’n.” And they concluded with mutual assurances 
that they were the souls of intelligence and virtue. Then they went into the 
restaurant. 

r;:"'-' There was'^a ' long counter, ■dimly- lighted from hidden ' so-iirccs." Two" or 
three men in soiled white aprons rushed here and there. 

The youth bought a bowl of coffee 'for two cents and a roll for one cent. 
The'. assassin purchased the, -same. The bowls were webbed with brown 
seams, ' and the tin spoons .wore an. air -of -having emerged from the first 
pyramW. 'Upon-them.' were Mack mosslike- encrustations of age, and they 
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were bent and scarred from the attacks of loiig-forgotten teeth* But over 
their repast the wanderers waxed warm and mellow. The assassin grew 
affable as the hot mixture went soothingly down his parched throat, and 
the yGuiig man felt courage flow in his veins. 

Memories began to throng in on the assassin, and he brought forth long 
tales, intricate, incoherent, delivered with a chattering swiftness as from an 
old woman, ''—great job out’n Orange. Boss keep yeh hustlin’ though all 
time. I was there three days, and then I went an’ ask ’im t’ lend me a dollar. 
‘G-g-go ter the devil,’ he ses, an’ I lose me job.” 

"South no good. Damn niggers work for twenty-five an’ thirty cents a 
day. Run white man out. Good grub, though. Easy livin’.” 

"Yas; useter work little in Toledo, raftin’ logs. Make two or three dollars 
er day in the spring. Lived high. Cold as ice, though, in the vrinter.” 

"I was raised in northern N’York. O-a-ah, yeh jest oughto live there. No 
beer ner whisky, though, way off in the wood*s. But all th’ good hot grub 
yeh can eat. B’Gawd, I hung around there long as I could till th’ oV man 
fired me. ‘Git t’ hell outa here, yeh wuthless skunk, git t’ hell outa here, an^ 
go die,’ he ses, ‘You’re a hell of a father,’ I ses, ‘you are,’ an’ I quit ’im.” 

As they were passing from the dim eating place, they encountered an old 
man who was trying to steal forth with a tiny package of food, but a tall 
man with an indomitable moustache stood dragon fashion, barring the way 
of escape. They heard the old man raise a plaintive protest. "Ah, you always 
want to know^ what I take out, and you never see that I usually bring a 
package in here from my place of business.” 

As the w^anderers trudged slowly along Park Row, the assassin began to 
expand and grow blithe. "B’Gawd, we’ve been livin’ like kings,” he said, 
smacking appreciative lips. 

“Look out, or wee’ll have t’ pay fer it t’night,” said the youth with gloomy 
warning. 

But the assassin refused to turn his gaze toward the future. He went 
with a limping step, into which he injected a suggestion of lamblike 
gambols. His mouth was wreathed in a red grin. 

In the City Hall Park the two wanderers sat down in the little circle of 
benches sanctified by traditions of their class. They huddled in their old 
garments, slumbrously conscious of the march of the hours which for them 
had no meaning. 

The people of the street hurrying hither and thither made a blend of 
black figures changing yet frieze-like. They walked in their good clothes as 
upon important missions, giving no gaze to the two wanderers seated upon 
the benches. They expressed to the young man his infinite distance from all 
that he valued. Social position, comfort, the pleasures of living, were un- 
conquerable kingdoms. He felt a. sudden awe. 

And in the background a multitude of buildings, of pitiless hues and 
sternly high, were to him'emblematic-of.'aiatiqmforcing its regal head'ittto ^ 
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the clouds, throwin^^ downward glances; in the sublimity of its aspira- 
tions ignoring the wretches who may flounder at its feet. The roar of the 
city in his ear was to him the confusion of strange tongues, babbling heed- 
lessly; it was the clink of coin, the voice of the city's hopes which were to 
him' no,, hopes. 

He confessed himself an outcast, and his eyes from under the lowered 
rim of his hat began to glance guiltily, wearing the criminal expression that 
comes with certain convictions. 


TOBERMORY 

Saki 

(1870-1916) 

It was a chill, rain-washed afternoon of a late August day, that indefinite 
season when partridges are still in security or cold storage, and there is 
nothing to hunt— unless one is bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, 
in which case one may lawfully gallop after fat red stags. Lady Blemley’s 
house-party was not bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, hence 
there was a full gathering of her guests round the tea-table on this particular 
afternoon. And, in spite of the blankness of the season and the triteness of 
the occasion, there was no trace in the company of that fatigued restlessness 
which means a dread of the pianola and a subdued hankering for auction 
bridge. The undisguised open-mouthed attention of the entire party was 
fixed on the homely negative personality of Mr. Cornelius Appin. (3f all her 
guests, he was the one who had come to Lady Blemlcy with the vaguest 
reputation. Some one had said he was ‘‘clever," and he had got his invitation 
in the moderate expectation, on the part of his hostess, that some portion at 
least of his cleverness would be contributed to the general entertainment. 
Until tea-time that day she had been unable to discover in w!u\t direction, if 
any, his cleverness lay. He was neither a wit nor a croquet champion, a 
hypnotic force nor a begetter of amateur theatricals. Neither did his ex- 
terior suggest the sort of man., in whom, women are willing to pardon a 
'generous measure of mental deficiency. He had subsided into mere Mr. 

' Appiri, and^he Cornelius, seemed a piece of transparent baptismal bliiif. 
And now he was claiming, to'toyelauxiched on the world a discovery beside 
which the mventioa.:of gunpowder5„of^th€-printiiig-presSj, and of steam loco- 
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motion were inconsiderable trifles. Science had made bewildering strides in 
many directions during recent decades, but this thing seemed to belong to 
the domain of miracle rather than to scientific achievement. 

‘'And do you really ask us to believe,” Sir Wilfrid was saying, “that you 
have discovered a means for instructing animals in the art of human speech, 
and that dear old Tobermory has proved your first successful pupil?” 

“It is a problem at which I have worked for the last seventeen years,” said 
Mr. Appiii, “but only during the last eight or nine months have I been re- 
warded with glimmerings of success. Of course I have experimented with 
thousands of animals, but latterly only with cats, those wonderful creatures 
which have assimilated themselves so marvellously with our civilization 
while retaining all their highly developed feral instincts. Here and there 
among cats one comes across an outstanding superior intellect, just as one 
does among the ruck of human beings, and when I made the acquaintance 
of Tobermory a week ago I saw at once that I was in contact with a ‘Beyond- 
cat’ of extraordinary intelligence. I had gone far along the road to success 
in recent experiments; with Tobermory, as you call him, I have reached the 
goal.” 

Mr. Appin concluded his remarkable statement in a voice which he strove 
to divest of a triumphant inflection. No one said “Rats,” though Clovis's lips 
moved in a monosyllabic contortion which probably invoked those rodents 
of disbelief. 

“And do you mean to say,” asked Miss Resker, after a slight pause, “that 
you have taught Tobermory to say and understand easy sentences of one 
syllable?” 

“My dear Miss Resker,” said the wonder-worker patiently, “one teaches 
little children and savages and backward adults in that piecemeal fashion; 
when one has once solved the problem of making a beginning with an 
animal of highly developed intelligence one has no need for those halting 
methods. Tobermory can speak our language with perfect correctness.” 

This time Clovis very distinctly said, “Beyond-rats!” Sir Wilfrid was more 
polite, but equally sceptical. 

“Hadn’t we better have the cat in and judge for ourselves?” suggested 
Lady Blemley. 

Sir Wilfrid went in search of the animal, and the company settled them- 
selves down to the languid expectation of witnessing some more or less 
adroit drawing-room ventriloquism. 

In a minute Sir Wilfrid w^as back in the room, his face white beneath its 
tan and his eyes dilated with excitement. 

“By Gad, it’s true!”. 

His agitation was unmistakably genuine, and his hearers started forward 
in a thrill of awakened interest. 

Collapsing into an armchair he continued breathlessly: “I found him doz- 
ing in the smoking-room, and called ; out to him to come for his tea. He 
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blinked at me in his iisual way I said, 'Gome on, Toby; don’t keep us 
waiting’; and, '.by Gad!-.. he drawled out in a most horribly natural, voice, that 
he’d come when he dashed well pleased! I nearly jumped out of my skin!” 

Appin had preached to absolutely incredulous hearers; Sir Wilfrid’s state- 
ment carried instant conviction. A Babel-like chorus of startled exclamation 
arose, amid which the scientist sat mutely enjoying the first fruit of his 
stiipendous discovery. 

' ^ In:. the midst'of the clamour Tobermory entered, the room a,nd made, his 
way with velvet tread and studied unconcern across to the group seated 
round the tea-table. 

A sudden hush of awkwardness and constraint fell on the company. Some- 
how there seemed an element of embarrassment in addressing on equal 
terms a domestic cat of acknowledged dental ability. 

“Will you have some milk, Tobermory.?” asked Lady Blemley in a rather 
strained voice. 

“I don’t mind if I do>” was the response, coiiched in a tone of even in- 
difference. A shiver of suppressed excitement went through the listeners, 
and Lady Blemley might be excused for pouring out the saucerful of milk 
rather unsteadily. 

“Fm afraid Fve spilt a good deal of it,” she said apologetically. 

“After all, it’s not my Axminster,” was Tobermory’s rejoinder. 

Another silence fell on the group, and then Miss Rcsker, in her best 
district-visitor manner, asked if the human language had been difficult to 
learn, Tobermory looked squarely at her for a moment and then fixed his 
gaze serenely on the middle distance. It was obvious that boring questions 
lay outside his scheme of life. 

“What do you think of human intelligence?” asked Mavis Pellington 
lamely, 

“Of whose intelligence in particular?” asked Tobermory coldly. 

“Oh, well, mine for instance,” said Mavis, with a feeble laugh. 

“You put me in an embarrassing position,” said Tobermory, whose tone 
and attitude certainly did not suggest a shred of embarrassment. “When 
your inclusion in this house-party was suggested Sir Wilfrid protested, that 
you were the most brainless woman of his acquaintance, and that there naas 
a wide distinction between hospitality and the care of the feeble-minded. 
Lady Blemley replied that your lack of brain-power was the precise quality 
which had earned you your invitation, as you were the only person she 
could think of who might be. idiotic enough to buy their old car. You know, 
the one they call ‘The Envy of Sisyphus/ because it goes quite nicely up-hill 
if you push it.” 

Lady Blemley’s protestations^ would have had greater effect if she had not 
casually suggested to Mavismnly that /morning that the t:ar in question 
would be just the thing 'for Eerff own at her Devonshire home. 

; ' Major Barfeld/plungedfin' heavily to effect :a diversio.n. . 
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' ''How about your carryings-on with the tortoise-shell puss up at the, 
stables, eh,?’’ 

The moment he had said it every one realized the blunder. 

"One does not usually discuss these matters in public,” said Tobermory 
frigidly. "From a slight observation of your ways since you’ve been in this 
house I should imagine you’d find it inconvenient if I were to shift the con- 
versation on to your own little affairs.” 

The panic which ensued was not confined to the Major. 

"Would you like to go and see if cook has got your dinner ready ?” sug- 
gested Lady Blemley hurriedly, affecting to ignore the fact that it wanted 
at least two hours to Tobermory’s dinner-time. 

"Thanks,” said Tobermory, “not quite so soon after my tea. I don’t want 
to die of indigestion.” 

"Gats have nine lives, you know,” said Sir Wilfrid heartily. 

"Possibly,” answered Tobermory; “but only one liver.” 

"Adelaidel” said Mrs. Cornett, “do you mean to encourage that cat to go 
out and gossip about us in the servants’ hall?” 

The ‘panic had indeed become general. A narrow ornamental balustrade 
ran in front of most of the bedroom windows at the Towers, and it was 
recalled with dismay that this had formed a favourite promenade for Tober- 
mory at all hours, whence he could watch the pigeons — and heaven knew 
what else besides. If he intended to become reminiscent in his present out- 
spoken strain the effect would be something more than disconcerting. Mrs. 
Cornett, who spent much time at her toilet table, and whose complexion 
was reputed to be of a nomadic though punctual disposition, looked as ill 
at ease as the Major. Miss Scrawen, who wrote fiercely sensuous poetry and 
led a blameless life, merely displayed irritation; if you are methodical and 
virtuous in private you don’t necessarily want every one to know it. Bertie 
van Tahn, who was so depraved at seventeen that he had long ago given up 
trying to be any worse, turned a dull shade of gardenia white, but he did not 
commit the error of dashing out of the room like Odo Finsberry, a young 
gentleman who was understood to be reading for the Church and who was 
possibly disturbed at the thought of scandals he might hear concerning other 
people. Clovis had the presence of mind to maintain a composed exterior; 
privately he was calculating how long it would take to procure a box of fancy 
mice through the agency of the Exchange and Mart as a species of hush- 
money. 

Even in a delicate situation like the present, Agnes Resker could not 
endure to remain too long in the background. 

"Why did I ever come down here?” she asked dramatically. 

Tobermory immediately accepted the opening. 

"Judging by what you said to Mrs. Cornett on the croquet-lawn yesterday, 
you were out for food. You described the Blemleys as the dullest people to 
stay with that you knew, but said they were clever enough to employ a first- 
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rate cook; otherwise they’d find difficult to get any one to come down a 
second time.” 

'‘There’s not a word of truth in it! I appeal to Mrs. Cornett-— ■” exclaimed 
the discomfited Agnes. 

"Mrs. Cornett repeated your remark afterwards to Bertie van Tahn,” con- * 
tinued Tobermory, "and said, 'That woman is a regular Hunger Marcher; 
she’d go anywhere for four square meals a day,’ and Bertie van Tahn 
;'said— 

At this point the chronicle mercifully ceased. Tobermory had caught a 
glimpse of the big yellow Tom from the Rectory working his way through 
the shrubbery towards the stable wing. In a flash he had vanished through 
the open French window. 

With the disappearance of his too brilliant pupil Cornelius Appin found 
himself beset by a hurricane of bitter upbraiding, anxious inquiry, and 
frightened entreaty. The responsibility for the situation lay with him, and he 
must prevent matters from becoming worse. Could Tobermory impart his 
dangerous gift to other cats.? was the first question he had to answer. It 
was possible, he replied, that he might have initiated his intimate friend the 
stable puss into his new accomplishment, but it was unlikely that his teach- 
ing could have taken a wider range as yet. 

"Then,” said Mrs. Cornett, "Tobermory may be a valuable cat and a great 
pet; but I’m sure you’ll agree, Adelaide, that both he and the stable cat must 
be done away with without delay.” 

"You don’t suppose I’ve enjoyed the last quarter of an hour, do you?” said 
Lady Blemley bitterly. "My husband and I are very fond of Tobermory — at 
least, we were before this horrible accomplishment was infused into him; 
but now, of course, the only thing is to have him destroyed as soon as 
possible.” 

"We can put some strychnine in the scraps he always gets at dinner-time,” 
said Sir Wilfrid, "and I will go and drowm the stable cat myself. The coach- 
man will be very sore at losing his pet, but 111 say a very catching form of 
mange has bi'oken out in both cats and we’re afraid of it spreading to the 
kennels.” 

"But my great discovery!” expostulated Mr. Appin; "after all my years of 
research and experiment ” 

"You can go and experiment on the short-horns at the farm, who are 
under proper control,” said Mrs. Cornett, "or the elephants at the Zoological 
Gardens. They’re said to be highly intelligent, and they have this recom- 
'i.mendation, that they don’t come creeping about our bedrooms and under 
chairs, and so forth.”. 

A., An' archangel ecstatically 'proclaiming the Millennium, and then finding 
■.^that it clashed unpardanably, with- Henley and 'would have to be indefinitely 

postponed, could hardly have felt more crestfallen than Cornelius Appin at 
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tEe reception o£ his wonderful achievement. Public opinion, however/ was 
against him—in fact, had the general voice been consulted on the subject it 
is probable that a strong minority vote would have been in favour of includ- 
ing him in the strychnine diet. 

Defective train arrangements and a nervous desire to see matters brought 
to a finish prevented an immediate dispersal of the party, but dinner that 
evening was not a social success. Sir Wilfrid had had rather a trying time 
with the stable cat and subsequently with the coachman. Agnes Resker 
ostentatiously limited her repast to a morsel of dry toast, which she bit as 
though it were a personal enemy; while Mavis Pellington maintained a vin- 
dictive silence throughout the meal. Lady Blemley kept up a flow of what 
she hoped was conversation, but her attention was fixed on the doorway. A 
plateful of carefully dosed fish scraps was in readiness on the sideboard, but 
sweets and savoury and dessert went their way, and no Tobermory ap- 
peared either in the dining-room or kitchen. 

The sepulchral dinner was cheerful compared with the subsequent vigil 
in the smoking-room. Eating and drinking had at least supplied a distraction 
and cloak to the prevailing embarrassment. Bridge was out of the question 
in the general tension of nerves and tempers, and after Odo Finsberry had 
given a lugubrious rendering of “Melisande in the Wood” to a frigid audi- 
ence, music was tacitly avoided. At eleven the servants went to bed, 
announcing that the small window in the pantry had been left open as usual 
for Tobermory’s private use. The guests read steadily through the current 
batch of magazines, and fell back gradually on the ‘‘Badminton Library” 
and bound volumes of Lady Blemley made periodic visits to the 

pantry, returning each time with an expression of listless depression which 
forestalled questioning. 

At two o’clock Clovis broke the dominating silence. 

“He won’t turn up tonight. He’s probably in the local newspaper office 
at the present moment, dictating the first instalment of his reminiscences. 
Lady What’s-her-name’s book won’t be in it. It will be the event of the 

..day.’’: : ■ .. 

Having made this contribution to the general cheerfulness, Clovis went to 
bed. At long intervals the various members of the house-party followed his 
example. 

The servants taking round the early tea made a uniform announcement 
in reply to a uniform question. Tobermory had not returned. 

Breakfast was, if anything, a more unpleasant function than dinner had 
been, but before its conclusion the situation was relieved, Tobermory’s 
corpse was brought in from the. shrubbery, where a gardener had just 
discovered it. From the bites on his throat and the yellow fur which coated 
his claws it was evident that he- had fallen in unequal combat with the big 
*Tom from the Rectory. 


538 


TELLERS, OF TALES, 

By,' midday most of the guests 'had quitted' the Towers, and after lunch 
Lady' Blemley had sufficiently recovered her spirits to write an extremely 
nasty letter to the Rectory about the loss of her valuable pet. 

Tobermory had been Appin’s one successful pupil, and he was destined 
to have no successor. A few weeks later an elephant in the Dresden Zoologi- 
cal Garden, which had shown no previous signs of Irritability, broke loose 
and killed an Englishman who had apparently been teasing it. The ,victim’s 
name: was: 'Variously, reported in the papers as Oppin and Eppelin, lout his 
front name was faithfully rendered Cornelius. 

"If he was trying German irregular verbs on the poor beast,” said Clovis, 
"lie deserved all he got.” 


TO BUILD A FIRE 

Jack London 

(1876-1916) 


D AY HAD BROKEN cold and gfcy, exceedingly cold and grey, when the man 
turned aside from the main Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, 
where a dim and little-travelled trail led eastward through the fat spruce 
timberland. It was a steep bank, and he paused for breath at the top, excus- 
ing the act to himself by looking at his watch. It was nine o’clock. There was 
no sun nor hint of sun, though there was not a cloud in the sky. It was a 
clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible pall over the face of things, a 
subtle gloom that made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of 
sun. This fact did not worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. It 
had been days since he had seen the sun, and he knew that a few more days 
must pass before that cheerful orb, due south, would just peep above the 
sky-line and dip immediately from view. 

The man flung a look back along the way he had come. The Yukon lay 
a mile wide and hidden under three feet of ice. On top of this ice were as 
many feet of snow. It was all pure white, rolling in gentle iniclulations where 
the ice-jams of the freeze-up had formed. North and south, as far as his eye 
could see-, it was unbroken 'white, save for a dark hair-line that curved and 
twisted from around the spruce-covered island to the south, and that curved 
and 'twisted away into the north, 'where it disappeared behind another* 
spruce-covered 'island. This, .dark Lair-line was the trail-— the main trail — 
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that led south five hundred miles to the Chilcoot Pass, Dyea, and salt water; 
and that led north seventy miles to Dawson, and still on to the north a 
thousand miles to Nulato, and finally to St. Michael on Bering Sea, a thou- 
sand miles and half a thousand more. 

But all this — the mysterious, far-reaching hair-line trail, the absence of sun 
from the sky, the tremendous cold, and the strangeness and weirdness of it 
all— made BO impression on the man. It was not because he was long used 
to it. He was a newcomer in the land, a chechaquo, and this was his first 
winter. The trouble with him was that he was without imagination. He was 
quick and alert in the things of life, but only in the things, and not in the 
significances. Fifty degrees below zero meant eighty-odd degrees of frost. 
Such fact impressed him as being cold and uncomfortable, and that was all. 
It did not lead him to meditate upon his frailty as a creature of temperature, 
and upon man’s frailty in general, able only to live within certain narrow 
limits of heat and cold; and from there on it did not lead him to the 
conjectural field of immortality and man’s place in the universe. Fifty de- 
grees below zero stood for a bite of frost that hurt and that must be 
guarded against by the use of mittens, ear-flaps, warm moccasins, and thick 
socks. Fifty degrees below zero was to him just precisely fifty degrees below 
zero. That there should be anything more to it than that was a thought that 
never entered his head. 

As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There was a sharp, explosive 
crackle that startled him. He spat again. And again, in the air, before it 
could fall to the snow, the spittle crackled. He knew that at fifty below 
spittle crackled on the snow, but this spittle had crackled in the air. Un- 
doubtedly it was colder than fifty belovy^how much colder he did not 
know. But the temperature did not matter. He was bound for the old claim 
on the left fork of Henderson Creek, where the boys were already. They 
had come over across the divide from the Indian Creek country, while he 
had come the roundabout way to take a look at the possibilities of getting 
out logs in the spring from the islands in the Yukon. He would be in to 
camp by six o’clock; a bit after dark, it was true, but the boys would be 
there, a fire w^ould be going, and a hot supper would be ready. As for lunch, 
he pressed his hand against the protruding bundle under his jacket. It was 
also under his shirt, wrapped up in a handkerchief and lying against the 
naked skin. It was the only way to keep the biscuits from freezing. He 
smiled agreeably to himself as he thought of those biscuits, each cut open 
and sopped in bacon grease, and each enclosing a generous slice of fried 
bacon. ' - 

He plunged in among the big spruce trees. The trail was faint, A foot of 
snow had. fallen since the last sled had passed over, and he was glad he was 
without a sled, travelling light. In fact,, he carried nothing but the lunch 
%vrapped in the handkerchief. He was .surprised, however, at the cold. It 
certainly was cold, he concluded, as he rubbed his numb nose and cheek- 
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bones with liis mittened hand. He was a warm-whiskered man, but the hair 
on his face did not protect the high cheek-bones and the eager nose that 
thrust itself aggressively into the frosty air. 

At the man’s heels trotted a dog, a big native husky, the proper wolf-dog, 
grey-coated and without any visible or temperamental difference from its 
brother, the wild wolf. The animal was depressed by the tremendous cold. 
It knew that it was no time for travelling. Its instinct told it a truer tale than 
was told to the man by the man’s judgment. In reality, it was not merely 
colder than fifty below zero; it was colder than sixty below, than seventy 
below. It was seventy-five below zero. Since the freezing-point is thirty-two 
above zero, it meant that one hundred and seven degrees of frost obtained. 
The dog did not know anything about thermometers. Possibly in its brain 
there was no sharp consciousness of a condition of very cold such as was in 
the man’s brain. But the brute had its instinct. It experienced a vague but 
menacing apprehension that subdued it and made it slink along at the man’s 
heels, and that m^de it question eagerly every unwonted movement of the 
man as if expecting him to go into camp or to seek shelter somewhere and 
build a fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire, or else to burrow 
under the snow and cuddle its warmth away from the air. 

The frozen moisture of its breathing had settled on its fur in a fine 
powder of frost, and especially were its jowls, muzzle, and eyelashes 
whitened by its crystalled breath. The man’s red beard and mustache were 
likewise frosted, but more solidly, the deposit taking the form of ice and 
increasing with every warm, moist breath he exhaled. Also, the man was 
chewing tobacco, and the muzzle of ice held his lips so rigidly that he was 
unable to clear his chin when he expelled the juice. The result was that a 
crystal beard of the color and solidity of amber was increasing its length 
on his chin. If he fell down it would shatter itself, like glass, into brittle 
fragments. But he did not mind the appendage. It was the penalty all 
tobacco-chewers paid in that country, and he had been out before in two 
cold snaps. They had not been so cold as this, he knew, but by the spirit 
thermometer at Sixty Mile he knew they had been registered at fifty below 
and at fifty-five. 

He held on through the level stretch of woods for several miles, crossed 
a wide flat of nigger-heads, and dropped down a bank to the frozen bed of 
a small stream. This was Henderson Creek, and he knew he was ten miles 
from the forks. He looked at his watch. It was ten o’clock. He was making 
four miles an hour, and he calculated that he would arrive at the forks at 
half-past twelve. He decided to celebrate that event by eating his lunch 
there. 

The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a tail drooping discourage- 
ment, as the man swung along the creek-bed. The furrow of the old sled- 
trail was plainly visible, but a, dozen inches of snow covered the marks of 
the last runners. In a month no man had come up or down that silent creek. 
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The man held steadily on. He was not much given to thinking, and just 
then particularly he had nothing to think about save that he would eat 
lunch at the forks and that at six o’clock he would be in camp with the 
boys. There was nobody to talk to; and, had there been, speech would have 
been impossible because of the ice-muzzle on his mouth. So he continued 
monotonously to chew tobacco and to increase the length of his amber 
beard.'' ' ■■ ■ 

Once in a while the thought reiterated itself that it was very cold and that 
he had never experienced such cold. As he walked along he rubbed his 
cheek-bones and nose with the back of his mittened hand. He did this auto- 
matically, now and again changing hands. But rub as he would, the instant 
he stopped Hs cheek-bones went numb, and the following instant the end 
of his nose went numb. He was sure to frost his cheeks; he knew that, and 
experienced a pang of regret that he had not devised a nose-strap of the 
sort Bud wore in cold snaps. Such a strap passed across the cheeks, as well, 
and saved them. But it didn’t matter much, after all. What were frosted 
cheeks? A bit painful, that was all; they were never serious. 

Empty as the man’s mind was of thoughts, he was keenly observant, and 
he noticed the changes in the creek, the curves and bends and timber-jams, 
and always he sharply noted where he placed his feet. Once, coming around 
a bend, he shied abruptly, like a startled horse, curved away from the place 
where he had been walking, and retreated several paces back along the 
trail. The creek he knew was frozen clear to the bottom, — no creek could 
contain water in that arctic winter, — but he knew also that there were 
springs that bubbled out from the hillsides and ran along under the snow 
and on top the ice of the creek. He knew that the coldest snaps never froze 
these springs, and he knew likewise their danger. They were traps. They 
hid pools of water under the snow that might be three inches deep, or 
three feet. Sometimes a skin of ice half an inch thick covered them, and in 
turn was covered by the snow. Sometimes there were alternate layers of 
water and ice-skin, so that when one broke through he kept on breaking 
through for a while, sometimes wetting himself to the waist. 

That was why he had shied in such panic. He had felt the give under his 
feet and heard the crackle of a snow-hidden ice-skin. And to get his feet wet 
in such a temperature meant trouble and danger. At the very least it meant 
delay, for he would be forced to stop and build a fire, and under its protec- 
tion to bare his feet while he dried his socks and moccasins. He stood and 
studied the creek-bed and its banks, and decided that the flow of water 
came from the right. He reflected awhile, rubbing his nose and cheeks, then 
skirted to the left, stepping gingerly and, testing the footing for each step. 
Once clear of the danger, he took a fresh chew of tobacco and swung along 
at his four-mile gait; ■ , . 

In the course of the next two hours he came upon several similar traps. 
Usually the snow above the hidden pools had a sunken, candied appearance 
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that advertised the danger. Once again, however, he had a close call; and 
once, suspecting danger, he compelled the dog to go on in front. The dog 
did not want to go. It hung back until the man shoved it forward, and then 
it went quickly across the white, unbroken surface. Suddenly it broke 
through, floundered to one side, and got away to firmer footing. It had wet 
its forefeet and legs, and almost immediately the water that clung to it 
turned to ice. It made quick efforts to lick the ice off its legs, then dropped 
down in the snow and began to bite out the ice that had formed between 
the toes. This was a matter of instinct. To permit the ice to remain would 
mean sore feet. It did not know this. It merely obeyed the mysterious 
prompting that arose from the deep crypts of its being. But the man knew, 
having achieved a judgment on the subject, and he removed the mitten, 
from his right hand and helped tear out the ice-particles. He did not expose 
his fingers more than a minute, and was astonished at the swift numbness 
that smote them. It certainly was cold. He pulled on the mitten hastily, and 
beat the hand savagely across his chest. 

At twelve o’clock the day was at its brightest. Yet the sun was too far 
south on its winter journey to clear the horizon. The bulge of the earth 
intervened between it and Henderson Creek, where the man walked under 
a clear sky at noon and cast no shadow. At half-past twelve, to the minute, 
he arrived at the forks of the creek. He was pleased at the speed he had 
made. If he kept it up, he would certainly be with the boys by six. He un- 
buttoned his jacket and shirt and drew forth his lunch. The action consumed 
no more than a quarter of a minute, yet in that brief moment the numbness 
laid hold of the exposed fingers. He did not put the mitten on, but, instead, 
struck the fingers a dozen sharp smashes against his leg. Then he sat down 
on a snow-covered log to eat. The sting that followed upon the striking of 
his fingers against his leg ceased so quickly that he was startled. He had had 
no chance to take a bite of biscuit. He struck the fingers repeatedly and 
returned them to the mitten, baring the other hand for the purpose of 
eating. He tried to take a mouthful, but the ice-muzzle prevented. He had 
forgotten to build a fire and thaw out. He chuckled at his foolishness, and 
as he chuckled he noted the numbness creeping into the exposed fingers. 
Also, he noted that the stinging which had first come to his toes when he 
sat down was already passing away. He wondered whether the toes were 
warm or numb. He moved them inside the moccasins and decided that they 
were numb. 

He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up. He was a bit frightened. 
He stamped up and down until the stinging returned into the feet. It cer- 
tainly was cold, was his thought. That man from Sulphur Creek had spoken 
the truth when telling how cold.it sometimes got in the country. And he 
had laughed at him at the time] That showed one must not be too sure 
• of things. There was no mistake about it, it was cold. He strode up and 
down, stamping his feet and threshing his arms, until reassured by the 
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returfling warmth. Then he got out matches and proceeded to make a fire. 
From the undergrowth, where high water of the previous spring had lodged 
a supply of seasoned twigs, he got his fire-wood. Working carefully from a 
small beginning, he soon had a roaring fire, over which he thawed the ice 
from his face and in the protection of which he ate his biscuits. For the 
moment the cold of space was outwitted. The dog took satisfaction in the 
fire, stretching out close enough for warmth and far enough away to escape 
being singed. „ 

When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and took his comfortable 
time over a smoke. Then he pulled on his mittens, settled the earflaps of his 
cap firmly about his ears, and took the creek trail up the left fork. The dog 
was disappointed and yearned back toward the fire. This man did not know 
cold. Possibly all the generations of his ancestry had been ignorant of cold, 
of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven degrees below freezing-point 
But the dog knew; all its ancestry knew, and it had inherited the knowl- 
edge, And it knew that it was not good to walk abroad in such fearful cold. 
It was the time to lie snug in a hole in the snow and wait for a curtain of 
cloud to be drawn across the face of outer space whence this cold came. 
On the other hand, there was no keen intimacy between the dog and the 
man, The one was the toil-slave of the other, and the only caresses it had 
ever received were the caresses of the whip-lash and of harsh and menacing 
throat-sounds that threatened the whip-lash. So the dog made no effort to 
communicate its apprehension to the man. It was not concerned in the wel- 
fare of the man; it was for its own sake that it yearned back toward the fire. 
But the man whistled, and spoke to it with the sound of whip-lashes, and 
the dog swung in at the man's heels and followed after. 

The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded to start a new amber 
beard. Also, his moist breath quickly powdered with white his mustache, 
eyebrows, and lashes. There did not seem to be so many springs on the left 
fork of the Henderson, and for half an hour the man saw no signs of any. 
And then it happened. At a place where there were no signs, where the 
soft, unbroken snow seemed to advertise solidity beneath, the man broke 
through. It was not deep. He wet himself halfway to the knees before he 
floundered out to the firm crust. 

He was angry, and cursed his luck aloud. He had hoped to get into camp 
with the boys at six o’clock, and this would delay him an hour, for he would 
have to build a fire and dry out his foot-gear. This was imperative at that 
low temperature— -he knew that much; and he turned aside to the bank, 
which he climbed. On top, tangled in the underbrush about the trunks of 
several small spruce trees, was a high-water deposit of dry fire-wood — sticks 
and twigs, principally, but also larger portions of seasoned branches and 
fine, dry, last-year’s grasses. He threw, down several large pieces on top 
of the snow. This served for a foundation and prevented the young flame 
from drowning itself in the snow it otherwise would melt. The flame he got 
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by touching a match to a small shred of birch-bark that he took from his 
pocket. This burned even more readily than paper. Placing it on the founda- 
tion, he fed the young flame with wisps of dry grass and with the tiniest dry 
twigs., 

He w^orked slowly and carefully, keenly aware of his danger. Gradually, 
as the flame grew stronger, he increased the size of the twigs with which 
he fed it. He squatted in the snow, pulling the twigs out from their en- 
tanglement in the brush and feeding directly to the flame. He knew there 
must be no 'failure. When it is seventy-five below zero, a man must not fail 
in his first attempt to build a fire-— that is, if his feet are wet. If his feet are 
dry, and he fails, he can run along the trail for half a mile and restore his 
circulation. But the circulation of wet and freezing feet cannot be restored 
by running when it is seventy-five below. No matter how fast he runs, the 
wet feet will freeze the harder. 

All this the man knew. The old-timer on Sulphur Creek had told him 
about it the previous fall, and now he was appreciating the advice. Already 
all sensation had gone out of his feet. To build the fire he had been forced 
to remove his mittens, and the fingers had quickly gone numb. His pace of 
four miles an hour had kept his heart pumping blood to the surface of hil 
body and to all the extremities. But the instant he stopped, the action of 
the pump eased down. The cold of space smote the unprotected tip of the 
planet, and he, being on that unprotected tip, received the full force of 
the blow. The blood of his body recoiled before it. The blood was alive, 
like the dog, and like the dog it wanted to hide away and cover itself up 
from the fearful cold. So long as he walked four miles an hour, he pumped 
that blood, willy-nilly, to the surface; but now it ebbed away and sank down 
into the recesses of his body. The extremities were the first to feel its ab- 
sence. His wet feet froze the faster, and his exposed fingers numbed the 
faster, though they had not yet begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks were 
already freezing, while the skin of all his body chilled as it lost its blood. 

But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would be only touched by the 
frost, for the fire was beginning to burn with strength. He was feeding it 
with twigs the size of his finger. In another minute he would be able to 
feed it with branches the size of his wrist, and then he could remove his 
wet foot-gear, and, while it dried, he could keep his naked feet warm by 
the fire, rubbing them at first, of course, with snow. The fire was a success. 
He was safe. He remembered the advice of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek, 
and smiled. The old-timer had been very serious in laying down the law 
that no man must travel alone in the Klondike after fifty below. Well, here 
he was; he had had the accident; he was alone; and he had saved himself. 
Those old-timers were rather, womanish, some of them, he thought. All a 
man had to do was to keep his head, and he was all right. Any man who 
was a man could travel alonej But it was surprising, the rapidity with which 
his cheeks and nose were freezing. And he had not thought his fingers could 
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go lifeless in so short a time. Lifeless they were, for he could scarcely make 
them move together to grip a twig, and they seemed remote from his body 
and from him. When he touched a twig, he had to look and see whether 
or not he had hold of it. The wires were pretty well down between him and 
his finger-ends. 

All of which counted for little. There was the fire, snapping and erackling 
and promising life with every dancing flame. He started to untie his 
moccasins. They were coated with ice; the thick German socks were like 
sheaths of iron halfway to the knees; and the moccasin strings were like 
rods of steel all twisted and knotted as by some conflagration. For a moment 
he tugged with his numb fingers, then, realizing the folly of it, he drew his 
sheath-knife. 

But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It was his own fault or, 
rather, his mistake. He should not have built the fire under the spruce tree. 
He should have built it in the open. But it had been easier to pull the twigs 
from the brush and drop them directly on the fire. Now the tree under 
which he had done this carried a w^eight of snow on its boughs. No wind 
had blown for weeks, and each bough was fully freighted. Each time he had 
pulled a twig he had communicated a slight agitation to the tree — an im- 
perceptible agitation, so far as he was concerned, but an agitation sufficient 
to bring about the disaster. High up in the tree one bough capsized its load 
of snow. This fell on the boughs beneath, capsizing them. This process 
continued, spreading out and involving the whole tree. It grew like an 
avalanche, and it descended without warning upon the man and the fire, 
and the fire was blotted out! Where it had burned was a mantle of fresh 
and disordered snow. 

The man was shocked. It was as though he had just heard his own sen- 
tence of death. For a moment he sat and stared at the spot where the fire 
had been. Then he grew very calm. Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur Creek 
was right. If he had only had a trail-mate he would have been in no danger 
now. The trail-mate could have built the fire. Well, it was up to him to 
build the fire over again, and this second time there must be no failure. 
Even if he succeeded, he would most likely lose some toes. His feet must 
be badly frozen by now, and there w^ould be some time before the second 
fire was ready. 

Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think them. He Vv^as busy 
all the time they were passing through his mind. He made a new founda- 
tion for a fire, this time in the open, where no treacherous tree could blot 
it out. Next, he gathered dry grasses and tiny twigs from the high-water 
flotsam. He could not bring his fingers together to pull them out, but he 
was able to gather them by the handful. In this way he got many rotten 
twigs and bits of green moss that were undesirable, but it was the best he 
could do. He worked methodically, even, collecting an armful of the larger 
branches to be used later when the fire gathered strength. And all the while 
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tlie dog sat and watched him, a certain yearning wistfulness in its eyes, for it 
looked upon him as the fire-provider, and the fire was slow in coming. 

When all was ready, the man reached in his pocket for a second piece of 
birch-bark. He knew the bark was there, and, though he could not feel it 
with his fingers, he could hear its crisp rustling as he fumbled for it. Try as 
he would, he could not clutch hold of it. And all the time, in his conscious- 
ness, was the knowledge that each instant his feet were freezing. This 
thought tended to put him in a panic, but he fought against it and kept 
calm. He pulled on his mittens with his teeth, and threshed his arms back 
and forth, beating his hands with all his might against his sides . He did this 
sitting down, and he stood up to do it; and all the while the dog sat in the 
snow, its wolf-brush of a tail curled around warmly over its forefeet, its 
sharp wolf-ears pricked forward intently as it watched the man. And the 
man, as he beat and threshed with his arms and hands, felt a great surge of 
envy as he regarded the creature that was warm and secure in its natural 
covering. 

After a time he was aware of the first far-away signals of sensation in his 
beaten fingers. The faint tingling grew stronger till it evolved into a sting- 
ing ache that was excruciating, but which the man hailed with satisfaction. 
He stripped the mitten from his right hand and fetched forth the bircfi 
bark. The exposed fingers were quickly going numb again. Next he brought 
out his bunch of sulphur matches. But the tremendous cold had already 
driven the life out of his fingers. In his effort to separate one match from 
the others, the whole bunch fell in the snow. He tried to pick it out of the 
snow, but failed. The dead fingers could neither touch nor clutch. He was 
very careful. He drove the thought of his freezing feet, and nose, and cheeks, 
out of his mind, devoting his whole soul to the matches. He watched, using 
the sense of vision in place of that of touch, and when he saw his fingers 
on each side the bunch, he closed them — that is, he willed to close them, 
for the wires were down, and the fingers did not obey. He pulled the mitten 
on the right hand, and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then, with both 
mittened hands, he scooped the bunch of matches, along with much snow, 
into his lap. Yet he was no better off. 

After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the heels 
of his mittened hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. The ice 
crackled and snapped when by a violent effort he opened his mouth. He 
drew the lower jaw in, curled the upper lip out of the way, and scraped the 
bunch with his upper teeth in order to separate a match. He succeeded in 
getting one, which he dropped on his lap. He was no better off. He could 
not pick it up. Then he devised a way. He picked it up in his teeth and 
scratched it on his leg. Twenty times he scratched before he succeeded in 
lighting it. As it flamed he held it' with his teeth to the birch-bark. But the 
burning brimstone went up his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to 
cough spasmodically. The match fell into the snow and went out. 
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The old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right, he thought in the moment of 
controlled despair that ensued: after fifty below, a man should travel with 
a partner. He beat his hands, but failed in exciting any sensation. Suddenly 
he bared both hands, removing the mittens with his teeth. He caught the 
whole bunch between the heels of his hands. His arm-muscles not being 
frozen enabled him to press the hand-heels tightly against the matches. 
Then he scratched the bunch along his leg. It flared into flame, seventy 
sulphur matches at oncel There was no wind to blow them out. He kept 
his head to one side to escape the strangling fumes, and held the blazing 
bunch to the birch-bark. As he so held it, he became aware of sensation in 
his hand. His flesh was burning. He could smell it. Deep down below the 
surface he could feel it. The sensation developed into pain that grew acute. 
And still he endured it, holding the flame of the matches clumsily to the 
bark that would not light readily because his own burning hands were in 
the way, absorbing most of the flame. 

At last, when he could endure no more, he jerked his hands apart. The 
blazing matches fell sizzling into the snow, but the birch-bark was alight. 
He began laying dry grasses and the tiniest twigs on the flame. He could 
not pick and choose, for he had to lift the fuel between the heels of his 
hands. Small pieces of rotten wood and green moss dung to the twigs, and 
he bit them off as well as he could with his teeth. He cherished the flame 
carefully and awkwardly. It meant life, and it must not perish. The with- 
drawal of blood from the surface of his body now made him begin to shiver, 
and he grew more awkward. A large piece of green moss fell squarely on 
the little fire. He tried to poke it out with his fingers, but his shivering 
frame made him poke too far, and he disrupted the nucleus of the little fire, 
the burning grasses and tiny twigs separating and scattering. He tried to 
poke them together again, but in spite of the tenseness of the effort, his 
shivering got away with him, and the twigs were hopelessly scattered. Each 
twig gushed a puff of smoke and went out. The fire-provider had failed. As 
he looked apathetically about him, his eyes chanced on the dog, sitting 
across the ruins of the fire from him, in the snow, making restless, hunching 
movements, slightly lifting one forefoot and then the other, shifting its 
weight back and forth on them with wistful eagerness. 

The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head. He remembered the 
tale of the man, caught in a blizzard, who killed a steer and crawled inside 
the carcass, and so was saved. He would kill the dog and bury his hands in 
the warm body until the numbness went out of them. Then he could build 
another fire. He spoke to the dog, calling it to him; but in his voice was a 
strange note of fear that frightened the animal, who had never known the 
man to speak in such way before. Something was the matter, and its 
suspicious nature sensed danger— it knew tiot what danger, but somewhere, 
somehow, in its brain arose an apprehension of the man. It flattened its ears 
down at the sound of the man’s voice, arid its restless, hunching movements 
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and the liftings and shiftings of its forefeet beGanie more pronounced; but 
it would not come to the man. He got on his hands and knees and crawled 
toward the dog. This unusual posture again excited suspicion^ and the 
animal sidled mincingly away. 

The man sat up in the snow for a moment and struggled for calmness. 
Then he pulled on his mittens, by means of his teeth, and got upon his 
feet. He glanced down at first in order to assure himself that he was really 
standing up, for the absence of sensation in his feet left him unrelated to 
the earth. His erect position in itself started to drive the webs of suspicion 
from the dog’s mind; and when he spoke peremptorily, with the sound of 
whip-lashes in his voice, the dog rendered its customary allegiance and came 
to him. As it came within reaching distance, the man lost his control. His 
arms flashed out to the dog, and he experienced genuine surprise when he 
discovered that his hands could not clutch, that there was neither bend nor 
feeling in the fingers. He had forgotten for the moment that they were 
frozen and that they were freezing more and more. All this happened 
quickly, and before the animal could get away, he encircled its body with 
his arms. He sat down in the snow, and in this fashion held the dog, while 
it snarled and whined and struggled. 

But it was all he could do, hold its body encircled in his arms and sit 
there. He realized that he could not kill the dog. There was no way to do 
it. With his helpless hands he could neither draw nor hold his sheath-knife 
nor throttle the animal. He released it, and it plunged wildly away, with 
tail between its legs, and still snarling. It halted forty feet away and surveyed 
him curiously, with ears sharply pricked forward. The man looked down at 
his hands in order to locate them, and found them hanging on the ends of 
his arms. It struck him as curious that one should have to use his eyes in 
order to find out where his hands were. He began threshing his arms back 
and forth, beating the mittened hands against his sides. He did this for 
five minutes, violently, and his heart pumped enough blood up to the sur- 
face to put a stop to his shivering. But no sensation was aroused in the 
hands. He had an impression that they hung like weights on the ends of 
his arm.s, but when he tried to run the impression down, he could not 
find it. 

A certain fear of death, dull and oppressive, came to him. This fear quickly 
became poignant as he realized that it was no longer a mere matter of 
freezing his fingers and toes, or of losing his hands and feet, but that it was 
a matter of life and death with the chances against him. This threw him 
into a panic, and he turned and ran up the creek-bed along the old, dim 
trail. The dog joined in behind and kept up with him. He ran blindly, 
without intention, in fear such as, he had never known in his life. Slowly, 
as he ploughed and floundered through, the snow, he began to see things 
again, — the banks of the creek, the old timber-jams, the leafless aspens, and 
the sky. The running made hiM feel better.,. He did not shiver. Maybe, if he 
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ran on/ his feet would thaw out; and, anyway, if he ran far enough, he 
would reach camp and the boys. Without doubt he would lose some fingers 
and toes and some of his face; but the boys would take care of him, and 
save the rest of him when he got there. And at the same time there was 
another thought in his mind that said he would never get to the camp and 
the boys; that it was too many miles away, that the freezing had too great a 
start on him, and that he would soon be stiff and dead. This thought he 
kept in the background and refused to consider. Sometimes it pushed itself 
forward and demanded to be heard, but he thrust it back and strove to 
think of other things. 

It struck him as curious that he could run at all on feet so frozen that he 
could not feel them when they struck the earth and took the weight of his 
body. He seemed to himself to skim along above the surface, and to have 
no connection with the earth. Somewhere he had once seen a winged 
Mercury, and he wondered if Mercury felt as he felt when skimming over 
the earth. 

His theory of running until he reached camp and the boys had one flaw 
in it: he lacked the endurance. Several times he stumbled, and finally he 
tottered, crumpled up, and fell. When he tried to rise, he failed. He must 
sit and rest, he decided, and next time he would merely walk and keep on 
going. As he sat and regained his breath, he noted that he was feeling quite 
warm and comfortable. He was not shivering, and it even seemed that a 
warm glow had come to his chest and trunk. And yet, when he touched his 
nose or cheeks, there was no sensation. Running would not thaw them out. 
Nor would it thaw out his hands and feet. Then the thought came to him 
that the frozen portions of his body must be extending. He tried to keep 
this thought down, to forget it, to think of something else; he was aware 
of the panicky feeling that it caused, and he was afraid of the panic. But the 
thought asserted itself, and persisted, until it produced a vision of his body 
totally frozen. This was too much, and he made another wild run along the 
trail. Once he slowed down to a walk, but the thought of the freezing 
extending itself made him run again. 

And all the time the dog ran with him, at his heels. When he fell down 
a second time, it curled its tail over its forefeet and sat in front of him, 
facing him, curiously eager and intent. The warmth and security of the 
animal angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened down its ears appeas- 
ingly. This time the shivering came more quickly upon the man. He was 
losing in his battle with the frost. It was creeping into his body from all 
sides. The thought of it drove him on, but he ran no more than a hundred 
feet, when he staggered and pitched headlong. It was his last panic. When 
he had recovered his breath and control, he sat up and entertained in his 
mind the conception of meeting death with dignity. However, the concep- 
tion did not come to him in such terms. His idea of it was that he had been 
making a fool of himself, running around like a chicken with its head cut 
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off— -such was the simile that occurred to him. Well, he was bound to 
freeze anyway, and he might as well take it decently. With this new-found 
peace of mind came the first glimmerings of drowsiness, A good idea, he 
thought, to sleep off to death. It was like taking an anaesthetic. Freezing was 
not so bad as people thought- There were lots worse ways to die. 

He pictured the boys finding his body next day. Suddenly he found him- 
self with them, coming along the trail and looking for himself. And, still 
with them, he came around a turn in the trail and found himself lying in 
the snow. He did not belong with himself any more, for even then he was 
out of himself, standing with the boys and looking at himself in the snow. 
It certainly was cold, was his thought. When he got back to the States he 
could tell the folks what real cold was. He drifted on from this to a vision 
of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek. He could see him quite clearly, warm 
and comfortable, and smoking a pipe, 

“You were right, old boss; you were right,” the man mumbled to the old- 
timer of Sulphur Creek. 

Then the man drowsed off into what seemed to him the most comfortable 
and satisfying sleep he had ever known. The dog sat facing him and wait- 
ing. The brief day drew to a close in a long, slow twilight. There were no 
signs of a fire to be made, and, besides, never in the dog’s experience had 
it known a man to sit like that in the snow and make no fire. As the twi- 
light drew on, its eager yearning for the fire mastered it, and with a great 
lifting and shifting of forefeet, it whined softly, then flattened its ears 
down in anticipation of being chidden by the man. But the man remained 
silent. Later, the dog whined loudly. And still later it crept close to the 
man and caught the scent of death. This made the animal bristle and back 
away. A little longer it delayed, howling under the stars that leaped and 
danced and shone brightly in the cold s%. Then it turned and trotted up 
the trail in the direction of the camp it knew, where were the other food- 
providers and fire-providers. 



The next sixteen stories are by Russian authors, I have placed them to- 
gether for the reason stated in the introduction, and 1 have put them just 
here because on the whole the stories that precede them seem in no way to 
have been affected by a foreign influence, whereas the stories that follow 
them have been to a greater or a less extent, directly or indirectly, condi- 
tioned by the theory and practice of the Russians, It may be that some of the 
authors of our own day have never read a single Russian story, but have 
been notwithstanding responsive to the feeling in the air and would not 
have written in quite the same way if neither Tolstoy nor Che f^hov had 
lived. But my division is rough and ready. Some of the earlier stories have 
such a modern air that ont can hardly believe that their authors were born 
so long ago, while among the later ones the reader will flnd several (and 
very good they are too in their way ) which show no signs that their authors 
are aware of any change in outloo\ on the short story since the middle of 
the nineteenth century. But it is no new thing that artists will not fit them- 
selves into the patterns that are convenient to the critic; and if a man who 
was born in 18^0 insists on writing as though he were contemporary with 
Christopher Isherwood, or, contrariwise, if a man who was born at the end 
of the nineteen hundreds constructs a story in the manner of Guy de 
Maupassant, the anthologist can do nothing but ma\e the best of it. The 
moral is that a lot of theorizing about artistic products is moonshine. 
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THE DEATH OF IVAN ILYGH 

Leo Tolstoy 

(1828-1910) 

TRANSLATED BY AYLMER MAUDE 


D URiKG AN INTERVAL in the Melvinski trial in the large building of the Law 
Courts the members and public prosecutor met in Ivan Egorovich Shebek’s 
private room, where the conversation turned on the celebrated Krasovski 
case. Fedor Vasilievich warmly maintained that^it was not subject to their 
jurisdiction^ Ivan Egorovich maintained the contrary, while Peter Ivanovich, 
not having entered into the discussion at the start, took no part in it but 
looked through the Gazette which had just been handed in. 

‘Gentlemen,’ he said, Ivan Ilych has died!’ 

‘You don’t say so!’ 

‘Here, read it yourself,’ replied Peter Ivanovich, handing Fedor Vasilievich 
the paper still damp from the press. Surrounded by a black border were the 
words: ‘Praskovya Fedorovna Golovin^ with profound sorrow, informs 
relatives and friends of the demise of her beloved husband Ivan Ilych 
Golovin, Member of the Court of Justice, which occurred on February the 
4th of this year 1882. The funeral will take place on Friday at one o’clock in 
the afternoon.’ 

Ivan Ilych had been a colleague of the gentlemen present and Avas liked 
by them all. He had been ill for some weeks with an illness said to be incur- 
able. His post had been kept open for him, but there had been conjectures 
that in case of his death Alex&v might receive his appointment, and that 
either Vinnikov or Shtftel would succeed Alex&v. So on receiving the 
news of Ivan Ilych’s death the first thought of each of the gentlemen in that 
private room was of the changes and promotions it might occasion among 
themselves or their acquaintances. 

‘I shall be sure to get ShtabeFs place or Vinnikov’s,’ thought Fedor 
Vasilievich. ‘I was promised that long ago, and the promotion means an 
extra eight hundred rubles a year for me besides the allowance.’ 

; ‘Now I must apply for my brother-in-law’s transfer from Kaluga,’ thought 
Peter Ivanovich. ‘My wife will be very glad, and then she won’t be able to 
say that I never , do anything for her relations.’ 



THE DEATH:oF IVAN ILYCH . : ,553 

T thought he would never leave his bed again/ said Peter Ivanovich 
a.loud. It's very ;Sad/ „ ' 

'But what really was the matter with him?’ 

'The doctors couldn’t say— at least they could, but each of them said 
something different. When last I saw him I thought he was getting better.’ 

'And I haven’t been to see him since the holidays; I always meant to go.’ 

. 'Had he any property?’' 

1 think his wife had a little — but something quite trifling.’ 

'We shall have to go to see her, but they live so terribly far away.’ 

'Far away from you, you mean. Everything’s far away from your place.’ 

'You see, he never can forgive my living on the other side of the river/ 
said Peter Ivanovich, smiling at Shebek. Then, still talking of the distances 
between different parts of the city, they returned to the Court. 

Besides considerations as to the possible transfers and promotions likely 
to result from Ivan Ilych’s death, the mere fact of the death of a near 
acquaintance aroused, as usual, in all who heard of it the complacent feel- 
ing that, ‘it is he who is dead and not 1/ 

Each one thought or felt, 'Well, he’s dead but I’m alive!’ But the more 
intimate of Ivan Ilych’s acquaintances, his so-called friends, could not help 
thinking also that they would now have to fulfil the very tiresome demands 
of propriety by attending the funeral service and paying a visit of condolence 
to the widow. 

Fedor Vasilievich and Peter Ivanovich had been his nearest acquaintances, 
Peter Ivanovich had studied law with Ivan llych and had considered himself 
to be under obligations to him. 

Having told his wife at dinner-time of Ivan Ilych’s death, and of his con- 
jecture that it might be possible to get her brother transferred to their 
circuit, Peter Ivanovich sacrificed his usual nap, put on his evening clothes, 
and drove to Ivan Ilych’s house. 

At the entrance stood a carriage and two cabs. Leaning against the wall 
in the hall downstairs near the cloak-stand was a coffin-lid covered with 
cloth of gold, ornamented with gold cord and tassels, that had been polished 
up with metal pow^der. Tw^o ladies in black were taking off their fur cloaks. 
Peter Ivanovich recognized one of them as Ivan Ilych’s sister, but the other 
was a stranger to him. His colleague Schwartz was just coming downstairs, 
but on seeing Peter Ivanovich enter he stopped and winked at him, as if to 
say: Ivan Ilych has made a mess of things— not like you and me/ 

Schwartz’s face with his Piccadilly whiskers, and his slim figure in eve- 
ning dress, had as usual an air of elegant solemnity which contrasted with 
the playfulness of his character and had a special piquancy here, or so it 
seemed to Peter Ivanovich. 

Peter Ivanovich allowed the ladies to precede him and slowly followed 
them upstairs. Schwartz did not come down but remained where he was, 
and Peter Ivanovich understood that , he wanted to arrange,„ where they 
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should play bridge that evening. The ladies went upstairs to the widow’s 
room, and Schwartz with seriously compressed lips but a playful look in his 
eyes, indicated by a twist of his eyebrows the room to the right where the 
'body 'day.'" 

Peter Ivanovich, like everyone else on such occasions, entered feeling un- 
certain what he would have to do. All he knew was that at such times it is 
always safe to cross oneself. But he was not quite sure whether one should 
make obeisances while doing so. He therefore adopted a middle course. On 
entering the room he began crossing himself and made a slight movement 
resembling a bow. At the same time, as far as the motion of his head and 
arm allowed, he surveyed the room. Two young men— apparently nephews, 
one of whom was a high-school pupil— were leaving the room, crossing 
themselves as they did so. An old woman was standing motionless, and a 
lady with strangely arched eyebrows was saying something to her in a 


whisper. A vigorous, resolute Church Reader, in a frock-coat, was reading 
something in a loud voice with an expression that precluded any contradic- 
tion. The butler s assistant, Gerasim, stepping lightly in front of Peter 
Ivanovich, was strewing something on the floor. Noticing this, Peter 
Ivanovich was immediately aware of a faint odour of a decomposing body. 
The last time he had called on Ivan Ilych, Peter Ivanovich had seen 
Gerasim in the study. Ivan Ilych had been particularly fond of him and he 
was performing the duty of a sick nurse. 

Peter Ivanovich continued to make the sign of the cross slightly inclining 
his head in an intermediate direction between the coffin, the Reader, and 
the icons on the table in a corner of the room. Afterwards, when it seemed 
to him that this movement of his arm in crossing himself had gone on too 
long, he stopped and began to look at the corpse. 

The dead man lay, as dead men always lie, in a specially heavy way, his 
rigid limbs sunk in the soft cushions of the coffin, with the head forever 
bowed on the pillow. His yellow waxen brow with bald patches over his 
sunken temples was thrust up in the way peculiar to the dead, the protrud- 
ing nose seeming to press on the upper lip. He was much changed and had 
grown even thinner since Peter Ivanovich had last seen him, but, as is always 
the case with the dead, his face was handsomer and above all more dignified 
than when he was alive. The expression on the face said that what was 
necessary had been accomplished, and accomplished rightly. Besides this 
there was in that expression a reproach and a warning to the living. This 
warning seemed to Peter Ivanovich. out of place, or at least not applicable 
to him. He felt a certain discomfort and so he hurriedly crossed himself 
once more and turned and went out of the door — too hurriedly and too 
regardless of propriety, as he himself was aware. 

Schwartz was waiting for him in the adjoining room with legs spread 
wide apart and both hands toying with his top-hat behind his back. The 
mere sight of that playful well-groomedy and elegant figure refreshed Peter 



555 


' THE DEATH OF. IVAN ILYCH 

Ivanovich. He felt that Schwartz was above all these happenings and would 
not surrender to any depressing influences. His very look said that this 
incident of a church service for Ivan Ilych could not be a sufficient reason 
for infringing the order of the session — in other words, that it would cer- 
tainly not prevent his unwrapping a new pack of cards and shuffling them 
that evening while a footman placed four fresh candles on the table: in fact, 
there was no reason for supposing that this incident would hinder their 
spending the evening agreeably. Indeed he said this in a whisper as Peter 
Ivanovich passed him, proposing that they should meet for a game at Fedor 
Vasilievich’s. But apparently Peter Ivanovich was not destined to play 
bridge that evening. Praskovya Fedorovna (a short, fat woman who despite 
all efforts to the contrary had continued to broaden steadily from her 
shoulders downwards and who had the same extraordinarily arched eye- 
brows as the lady who had been standing by the coffin), dressed all in 
black, her head covered with lace, came out of her own room with some 
other ladies, conducted them to the room where the dead body lay, and 
said: ‘The service will begin immediately. Please go in.’ 

Schwartz, making an indefinite bow, stood still, evidently neither accept^ 
ing nor declining this invitation. Praskovya Fedorovna recognizing Peter 
Ivanovich, sighed, went close up to him, took his hand, and said: 1 know 
you were a true friend to Ivan Ilych . . .’ and looked at him awaiting some 
suitable response. And Peter Ivanovich knew that, just as it had been the 
right thing to cross himself in that room, so what he had to do here was to 
press her hand, sigh, and say, ‘Believe me . . So he did all this and as he 
did it felt that the desired result had been achieved : that both he and she 
were touched. 

‘Come with me. I want to speak to you before it begins,’ said the widow. 
‘Give me your arm.’ 

Peter Ivanovich gave her his arm and they went to the inner rooms, pass- 
ing Schwartz who winked at Peter Ivanovich compassionately. 

‘That does for our bridge! Don’t object if we find another player. Perhaps 
you can cut in when you do escape,’ said his playful look. 

Peter Ivanovich sighed still more deeply and despondently, and Praskovya 
Fedorovna pressed his arm gratefully. When they reached the drawing- 
room, upholstered in pink cretonne and lighted by a dim lamp, they sat 
down at the table — she on a sofa and Peter Ivanovich on a low pouffe, the 
springs of which yielded spasmodically under his weight. Praskovya 
Fedorovna had been on the point of warning him to take another seat, but 
felt that such a warning was out of keeping with her present condition and 
so changed her mind. As he sat down on the pouffe Peter Ivanovich re- 
called how Ivan Ilych had arranged this, room and had consulted him re- 
garding this pink cretonne with green leaves. The whole room was full of 
fiirnimre and knick-knacks, and on her way to the sofa the lace of the 
widow’s black shawl caught on the carved edge of the table. Peter Ivanovich 
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rose to detach it, and the springs of the pouffe, relieved of his vt^'eight, rose 
also and gave him a push. The widow began detaching her shawl herself, 
and Peter Ivanovich again sat down, suppressing the rebellious springs of 
the pouffe under him. But the widow had not quite freed herself and Peter 
Ivanovich got up again, and again the pouffe rebelled and even creaked. 
When this was all over she took out a clean cambric handkerchief and be- 
gan to weep. The episode with the shawl and the struggle with the pouffe 
had cooled Peter Ivanovich’s emotions and he sat there with a sullen look 
on his face. This awkward situation was interrupted by Sokolov, Ivan 
Ilych’s butler, who came to report that the plot in the cemetery that 
Praskovya Fedorovna had chosen would cost two hundred rubles. She 
stopped w^'ceping and, looking at Peter Ivanovich wkh the air of a victim, 
remarked in French that it was very hard for her. Peter Ivanovich made a 
silent gesture signifying his full conviction tliat it must indeed be so. 

'Please smoke/ she said in a magnanimous yet crushed voice, and turned 
to discuss with Sokolov the price of the plot for the grave. 

Peter Ivanovich while lighting his cigarette heard her inquiring very 
circumstantially into the price of different plots in the cemetery and finally 
decide which she w’ould take. When that was done she gave instructions 
about engaging the choir. Sokolov then left the room. 

. 1 look after everything myself,’ she told Peter Ivanovich, shifting the 
albums that lay on the table; and noticing that the table was endangered by 
his cigarette-ash, she immediately passed him an ash-tray, saying as she did 
so: 'I consider it an affectation to say that my grief prevents my attending 
to practical affairs. On the contrary, if anything can — I won’t say console 
me, but— distract me, it is seeing to everything concerning him.’ She again 
took out her handkerchief as if preparing to cry, but suddenly, as if master- 
ing her feeling, she shook herself and began to speak calmly. 'But there is 
something I want to talk to you about.’ 

Peter Ivanovich bowed, keeping control of the springs of the pouffe, 
which immediately began quivering under him. 

'He suffered terribly the last few days.’ 

'Did he?’ said Peter Ivanovich, 

'Oh, terribly! He screamed unceasingly, not for minutes but for hours. 
For the last three days he screamed incessantly. It was unendurable. I can- 
not understand how I bore it; you could hear him three rooms off. Oh, what 
I have suffered!’ 

'Is it possible that he was conscious all that time?’ asked Peter Ivanovich. 

'Yes,’ she whispered. 'To the last moment. He took leave of us a quarter 
of an hour before he died, and asked us to take Volodya away.’ 

The thought of the sufferings of: this man he had known so intimately, 
first as a merry little boy, then as a school-mate, and later as a grown-up 
colleague, suddenly struck, Peter Ivanovich with horror, despite an un- 
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pleasant consciousness of his own and this woman’s dissimulation. He again 
saw that brow, and that nose pressing down on the lip, and felt afraid for 
himself. 

‘Three days of frightful suffering and then death! Why, that might sud- 
denly, at any time, happen to me,’ he thought, and for a moment felt 
terrified. But — he did not himself know how-— the customary reflection at 
once occurred to him that this had happened to Ivan Ilych and not to him, 
and that it should not and could not happen to him, and that to think that 
it could would be yielding to depression which he ought not to do, as 
Schwartz’s expression plainly showed. After which reflection Peter Ivano- 
vich felt reassured, and began to ask with interest about the details of Ivan 
Ilych’s death, as though death was an accident natural to Ivan Ilych but 
certainly not to himself. 

After many details of the really dreadful physical sufferings Ivan Ilych 
had endured (which details he learnt only from the effect those sufferings 
had produced on Praskovya Fedorovna’s nerves) the widow apparently 
found it necessary to get to business. 

‘Oh, Peter Ivanovich, how hard it is! How terribly, terribly hard!’ and she 
again began to weep. 

Peter Ivanovich sighed and waited for her to finish blowing her nose. 
When she had done so he said, ‘Believe me . . and she again began talk- 
ing and brought out what was evidently her chief concern with him — 
namely, to question him as to how she could obtain a grant of money from 
the government on the occasion of her husband’s death. She made it appear 
that she was asking Peter Ivanovich’s advice about her pension, but he soon 
saw that she already knew about that to the minutest detail, more even than 
he did himself. She knew how much could be got out of the government in 
consequence of her husband’s death, but wanted to find out whether she 
could not possibly extract something more. Peter Ivanovich tried to think 
of some means of doing so, but after reflecting for a while and, out of 
propriety, condemning the government for its niggardliness, he said he 
thought that nothing more could be got. Then she sighed and evidently 
began to devise means of getting rid of her visitor. Noticing this, he put out 
his cigarette, rose, pressed her hand, and went out into the anteroom. 

In the dining-room where the clock stood that Ivan Ilych had liked so 
much and had bought at an antique shop, Peter Ivanovich met a priest and 
a few acquaintances who had come to attend the service, and he recognized 
Ivan Ilych’s daughter, a handsome young woman. She was in black and her 
slim figure appeared slimmer than ever. She had a gloomy, determined, 
almost angry expression, and bowed to Peter Ivanovich as though he were 
in some way to blame. Behind her^ with the same offended look, stood a 
wealthy young man, an examining rnagistrate, whom Peter Ivanovich also 
knew and who was her fianc^ as he had. heard. He bowed mournfully to 
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them and was about to pass into the death-chamber, when from under the 
stairs appeared the figure of Ivan Ilych’s schoolboy son, who was extremely 
like his father. He seemed a little Ivan Ilych, such as Peter Ivanovich remem- 
bered when they studied law together. His tear-stained eyes had in tnem 
the look that is seen in the eyes of boys of thirteen or fourteen who are not 
pure-minded. When he saw Peter Ivanovich he scowled morosely and 
shame-facedly. Peter Ivanovich nodded to him and entered the death- 
chamber. The service began: candles, groans, incense, tears, and sobs. 
Peter Ivanovich stood looking gloomily down at his feet. He did not look 
once at the dead man, did not yield to any depressing influence, and was 
one of the first to leave the room. There was no one in the anteroom, but 
Gerasim darted out of the dead man’s room, rummaged with his strong 
hands among the fur coats to find Peter Ivanovich’s and helped him on 
with it. 

'Well, friend Gerasim/ said Peter Ivanovich, so as to say something. 'It’s 
a sad affair, isn’t it.?’ 

'It’s God’s will. We shall all come to it some day,’ said Gerasim, display- 
ing his teeth—the even, white teeth of a healthy peasant— and, like a man 
in the thick of urgent work, he briskly opened the front door, called the 
coachman, helped Peter Ivanovich into the sledge, and sprang back to the 
porch as if in readiness for what he had to do next. 

Peter Ivanovich found the fresh air particularly pleasant after the smell 
of incense, the dead body, and carbolic acid. 

'Where to, sir?’ asked the coachman. 

'It’s not too late even now. ... I’ll call round on Fedor Vasilievich.’ 

He accordingly drove there and found them just finishing the first rubber, 
so that it was quite convenient for him to cut in. 

II ■ 

Ivan Ilych’s life had been most simple and most ordinary and therefore 
most terrible. 

He had been a member of the Court of Justice, and died at the age of 
forty-five. His father had been an official who after serving in various 
ministries and departments in Petersburg had made the sort of career 
which brings men to positions from which by reason of their long service 
they cannot be dismissed, though they are obviously unfit to hold any re- 
sponsible position, and for whom therefore posts are specially created, 
which though fictitious carry salaries of from six to ten thousand rubles that 
are not fictitious, and in receipt of which they live on to a great age. 

„ Such was the Privy Councillor and superfluous member of various super- 
fluous institutions, Ilya Epimovich Golovin. 

He had three sons, of whom Ivan, Ilych was the second. The eldest son 
was following in his father’s footsteps only in another department, and was 
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already approaching that stage in the service at which a similar sinecure 
would be reached. The third son was a failure. He had ruined his prospects 
in a number of positions and was now serving in the railway department. 
His father and brothers^, and still more their wives^ not merely disliked 
meeting him, but avoided remembering his existence unless compelled to 
do so. His sister had married Baron Greff, a Petersburg official of her father’s 
type. Ivan Ilych was le phenix de la jamille as people said. He was neither 
as cold and formal as his elder brother nor as wild as the younger, but was 
a happy mean between them — an intelligent, polished, lively and agreeable 
man. He had studied with his younger brother at the School of Law, but the 
latter had failed to complete the course and was expelled when he was in 
the fifth class. Ivan Ilych finished the course well. Even when he was at the 
School of Law he was just what he remained for the rest of his life: a 
capable, cheerful, good-natured, and sociable man, though strict in the 
fulfilment of what he considered to be his duty: and he considered his duty 
to be what was so considered by those in authority. Neither as a boy nor 
as a man was he a toady, but from early youth was by nature attracted to 
people of high station as a fly is drawn to the light, assimilating their ways 
and views of life and establishing friendly relations with them. All the 
enthusiasms of childhood and youth passed without leaving much trace on 
him; he succumbed to sensuality, to vanity, and latterly among the highest 
classes to liberalism, but always within limits which his instinct unfailingly 
indicated to him as correct. 

At school he had done things which had formerly seemed to him very 
horrid and made him feel disgusted with himself when he did them; but 
when later on he saw that such actions were done by people of good posi- 
tion and that they did not regard them as wrong, he was able not exactly to 
regard them as right, but to forget about them entirely or not be at all 
troubled at remembering them. 

Having graduated from the School of Law and qualified for the tenth 
rank of the civil service, and having received money from his father for his 
equipment, Ivan Ilych ordered himself clothes at Scharmer’s, the fashion- 
able tailor, hung a medallion inscribed respice finen on his watch-chain, 
took leave of his professor and the prince who was patron of the school, 
had a farewell dinner with his comrades at Donon’s first-class restaurant, 
and with his new and fashionable portmanteau, linen, clothes, shaving and 
Other toilet appliances, and a travelling rug, all purchased at the best shops, 
he set off for one of the provinces where, through his father’s influence, he 
had been attached to the Governor as. an official for special service. 

In the province Ivan Ilych soon arranged as easy and agreeable a position 
for himself as he had had at the School, of Law, He performed his official 
tasks, made his career, and at the same time amused himself pleasantly and 
decorously. Occasionally he paid official visits to country districts, where he 
behaved with dignity both to his , superiors and inferiors, and performed 
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the duties entrusted to him, which related chiefly to the sectarians, with an 
exactness and incorruptible honesty of which he could not but feel proud. 

In official matters, despite his youth and taste for frivolous gaiety, he was 
exceedingly reserved, punctilious, and even severe; but in society he was 
often amusing and witty, and always good-natured, correct m his manner, 
and bon enfant, as the governor and his wife — with whom he was like one 
of the family — used to say of him. 

In the provinces he had an affair with a lady who made advances to the 
elegant young lawyer, and there was also a milliner; and there were carousals 
with aides-de-camp who visited the district, and after-supper visits to a 
certain outlying street of doubtful reputation; and there was too some 
obsequiousness to his chief and even to his chiefs wife, but all this was 
done with such a tone of good breeding that no hard names could be 
applied to it. It all came under the heading of the French saying: 7/ faut 
que jetmesse sc passe!'^ It was all done with clean hands, in clean linen, 
with French phrases, and above all among people of the best society and 
consequently with the approval of people of rank. 

So Ivan Ilych served for five years and then came a change in his official 
life. The new and reformed judicial institutions were introduced, and new 
men were needed. Ivan Ilych became such a new man. He was offered the 
post of Examining Magistrate, and he accepted it though the post was in 
another province and obliged him to give up the connexions he had formed 
and to make new ones. His friends met to give him a send-off; they had a 
group-photograph taken and presented him with a silver cigarette-case, and 
he set off to his new post. 

As examining magistrate Ivan Ilych was just as comme il faut and de- 
corous a man, inspiring general respect and capable of separating his official 
duties from his private life, as he had been when acting as an official on 
special service. His duties now as examining magistrate were far more inter- 
esting and attractive than before. In his former position it had been pleasant 
to wear an undress uniform made by Scharmer, and to pass through the 
crowd of petitioners and officials who were timorously awaiting an audience 
with the governor, and who envied him as with free and easy gait he went 
straight into his chiefs private room to have a cup of tea and a cigarette 
with him. But not many people had then been directly dependent on him— 
only police officials and the sectarians, when he went on special missions 
—and he liked to treat them , politely, almost as comrades, as if he were 
letting them feel that he who had the power to crush them was treating 
them in this simple, friendly way., There were then but few such people. 
But now, as an examining magistrate, Ivan, Ilych felt that everyone without 
exception, even the most important and self-satisfied, was in his power, and 
that he need only write a few words on a sheet of paper with a certain head- 
ing, and this or that important, .self-satisfied person would be brought be- 

‘ ^Youth must have its hing, ■ 
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fore him in the role of an accused person or a witness, and if he did not 
choose to allow him to sit down, would have to stand before him and 
answer his questions. Ivan Ilych never abused his power; he tried on the 
contrary to soften its expression, but the consciousness of it and of the 
possibility of softening its ejSEect, supplied the chief interest and attraction 
of his office. In his work itself, especially in his examinations, he very soon 
acquired a method of eliminating all considerations irrelevant to the legal 
aspect of the case, and reducing even the most complicated case to a form 
in which it would be presented on paper only in its externals, completely 
excluding his personal opinion of the matter, while above all observing 
every prescribed formality. The work was new and Ivan Ilych was one of 
the first men to apply the new Code of 1864." 

On taking up the post of examining magistrate in a new towm, he made 
new acquaintances and connexions, placed himself on a new footing, and 
assumed a somewhat different tone. Fle took up an attitude of rather 
dignified aloofness towards the provincial authorities, but picked out the 
best circle of legal gentlemen and wealthy gentry living in the town and 
assumed a tone of slight dissatisfaction with the government, of moderate 
liberalism, and of enlightened citizenship. At the same time, without at all 
altering the elegance of his toilet, he ceased shaving his chin and allowed his 
beard to grow as it pleased. 

Ivan Ilych settled down very pleasantly in this new town. The society 
there, which inclined towards opposition to the Governor, was friendly, his 
salary was larger, and he began to play vint [a form of bridge], which he 
found added not a little to the pleasure of life, for he had a capacity for 
cards, played good-humouredly, and calculated rapidly and astutely, so that 
he usually won. 

After living there for two years he met his future wife, Praskovya 
FMorovna Mikhel, who w^as the most attractive, clever, and brilliant girl 
of the set in which he moved, and among other amusements and relaxa- 
tions from his labours as examining magistrate, Ivan Ilych established 
light and playful relations with her. 

While he had been an official on special service he had been accustomed 
to dance, but now as an examining magistrate it was exceptional for him to 
do so. If he danced now, he did it as if to show that though he served 
under the reformed order of things, and had reached the fifth official rank, 
yet when it came to dancing he could do it better than most people. So at 
the end of an evening he sometimes danced with Praskovya Fedorovna, and 
it was chiefly during these dances that he captivated her. She fell in love 
with him. Ivan Ilych had at first no’ definite intention of marrying, but when 
the girl fell in love with him he said to himself: 'Really, why shouldn’t I 

®The emancipation of the serfs in 1^61 was followed by a thorough all-round reform of 
judicial proceed ings.~A, M. 
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Praskovya Fedorovna came o£ a good family, was not bad looking, and 
had some little property, Ivan Ilyeh might have aspired to a more brilliant 
match, but even this was good. He had his salary, and she, he hoped, would 
have an equal income. She was well connected, and was a sweet, pretty, and 
thoroughly correct young woman. To say that Ivan Ilych married because 
he fell in love with Praskovya FMorovna and found that she sympathized 
with his views of life would be as incorrect as to say that he married because 
his social circle approved of the match. He was swayed by both these con- 
siderations: the marriage gave him personal satisfaction, and at the same 
time it was considered the right thing by the most highly placed of his 
■'■associates, ■ ■ 

So Ivan Ilych got married. 

The preparations for marriage and the beginning of married life, with its 
conjugal caresses, the new furniture, new crockery, and new linen, were 
very pleasant until his wife became pregnant — so that Ivan Ilych had begun 
to think that marriage would not impair the easy, agreeable, gay and always 
decorous character of his life, approved of by society and regarded by him- 
self as natural, but would even improve it. But from the first months of his 
wife’s pregnancy, something new, unpleasant, depressing, and unseemly, 
and from v^hich there was no way of escape, unexpectedly showed itself. 

His wife, without any reason — de gaiete de cceiir as Ivan Ilych expressed 
it to himself — began to disturb the pleasure and propriety of their life. She 
began to be jealous without any cause, expected him to devote his whole 
attention to her, found fault with everything, and made coarse and ill- 
mannered scenes. 

At first Ivan Ilych hoped to escape from the unpleasantness of this state 
of affairs by the same easy and decorous relation to life that had served him 
heretofore: he tried to ignore his wife’s disagreeable moods, continued to 
live in his usual easy and pleasant way, invited friends to his house for a 
game of cards, and also tried going out to liis club or spending his evenings 
with friends. But one day his wife began upbraiding him so vigorously, 
using such coarse words, and continued to abuse him every time he did not 
fulfil her demands, so resolutely and with such evident determination not to 
give way till he submitted — that is, till he stayed at home and was bored just 
as she was — that he became alarmed. He now realized that matrimony — at 
any rate with Praskovya Fedorovna—- was not always conducive to the 
pleasures and amenities of life but on the contrary often infringed both 
comfort and propriety, and that he must therefore entrench himself against 
such infringement. And Ivan Ilych began to seek for means of doing so. His 
official duties were the one thing that imposed upon Praskovya Fedorovna, 
and by means of his official work and the duties attached to it he began 
struggling with his wife to secure his own independence. 

With the birth of their child, the attempts to feed it and the various 
failures in doing so, and with the rca:l and iihaginary illnesses of mother and 
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child, in which Ivan Ilych’s sympathy was demanded but about which he 
understood nothing, the need of securing for himself an existence outside 
his family life became still more imperative. 

As his wife grew more irritable and exacting and Ivan Ilych transferred 
the centre of gravity of his life more and more to his official work^ so did 
he grow to like his work better and became more ambitious than before. 

Very soon, within a year of his wedding, Ivan Ilych had realized that 
marriage, though it may add some comforts to life, is in fact a very intricate 
and difficult affair towards which in order to perform one’s duty, that is, to 
lead a decorous life approved of by society, one must adopt a definite atti- 
tude just as towards one’s official duties. 

And Ivan Ilych evolved such an attitude towards married life. He only 
required of it those conveniences — dinner at home, housewife, and bed— 
which it could give him, and above all that propriety of external forms re- 
quired by public opinion. For the rest he looked for light-hearted pleasure 
and propriety, and was very thankful when he found them, but if he met 
with antagonism and querulousness he at once retired into his separate 
fenced-off world of official duties, where he found satisfaction. 

Ivan Ilych was esteemed a good official, and after three years was made 
Assistant Public Prosecutor. His new duties, their importance, the possibility 
of indicting and imprisoning anyone he chose, the publicity his speeches 
received, and the success he had in all these things, made his work still 
more attractive. 

More children came. His wife became more and more querulous and ill- 
tempered, but the attitude Ivan Ilych had adopted towards his home life 
rendered him almost impervious to her grumbling. 

After seven years’ service in that town he was transferred to another 
province as Public Prosecutor. They moved, but were short of money and 
his wife did not like the place they moved to. Though the salary was higher 
the cost of living w^as greater, besides which two of their children died and 
family life became still more unpleasant for him. 

Praskovya Fedorovna blamed her husband for every inconvenience they 
encountered in their new home. Most of the conversations between hus- 
band and wife, especially as to the children’s education, led to topics which 
recalled former disputes, and those disputes were apt to flare up again at 
any moment. There remained only those rare periods of amorousness which 
still came to them at times but did not last long. These were islets at which 
they anchored for a while and then again set out upon that ocean of veiled 
hostility which showed itself in their aloofness from one another. This aloof- 
ness might have grieved Ivan Ilych had he considered that it ought not to 
exist, but he now regarded the position as normal, and even made it the 
goal at which he aimed in family life. His aim was to free himself more and 
more from those unpleasantnesses and to give them a semblance of harm- 
Icssness and propriety. He attained this by spending less and less time with 
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his family, and when obliged to be at horn he tried to safeguard his posi- 
tion by the presence of outsiders. The chief thing however was that he had 
his ofHcial duties. The whole interest of his life now centred in the official 
world and that interest absorbed him. The consciousness of his power, 
being able to ruin anybody he wished to ruin, the importance, even the 
externa! dignity of his entry into court, or meetings with his subordinates, 
his success with superiors and inferiors, and above all his masterly handling 
of cases, of which he was conscious— all this gave him pleasure and filled his 
life, together with chats with his colleagues, dinners, and bridge. So that on 
the whole Ivan Ilych's life continued to flow as he considered it should do— 
pleasantly and properly, * 

So things continued for another seven years. His eldest daughter was 
already sixteen, another child had died, and only one son was left, a school- 
boy and a subject of dissension. Ivan Ilych wanted to put him in the School 
of Law, but to spite him Praskovya Fedorovna entered him at the High 
School. The daughter had been educated at home and had turned out well : 
the boy did not learn badly either. 

Ill 

So Ivan Ilych lived for seventeen years after his marriage. He was already 
a Public Prosecutor of long standing, and had declined several proposed 
transfers while awaiting a more desirable post, when an unanticipated and 
unpleasant occurrence quite upset the peaceful course of his life. He was 
expecting to be offered the post of presiding judge in a University town, 
but Happe somehow came to the front and obtained the appointment in- 
stead. Ivan Ilych became irritable, reproached Happe, and quarrelled both 
with him and with his immediate superiors — who became colder to him and 
again passed him over when other appointments were made. 

This was in 1880, the hardest year of Ivan Ilych s life. It was then that it 
became evident on the one hand that his salary was insufficient for them 
to live on, and on the other that he had been forgotten, and not only this, 
but that what was for him the greatest and most cruel injustice appeared to 
others a quite ordinary occurrence. Even his father did not consider it his 
duty to help him. Ivan Ilych felt himself abandoned by everyone, and that 
they regarded his position with a salary of 3,500 rubles [about £350] as 
quite normal and even fortunate. He alone knew that with the conscious- 
ness of the injustices done him, with his wife’s incessant nagging, and with 
the debts he had contracted by living beyond his means, his position was 
far from normal 

In order to save money that summer he obtained leave of absence and 
went with his wife to live m the country at her brother’s place. 

In the country, without his work, he. experienced ennui for the first time 
in his life, and not only but intolerable .depression, and he decided 
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that it was impossible to go on living like that, and that it was necessary to 
.take energetic measures. : , . 

Having passed a sleepless night pacing up and down the veranda, he 
decided to go to Petersburg and bestir himself, in order to punish those 
who had failed to appreciate him and to get transferred to another ministry. 

Next day, despite many protests from his wife and her brother, he started 
for Petersburg with the sole object of obtaining a post with a salary of five 
thousand rubles a year. He was no longer bent on any particular depart- 
ment, or tendency, or kind of activity. All he now wanted was an appoint- 
ment to another post with a salary of five thousand rubles, either in the 
administration, in the banks, with the railways, in one of the Empress 
Marya’s Institutions, or even in the customs— but it had to carry with it a 
salary of five thousand rubles and be in a ministry other than that in which 
they had failed to appreciate him. 

And this quest of Ivan Ilych's was crowned with remarkable and un- 
expected success. At Kursk an acquaintance of his, F. L Ilym, got into the 
first-class carriage, sat down beside Ivan IlycH, and told him of a telegram 
just received by the Governor of Kursk announcing that a change was about 
to take place in the ministry: Peter Ivanovich was to be superseded by Ivan 
Semenovich. 

The proposed change, apart from its significance for Russia, had a special 
significance for Ivan Ilych, because by bringing forward a new man, Peter 
Petrovich, and consequently his friend Zachar Ivanovich, it was highly 
favourable for Ivan Ilych, since Zachar Ivanovich was a friend and colleague 
of his. 

In Moscow this news was confirmed, and on reaching Petersburg Ivan 
Ilych found Zachar Ivanovich and received a definite promise of an appoint- 
ment in his former department of Justice, 

A week later he telegraphed to his wife: 'Zachar in Miller’s place. I shall 
receive appointment on presentation of report.’ 

Thanks to^this change of personnel, Ivan Ilych had unexpectedly obtained 
an appointment in his former ministry which placed him two stages above 
his former colleagues besides giving him five thousand rubles salary and 
three thousand five hundred rubles for expenses connected with his re- 
moval All his ill humour towards his former enemies and the whole 
department vanished, and Ivan Ilych was completely happy. 

He returned to the country more cheerful and contented than he had 
been for a long time. Praskovya Fedorovna also cheered up and a truce was 
arranged between them. Ivan Ilych told of how he had been feted by every- 
body in Petersburg, how all those who had been his enemies were put to 
shame and now fawned on him,, how envious they were of his appointment, 
and how much everybody in Petersburg had liked him.\ , 

Praskovya Fedorovna listened to all this, and appeared to believe it. She 
did not contradict anything, but made pkn$l£6r their life in the town 
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to which tliey were going. Ivan Ilych saw with delight that these plans were 
his plans, that he and his wife agreed, and that, after a stumble, his life was 
regaining its due and natural character of pleasant lightheartedness and 
decorum. '■ 

Ivan Ilych had come back for a short time only, for he had to take up his 
new duties on the loth of September. Moreover, he needed time to settle 
into the new place, to move all his belongings from the province, and to buy 
and order many additional things: in a word, to make such arrangements 
as he had resolved on, which were almost exactly what Praskovya Fedorovna 
too had decided on. 

Now that everything had happened so fortunately, and that he and his 
wife were at one in their aims and moreover saw so little of one another, 
they got on together better than they had done since the first years of 
marriage. Ivan Ilych had thought of taking his family away with him at 
once, but the insistence of his wife’s brother and her sister-in-law, who had 
suddenly become particularly amiable and friendly to him and his family, 
induced him to depart alone. 

So he departed, and tlie cheerful state of mind induced by his success and 
by the harmony between his wife and himself, the one intensifying the 
other, did not leave him. He found a delightful house, just the thing both 
he and his wife had dreamt of. Spacious, lofty reception rooms in the old 
style, a convenient and dignified study, rooms for his wife and daughter, a 
study for his son — it might have been specially built for them. Ivan Ilych 
himself superintended the arrangements, chose the wall-papers, supple- 
mented the furniture (preferably with antiques which he considered par- 
ticularly comme il faut), and supervised the upholstering. Everything pro- 
gressed and progressed and approached the ideal he had set himself: even 
when things were only half completed they exceeded his expectations. He 
saw what a refined and elegant character, free from vulgarity, it would all 
have when it was ready. On falling asleep he pictured to himself how the 
reception-room would look. Looking at the yet unfinished drawing-room he 
could see the fireplace, the screen, the what-not, the little chairs dotted here 
and there, the dishes and plates on the walls, and the bronzes, as they would 
be when everything was in place. He was pleased by the thought of how his 
wife and daughter, who shared his taste in this matter, would be impressed 
by it. They were certainly not expecting as much. He had been particularly 
successful in finding, and buying cheaply, antiques which gave a particu- 
larly aristocratic character to the whole place. But in his letters he inten- 
tionally understated everything in order to be able to surprise them. All this 
so absorbed him that his new duties— though he liked his official work — 
interested him less than he had expected. Sometimes he even had moments 
of absent-mindedness during; the. Court Sessions, and would consider 
whether he should have straight or curved cornices for his curtains. He was 
so interested in it all that he often did things himself, rearranging the furni- 
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tiire, or rehanging the curtains. Once when mounting a step-ladder to 
show the upholsterer, who did not understand, how lie wanted the hang- 
ings draped, he made a false step and slipped, but being a strong and agile 
man he clung on and only knocked his side against the knob of the window 
frame. The bruised place was painful but the pain soon passed, and He felt 
particularly bright and well just then. He wrote: ‘I feel fifteen years 
younger.’ He thought he would have everything ready by September, but it 
dragged on till mid-October. But the result was charming not only in bis 
eyes but to everyone who saw it. 

In reality it was just what is usually seen in the houses of people of 
moderate means who want to appear rich, and therefore succeed only in 
resembling others like themselves: there were damasks, dark wood, plants, 
rugs, and dull and polished bronzes — all the things people of a certain class 
have in order to resemble other people of that class. His house was so like 
the others that it would never have been noticed, but to him it all seemed 
to be quite exceptional. He was very happy when he met his family at the 
station and brought them to the newly furnished house all lit up, where a 
footman in a white tie opened the door into the hall decorated with plants, 
and when they went on into the drawing-room and the study uttering ex- 
clamations of delight. He conducted them everywhere, drank in their praises 
eagerly, and beamed with pleasure. At tea that evening, when Praskovya 
Fedorovna among other things asked him about his fall, he laughed, and 
showed them how he had gone flying and had frightened the upholsterer. 

It’s a good thing I’m a bit of an athlete. Another man might have been 
killed, but I merely knocked myself, just here; it hurts when it’s touched, 
but it’s passing off already— it’s only a bruise.’ 

So they began living in their new home — ■in which, as always happens, 
when they got thoroughly settled in they found they were just one room 
short — and with the increased income, which as always was just a little 
(some five hundred rubles) too little, but it was all very nice. 

Things went particularly well at first, before everything was finally ar- 
ranged and while something had still to be done: this thing bought, that 
thing ordered, another thing moved, and something else adjusted. Though 
there were some disputes between husband and wife, they were both so well 
satisfied and had so much to do that it all passed off without any serious 
quarrels. When nothing was left to arrange it became rather dull and some- 
thing seemed to be lacking, but they were then making acquaintances, 
forming habits, and life was growing fuller, 

Ivan Ilych spent his mornings at the law court and came home to dinner, 
and at first he was generally in a good humour, though he occasionally 
became irritable just on account of his house. (Every spot on the tablecloth 
or the upholstery, and every brokeri window-blind string, irritated him. He 
had devoted so much trouble to arranging it all that every disturbance of it 
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distressed him.) But on the whole his life ran its course as he believed life 
should do: easily, pleasantly, and decorously. 

He got up at nine, drank his coffee, read the paper, and then put on his 
undress uniform and went to the law courts. There the harness in which 
he worked had already been stretched to fit him and he donned it without 
a hitch: petitioners, inquiries at the chancery, the chancery itself, and the 
sittings public and administrative. In all this the thing was to exclude every- 
thing fresh and vital, which always disturbs the regular course of oiScial 
business, and to admit only official relations with people, and then only on 
official grounds. A man would come, for instance, wanting some informa- 
tion. Ivan Ilych, as one in whose sphere the matter did not lie, would have 
nothing to do with him: but if the man had some business with him in his 
official capacity, something that could be expressed on officially stamped 
paper, he would do everything, positively everything he could within the 
limits of such relations, and in doing so would maintain the semblance of 
friendly human relations, that is, would observe the courtesies of life. As 
soon as the official relations ended, so did everything else. Ivan Ilych pos- 
sessed this capacity to separate his real life from the official side of affairs 
and not mix the two, in the highest degree, and by long practice and natural 
aptitude had brought it to such a pitch that sometimes, in the manner of a 
virtuoso, he would even allow himself to let the human and official relations 
mingle. He let himself do this just because he felt that he could at any time 
he chose resume the strictly official attitude again and drop the human 
relation. And he did it all easily, pleasantly, correctly, and even artistically. 
In the intervals between the sessions he smoked, drank tea, chatted a little 
about politics, a little about general topics, a little about cards, but most of 
all about official appointments. Tired, but with the feelings of a virtuoso — 
one of the first violins who has played his part in an orchesti'a with pre- 
cision — ^he would return home to find that his wife and daughter had been 
out paying calls, or had a visitor, and that his son had been to school, had 
done his homework with his tutor, and was duly learning what is taught 
at High Schools. Everything was as it should be. After dinner, if they had no 
visitors, Ivan Ilych sometimes read a book that was being much discussed 
at the time, and in the evening settled down to work, that is, read official 
papers, compared the depositions of witnesses, and noted paragraphs of the 
Code applying to them. This was neither dull nor amusing. It was dull when 
he might have been playing bridge, but if no bridge was available it was at 
any rate better than doing nothing or sitting with his wife. Ivan Ilych’s chief 
pleasure was giving little dinners to which he invited men and women of 
good social position, and just as his' drawing-room resembled all other 
drawing-rooms so did his enjoyable little parties resemble all other such 
parties. > . ' ‘ 

Once they even gave a dance. Ivan Ilych enjoyed it and everything went 
off well, except that it led to a violent quarrel with his wife about the cakes 
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and sweets. Praskovya Fedorovna had made her own plans, but Ivan Ilyeh 
insisted on getting everything from an expensive confectioner and ordered 
too many cakes, and the quarrel occurred because some of those cakes were 
left over and the confectioner’s bill came to forty-five rubles. It was a great 
and disagreeable quarrel Praskovya Fedorovna called him ‘a fool and an 
imbecile’, and he clutched at his head and made angry allusions to divorce. 

But the dance itself had been enjoyable. The best people were there, and 
Ivan Ilych had danced with Princess Trufonova, a sister of the distinguished 
founder of the Society 'Bear my Burden’. 

The pleasures connected with his work were pleasures of ambition; his 
social pleasures were those of vanity; but Ivan Ilych’s greatest pleasure was 
playing bridge. He acknowledged that whatever disagreeable incident hap- 
pened in his life, the pleasure that beamed like a ray of light above every- 
thing else was to sit down to bridge with good players, not noisy partners, 
and of course to four-handed bridge (with five players it was annoying to 
have to stand out, though one pretended not to mind), to play a clever and 
serious game (when the cards allowed it) and then to have supper and drink 
a glass of wine. After a game of bridge, especially if he had won a little (to 
win a large sum was unpleasant), Ivan Ilych went to bed in specially good 
humour. 

So they lived. They formed a circle of acquaintances among the best peo- 
ple and were visited by people of importance and by young folk. In their 
views as to their acquaintances, husband, wife and daughter were entirely 
agreed, and tacitly and unanimously kept at arm’s length and shook off the 
various shabby friends and relations who, with much show of affection, 
gushed into the drawing-room with its Japanese plates on the walls. Soon 
these shabby friends ceased to obtrude themselves and only the best people 
remained in the Golovins’ set. 

Young men made up to Lisa, and Petrfschhev, an examining magistrate 
and Dmitri Ivanovich Petrfshchev’s son and sole heir, began to be so atten- 
tive to her that Ivan Ilych had already spoken to Praskovya Fedorovna about 
it, and considered whether they should not arrange a party for them, or get 
up some private theatricals. 

So they lived, and all went well, without change, and life flowed pleas- 
antly. 

They were all in good health. It could not be called ill health if Ivan Ilych 
sometimes said that he had a queer: taste in his mouth and felt some dis- 
comfort in his left side. 

But this discomfort increased and, though not exactly painful, grew into 
a sense of pressure in his side accompanied by ill humour. And his irrita- 
bility became worse and worse and began to mar the agreeable, easy, and 
correct life that had established itself in the Golovin family. Quarrels be- 



570 


TELLERS OF TALES 

tween husband and wife became more and more frequent, and soon the 
ease and amenity disappeared and even the decorum was barely maintained. 
Scenes again became frequent, and very few of those islets remained on 
which husband and wife could meet without an explosion. Praskovya 
Fedorovna now had good reason to say that her husband’s temper was try- 
ing. With characteristic exaggeration she said he had always had a dreadful 
temper, and that it had needed all her good nature to put up with it for 
twenty years. It was true that now the quarrels were started by him. His 
bursts of temper always came just before dinner, often just as he began to 
eat his soup. Sometimes he noticed that a plate or dish was chipped, or the 
food was not right, or his son put his elbow on the table, or his daughter’s 
hair was not done as he liked it, and for all this he blamed Praskovya 
FMorovna. At first she retorted and said disagreeable things to him, but 
once or twice he fell into such a rage at the beginning of dinner that she 
realized it was due to some physical derangement brought on by taking 
food, and so she restrained herself and did not answer, but only hurried to 
get the dinner over. She regarded this self-restraint as highly praiseworthy. 
Having come to the conclusion that her husband had a dreadful temper and 
made her life miserable, she began to feel sorry for herself, and the more 
she pitied herself the more she hated her husband. She began to wish he 
would die; yet she did not want him to die because then his salary would 
cease. And this irritated her against him still more. She considered herself 
dreadfully unhappy just because not even his death could save her, and 
though she concealed her exasperation, that hidden exasperation of hers 
increased his irritation also. 

After one scene in which Ivan Ilych had been particularly unfair and after 
which he had said in explanation that he certainly was irritable but that it 
was due to his not being well, she said that if he was ill it should be 
attended to, and insisted on his going to see a celebrated doctor. 

He went. Everything took place as he had expected and as it always 
does. There was the usual waiting and the important air assumed by the 
doctor, with which he was so familiar (resembling that which he himself 
assumed in court), and the sounding and listening, and the questions which 
called for answers that were foregone conclusions and were evidently un- 
necessary, and the look of importance which implied that hf only you put 
yourself in our hands we will arrange everything— we know indubitably 
how it has to be done, always in the same way for everybody alike.’ It was 
all just as it was in the law courts. The doctor put on just the same air 
towards him as he himself put on towards an accused person. 

The doctor said that so-and-so indicated that there was so-and-so inside 
the patient, but if the investigation of so-and-so did not confirm this, then 
he must assume that and that. If he assumed that and that, then . . . and 
so on. To Ivan Ilych only one question was important: was his case serious 
or not? But the doctor ignored that inappropriate question. From his point 
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of view it was not the one under consideration, the real question was to 
decide between a floating kidney, chronic catarrh, or appendicitis. It was 
not a question of Ivan Ilych s life or death, but one between a floating kidney 
and appendicitis. And that question the doctor solved brilliantly) as it 
seemed to Ivan Ilych, in favour of the appendix, with the reservation that 
should an examination of the urine give fresh indications the matter would 
be reconsidered. All this was just what Ivdn Ilych had himself brilliantly 
accomplished a thousand times in dealing with men on trial. The doctor 
summed up just as brilliantly, looking over his spectacles triumphantly and 
even gaily at the accused. From the doctor's summing up Ivan Ilych con- 
cluded that things were bad, but that for the doctor, and perhaps for 
everybody else, it was a matter of indifference, though for him it was bad. 
And this conclusion struck him painfully, arousing in him a great feeling of 
pity for himself and of bitterness towards the doctor’s indifference to a 
matter of such importance. 

He said nothing of this, but rose, placed the doctor’s fee on the table, and 
remarked with a sigh: ‘We sick people probably often put inappropriate 
questions. But tell me, in general, is this complaint dangerous, or not? . .’ 

The doctor looked at him sternly over his spectacles with one eye, as if to 
say: ‘Prisoner, if you will not keep to the questions put to you, I shall be 
obliged to have you removed from the court.’ 

‘I have already told you what I consider necessary and proper. The 
analysis may show something more.’ And the doctor bowed. 

Ivan Ilych went out slowly, seated himself disconsolately in his sledge, 
and drove home. All the way home be was going over what the doctor 
had said, trying to translate those complicated, obscure, scientific phrases 
into plain language and find in them an answer to the question: ‘Is my 
condition bad? Is it very bad? Or is there as yet nothing much wrong?’ 
And it seemed to him that the meaning of what the doctor had said w^as 
that it was very bad. Everything in the streets seemed depressing. The cab- 
men, the houses, the passers-by, and the shops, were dismal. His ache, this 
dull gnawing ache that never ceased for a moment, seemed to have acquired 
a new and more serious significance from the doctor’s dubious remarks. 
Ivan Ilych now watched it with a new and oppressive feeling. 

He reached home and began to tell his wife about it. She listened, but in 
the middle of his account his daughter came in with her hat on, ready to go 
out with her mother. She sat down reluctantly to listen to this tedious story, 
but could not stand it long, and her mother too did not hear him to the end, 

‘Well, I am very glad,’ she said. ‘Mind now to take your medicine regu- 
larly. Give me the prescription and I’ll send Gerasim to the chemist’s.’ And 
she went to get ready to go out. 

While she was in the room Ivan Ilych had hardly taken time to breathe, 
but he sighed deeply when she left, it. . 

‘Well,’ he thought, ‘perhaps it isn’t so bad after all.’ 
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He began taking Iiis medicine and following the doctor’s directions, 
which had been altered after the examination of the urine. But then it 
happened that there was a contradiction between the indications drawn 
from the examination of the urine and the symptoms that showed them- 
selves. It turned out that what was happening differed from what the doctor 
had told him, and that he had either forgotten, or blundered, or hidden 
something fromhim. He, could. not, however, be blamed for thatj and Ivan' 
Il>xh still ' obeyed his '.orders 'implicitly; and ; at , 'first" derived ■ some comfort 
from doing; so..' , 

From the time of his visit to the doctor, Ivan Ilych’s chief occupation was 
the exact fulfilment of the doctor’s instructions regarding hygiene and the 
taking of medicine, and the observation of his pain and his excretions. His 
chief interests came to be people’s ailments and people’s health. When sick- 
ness, deaths, or recoveries, were mentioned in his presence, especially when 
the illness resembled his own, he listened with agitation which he tried to 
hide, asked questions, and applied what he heard to his own case. 

The pain did not grow less, but lyan Ilych made efforts to force himself 
to think that he was better* And he could do this so long as nothing agitated 
him. But as soon as he had any unpleasantness with his wife, any lack of 
success in his official work, or held bad cards at bridge, he was at once 
acutely sensible of his disease. He had formerly borne such mischances, 
hoping soon to adjust what was wrong, to master it and attain success, or 
make a grand slam. But now every mischance upset him and plunged him 
into despair. He w’^ould say to himself: ‘There now, just as I was beginning 
to get better and the medicine had begun to take effect, comes this accursed 
misfortune, or unpleasantness . . And he was furious with the mishap, or 
with the people who were causing the unpleasantness and killing him, for 
he felt that this fury was killing him but could not restrain it. One would 
have thought that it should have been clear to him that this exasperation 
with circumstances and people aggravated his illness, and that he ought 
therefore to ignore unpleasant occurrences. But he drew the very opposite 
conclusion: he said that he needed peace, and he watched for everything 
that might disturb it and became irritable at the slightest infringement of it. 
His condition .was rendered worse by the fact that he read medical books 
and consulted doctors. The progress of his disease was so gradual that he 
could deceive himself when comparing one day with another — the difference 
was so slight. But when he consulted the doctors it seemed to him that he 
was getting worse, and even very rapidly. Yet despite this he was continu- 
ally consulting them. - . ' 

That month he went to see another, celebrity, who told him almost the 
same as the first had done but put his questions rather differently, and the 
interview with this celebrity only increased Ivan Ilych’s doubts and fears. A 
friend of a friend of his, a very good, doctor, diagnosed his illness again 
quite differently from the others, and though He predicted recovery, his 
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questions and suppositions bewildered Ivan Ilych still more and increased 
his doubts. A homoeopathist diagnosed the disease in yet another way, and 
prescribed medicine which Ivan Ilych took secretly for a week. But after a 
week, not feeling any improvement and having lost confidence both in the 
former doctor’s treatment and in this one’s, he became still more de- 
spondent. One day a lady acquaintance mentioned a cure effected by a 
wonder-working icon. Ivan Ilych caught himself listeBihg attentively and 
beginning to believe that it had occurred. This incident alarmed him. ‘Has 
my mind really weakened to such an extent?’ he asked himself. ‘Nonsense! 
It’s all rubbish. I mustn’t give way to nervous fears but having chosen a 
doctor must keep strictly to his treatment. That is what I will do. Now it’s 
all settled. I won’t think about it, but will follow the treatment seriously till 
summer, and then we shall see. From now there must be no more of this 
wavering!’ This was easy to say but impossible to carry out. The pain in his 
side oppressed him and seemed to grow worse and more incessant, while 
the taste in his mouth grew stranger and stranger. It seemed to him that his 
breath had a disgusting smell, and he was conscious of a loss of appetite and 
strength. There was no deceiving himself: something terrible, new, and 
more important than anything before in his life, was taking place within 
him of which he alone was aware. Those about him did not understand or 
would not understand it, but thought everything in the world was going on 
as usual. That tormented Ivan Ilych more than anything. He saw that his 
household, especially his wife and daughter who were in a perfect whirl of 
visiting, did not understand anything of it and were annoyed that he was 
so depressed and so exacting, as if he were to blame for it. Though they 
tried to disguise it he saw that he was an obstacle in their path, and that 
his wife had adopted a definite line in regard to his illness and kept to it 
regardless of anything he said or did. Her attitude was this: ‘You know,’ 
she would say to her friends, ‘Ivan Ilych can’t do as other people do, and 
keep to the treatment prescribed for him. One day he’ll take his drops and 
keep strictly to his diet and go to bed in good time, but the next day unless 
I watch him he’ll suddenly forget his medicine, eat sturgeon — which is for- 
bidden — and sit up playing cards till one o’clock in the morning.’ 

‘Oh, come, when was that?’ Ivan Ilych would ask in vexation. ‘Only once 
at Peter Ivanovich’s,’ 

‘And yesterday with Shebek.’ 

‘Well, even if I hadn’t stayed up, this pain would have kept me awake.’ 

‘Be that as it may you’ll never get well like that, but will always make us 
wretched.’ 

Praskovya Fedorovna’s attitude to Ivan Ilych’s illness, as she expressed it 
both to others and to him, was that it was his own fault and was another of 
the annoyances he caused her. Ivan Ilych felt that this opinion escaped her 
involuntarily — but that did not make it easier for him. 

At the law courts too, Ivan Ilfch noticed, or thought he noticed, a strange 



574 


TELLERS OF TALES ■ 

attitude towards himself. It sometimes seemed to him that people were 
watching him inquisitively as a man whose place might soon be vacant. 
Then again^, his friends would suddenly begin to chaff him in a friendly 
way about his low spirits, as if the awful, horrible, and unheard-of thing 
that was going on within him, incessantly gnawing at him and irresistibly 
drawing him away, was a very agreeable subject for jests. Schwartz in par- 
ticular irritated him by his jocularity, vivacity, and which re- 

minded him of what he himself had been ten years ago. 

Friends came to make up a set and they sat down to cards. They dealt, 
bending the new cards to soften them, and he sorted the diamonds in his 
hand and found he had seven. His partner said ‘No trumps’ and supported 
him with two diamonds. What more could be wished for? It ought to be 
jolly and lively. They would make a grand slam. But suddenly Ivan Ilych 
was conscious of that gnawing pain, that taste in his mouth, and it seemed 
ridiculous that in such circumstances he should be pleased to make a grand 
slam." . 

He looked at his partner Mikhail Mikhaylovich, who rapped the table 
with his strong hand and instead of snatching up the tricks pushed the 
courteously and indulgently towards Ivan Ilych that he might have the 
pleasure of gathering them up without the trouble of stretching out his hand 
for them. ‘Does he think I am too weak to stretch out my arm?’ thought 
Ivan Ilych, and forgetting what he was doing he over-trumped his partner, 
missing the grand slam by three tricks. And what was most awful of all was 
that he saw how upset Mikhail Mikhaylovich was about it but did not him- 
self care. And it was dreadful to realize why he did not care. 

They all saw that he was suffering, and said: ‘We can stop if you are 
tired. Take a rest.’ Lie down? No, he was not at all tired, and he finished 
the rubber. All were gloomy and silent. Ivan Ilych felt that he had diffused 
this gloom over them and could not dispel it* They had supper and went 
away, and Ivan Ilych was left alone with the consciousness that his life was 
poisoned and was poisoning the lives of others, and that this poison did not 
weaken but penetrated more and more deeply into his whole being. 

With this consciousness, and with physical pain besides the terror, he 
must go to bed, often to lie awake the greater part of the night. Next morn- 
ing he had to get up again, dress, go to the law courts, speak, and write; 
or if he did not go out, spend at home those twenty-four hours a day each 
of which was a torture. And he had to live thus all alone on the brink of an 
abyss, with no one who understood or pitied him. 

V 

So one month passed and then another. Just before the New Year his 
brother-in-law came to town and stayed at their house. Ivan Ilych was at the 
law courts and Praskovya Fedorovna had gone shopping; When Ivan Ilych 
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came home and entered his study be found his brother-in-law there~a 
healthy, florid man— unpacking his portmanteau himself. He raised his head 
on hearing Ivan Ilych’s footsteps and looked up at him for a moment with- 
out a word. That stare told Ivan Ilych everything. His brother-in-law opened 
his mouth to utter an exclamation of surprise but checked himself, and that 
action confirmed it all. 

‘I have changed, eh?’ 

‘Yes, there is a change.’ 

And after that, try as he would to get his brother-in-law to return to the 
subject of his looksi, the latter would say nothing about it. Praskovya 
Fedorovna came home and her brother went out to her. Ivan Ilych locked 
the door and began to examine himself in the glass, first full face, then in 
profile. He took up a portrait of himself taken with his wife, and com- 
pared it with what he saw in the glass. The change in him was immense. 
Then he bared his arms to the elbow, looked at them, drew the sleeves 
down again, sat down on an ottoman, and grew blacker than night. 

‘No, no, this won’t do!’ he said to himself, and jumped up, went to the 
table, took up some law papers and began to read them, but could not 
continue. He unlocked the door and went into the reception-room. The 
door leading to the drawing-room was shut. He approached it on tiptoe and 
listened. 

‘No, you are exaggerating!’ Praskovya Fedorovna was saying. 

‘Exaggerating! Don’t you see it? Why, he’s a dead man! Look at his eyes 
— there’s no light in them. But what is it that is wrong with him?’ 

‘No one knows. Nikolaevich [that was another doctor] said something, 
but I don’t know what. And Leshchetitsky [this was the celebrated special- 
ist] said quite the contrary . . 

Ivan Ilych walked away, went to his own room, lay down, and began 
musing: ‘The kidney, a floating kidney.’ He recalled all the doctors had told 
him of how it detached itself and swayed about. And by an effort of imag- 
ination he tried to catch that kidney and arrest it and support it. So little 
was needed for this, it seemed to him, ‘No, I’ll go to see Peter Ivanovich 
again.’ [That was the friend whose friend was a doctor.] He rang, ordered 
the carriage, and got ready to go. 

‘Where are you going, Jean?’ asked his wife, with a specially sad and 
exceptionally kind look. 

This exceptionally kind look irritated him. He looked morosely at her. 

‘I must go to see Peter Ivanovich,’ 

He went to see Peter Ivanovich, and together they went to see his friend, 
the doctor. He was in, and Ivan Ilych had a long talk with him. 

Reviewing the anatomical and physiological details of what in the doctor’s 
opinion was going on inside him, he understood it all. 

There was something, a small thing, in the vermiform appendix. It might 
ail come right. Only stimulate the energy of one organ and check the activity 
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of another, then absorption would take place and everything would come 
right. He got home rather late for dinner, ate his dinner, and conversed 
cheerfully, but could not for a long time bring himself to go back to work 
in his room. At last, however, he went to his study and did what was neces- 
sary, but the consciousness that he had put something aside — an important, 
intimate matter which he would revert to when his work was done — never 
left him. When he had finished his work he remembered that this intimate 
matter was the thought of his vermiform appendix. But he did not give 
himself up to it, and went to the drawing-room for tea. There were callers 
there, including the examining magistrate who was a desirable match for his 
daughter, and they were conversing, playing the piano, and singing. Ivan 
Ilych, as Praskovya Fedorovna remarked, spent that evening more cheer- 
fully than usual, but he never for a moment forgot that he had postponed 
the important matter of the appendix. At eleven o’clock he said good-night 
and went to his bedroom. Since his illness he had slept alone in a small 
room next to his study. He undressed and took up a novel by Zola, but 
instead of reading it he fell into thought, and in his imagination that desired 
improvement in the vermiform appendix occurred. There was the absorp- 
tion and evacuation and the re-establishment of normal activity. Wes, that’s 
it!’ he said to himself. 'One need only assist nature, that’s all.’ He remem- 
bered his medicine, rose, took it, and lay down on his back watching for the 
beneficent action of the medicine and for it to lessen the pain. 1 need only 
take it regularly and avoid all injurious influences. I am already feeling 
better, much better.’ He began touching his side: it was not painful to the 
touch. There, I really don’t feel it. It’s much better already.’ He put out the 
light and turned on his side . . . The appendix is getting better, absorp- 
tion is occurring.’ Suddenly he felt the old, familiar, dull, gnawing pain, 
stubborn and serious. There was the same familiar loathsome taste in his 
mouth. His heart sank and he felt dazed. 'My God! My God!’ he muttered. 
'Again, again! And it will never cease.’ And suddenly the matter presented 
itself in a quite different aspect. 'Vermiform appendix! Kidney!’ he said to 
himself. ‘It’s not a question of appendix or kidney, but of life and . . . 
death. Yes, life was there and now it is going, going and I cannot stop it. 
Yes. Why deceive myself.? Isn’t it obvious to everyone but me that I’m 
dying, and that it’s only a question of weeks, days ... it may happen this 
moment. There was light and now there is darkness. I was here and now 
I’m going there! Where.?’ A chill came over him, his breathing ceased, and 
he felt only the throbbing of his heart. 

'When I am not, what will there be? There will be nothing. Then where 
shall I be when I am no more? Can this be dying? No, I don’t want to!’ He 
jumped up and tried to light the candle, felt for it with trembling hands, 
dropped candle and candlestick on the floor, and fell back on his pillow. 

What s the use? It makes no difference,’ he said to himself, staring with 
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wide-open eyes into the darkness. ‘Death. Yes, death. And none of them 
know or wish to know it, and they have no pity for me. Now they are 
playing.’ (He heard through the door the distant sound of a song and its 
accompaniment.) ‘It’s all the same to them, but they will die too! Fools! I 
first, and they later, but it will be the same for them. And now they are 
merry . . . the beasts!’ 

Anger choked him and he was agonizingly, unbearably miserable. ‘It is 
impossible that all men have been doomed to suffer this awful horror!’ He 
raised himself. 

‘Something must be wrong. I must calm myself — must think it all over 
from the beginning.’ And he again began thinking. ‘Yes, the beginning of 
my illness: I knocked my side, but I was still quite well that day and the 
next. It hurt a little, then rather more. I saw the doctors, then followed de- 
spondency and anguish, more doctors, and I drew nearer to the abyss. My 
strength grew less and I kept coming nearer and nearer, and now I have 
wasted away and there is no light in my eyes. I think of the appendix — but 
this is death! I think of mending the appendix, and all the while here is 
death! Can it really be death.?’ Again terror seized him and he gasped for 
breath. He leant down and began feeling for the matches, pressing with his 
elbow on the stand beside the bed. It was in his way and hurt him, he grew 
furious with it, pressed on it still harder, and upset it. Breathless and in 
despair he fell on his back, expecting death to come immediately. 

Meanwhile the visitors were leaving. Praskovya Fedorovna was seeing 
them off. She heard something fall and came in. 

‘What has happened.?’ 

‘Nothing. I knocked it over accidentally.’ 

She went out and returned with a candle. He lay there panting heavily, 
like a man who has run a thousand yards, and stared upwards at her with 
a fixed look. 

‘What is it, Jean?’ 

‘No . . . o . . . thing. I upset it.’ (‘Why speak of it? She won’t under- 
stand,’ he thought.) 

And in truth she did not understand. She picked up the stand, lit his 
candle, and hurried away to see another visitor off. When she came back he 
still lay on his back, looking upwards. 

‘What is it? Do you feel worse?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

She shook her head and sat down. 

‘Do you know, Jean, I think we must ask Leshchetitsky to come and see 
you here.’ 

This meant calling in the famous specialist, regardless of expense. He 
smiled malignantly and said ‘No,’ She, remained a little longer and then 
went up to him and kissed his forehead. . 
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While she was kissing him he hated her from the bottom o£ his soul and 
with difficulty refrained from pushing her away. 

'Good-night. Please God youll sleep.’ 

:'TesA 

VI 

Ivan Ilych saw that he was dying, and he was in continual despair. 

In the depth of his heart he knew he was dying, but not only was he not 
accustomed to the thought, he simply did not and could not grasp it. 

The syllogism he had learnt from Kiezewetters Logic: ‘Gaius is a man, 
men are mortal, therefore Cains is mortal’, had always seemed to him 
correct as applied to Gains, but certainly not as applied to himself. That 
Caius — man in the abstract~was mortal, was perfectly correct, but he was 
not Caius, not an abstract man, but a creature quite quite separate from all 
others. He had been little Vanya, with a mamma and a papa, with Mitya 
and Volodya, with the toys, a coachman and a nurse, afterwards with 
Katenka and with all the joys, griefs, and delights of childhood, boyhood, 
and youth. What did Caius know of the smell of that striped leather ball 
Vanya had been so fond of? Had Caius kissed his mother’s hand like that, 
and did the silk of her dress rustle so for Caius? Had he rioted like that at 
school when the pastry was bad? Had Caius been in love like that? Could 
Caius preside at a session as he did? 'Caius really was mortal, and it was 
right for him to die; but for me, little Vanya, Ivan Ilych, with all my 
thoughts and emotions, it’s altogether a different matter. It cannot be that 
I ought to die. That would be too terrible.’ 

Such was his feeling. 

'If I had to die like Caius I should have known it was so. An inner voice 
would have told me so, but there was nothing of the sort in me and I and 
all my friends felt that our case was quite different from that of Caius. And 
now here it is!’ he said to himself. 'It can’t be. It’s impossible! But here it is. 
How is this? How is one to understand it?’ 

He could not understand it, and tried to drive this false, incorrect, morbid 
thought away and to replace it by other proper and healthy thoughts. But 
that thought, and not the thought only but the reality itself, seemed to come 
and confront him. 

And to replace that thought he called up a succession of others, hoping 
to find in them some support. He tried to get back into the former current 
of thoughts that had once screened the thought of death from him. But 
strange to say, all that had formerly shut off, hidden, and destroyed, his 
consciousness of death, no longer had that effect. Ivan Ilych now spent 
most of his time in attempting to re-establish that old current. He would 
say to himself: 'I will take up my duties again — after all I used to live by 
them.’ And banishing all doubts he would go to the law courts, enter into 
conversation with his colleagues, and sit carelessly as was his wont, scanning 
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the crowd with a thoughtful look and leaning both his emaciated arms on 
the arms of his oak chair; bending over as usual to a colleague and drawing 
his papers nearer he would interchange whispers with him, and then sud- 
denly raising his eyes and sitting erect would pronounce certain words and 
open the proceedings. But suddenly in the midst of those proceedings the 
pain in his side, regardless of the stage the proceedings had reached, would 
begin its own gnawing work. Ivan Ilych would turn his attention to it and 
try to drive the thought of it away, but without success. would come and 
Stand before him and look at him, and he would be petrified and the light 
would die out of his eyes, and he would again begin asking himself whether 

alone was true. And his colleagues and subordinates would see with sur- 
prise and distress that he, the brilliant and subtle judge, was becoming 
confused and making mistakes. He would shake himself, try to pull himself 
together, manage somehow to bring the sitting to a close, and return home 
with 'the sorrowful consciousness that his judicial labours could not as 
formerly hide from him what he wanted them to hide, and could not deliver 
him from It, And what was worst of all was that drew his attention to 
itself not in order to make him take some action but only that he should 
look at It, look it straight in the face: look at it and without doing anything, 
suffer inexpressibly. 

And to save himself from this condition Ivan Ilych looked for consolations 
-—new screens— and new screens were found and for a while seemed to save 
him, but then they immediately fell to pieces or rather became transparent, 
as if penetrated them and nothing could veil /^. 

In these latter days he Would go into the drawing-room he had arranged 
—that drawing-room where he had fallen and for the sake of which (how 
bitterly ridiculous it seemed) he had sacrificed his life — for he knew that his 
illness originated with that knock. He would enter and see that something 
had scratched the polished table. He would look for the cause of this and 
find that it was the bronze ornamentation of an album, that had got bent. 
He would take up the expensive album which he had lovingly arranged, and 
feel vexed with his daughter and her friends for their untidiness — for the 
album was torn here and there and some of the photographs turned upside 
down. He would put it carefully in order and bend the ornamentation back 
into position. Then it would occur to him to place all those things in an- 
other corner of the room, near the plants. He would call the footman, but 
his daughter or wife would come to help him. They would not agree, and 
his wnfe would contradict him, and he would dispute and grow angry. But 
that was all right, for then he did not think about It, It was invisible. 

But then, when he was moving something himself, his wife would say: 
Tet the servants do it. You will hurt yourself again.’ And suddenly It would 
flash through the screen and he would see it. It was just a flash, and he 
hoped it would disappear, but he would involuntarily pay attention to his 
side. It sits there as before, gnawing just thfe same!" And he could no longer 
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forget It, but could distinctly see it looking at him from behind the flowers. 
'What is it all for?’ 

It really is so I lost my life over that curtain as I might have done when 
storming a fort Is that possible? How terrible and how stupid. It can’t be 
true! It can’t, but it is.’ 

He would go to his study, lie down, and again be alone with It: face to 
face with /^. And nothing could be done with /r except to look at it and 
shudder. 

vir 

How it happened it is impossible to say because it came about step by 
step, unnoticed, but in the third month of Ivan Ilych’s illness, his wife, his 
daughter, his son, his acquaintances, the doctors, the servants, and above all 
he himself, were aware that the whole interest he had for other people was 
whether he would soon vacate his place, and at last release the living from 
the discomfort caused by his presence and be himself released from his 
sufferings. 

He slept less and less. He was given opium and hypodermic injections of 
morphine, but this did not relieve him. The dull depression he experienced 
in a somnolent condition at first gave him a little relief, but only as some- 
thing new, afterwards it became as distressing as the pain itself or even 
more so. 

Special foods were prepared for him by the doctors’ orders, but all those 
foods became increasingly distasteful and disgusting to him. 

For his excretions also special arrangements had to be made, and this was 
a torment to him every time — a torment from the uncleanliness, the unseem- 
liness, and the smell, and from knowing that another person had to take 
part in it. 

But just through this most unpleasant matter, Ivan Ilych obtained com- 
fort. Gerasim, the butler’s young assistant, ; always came in to carry the 
things out. Gerasim was a clean, fresh peasant lad, grown stout on town 
food and always cheerful and bright. At first the sight of him, in his clean 
Russian peasant costume, engaged on that disgusting task embarrassed 
Ivan Ilych. 

Once when he got up from the commode too weak to draw up his 
trousers, he dropped into a soft armchair and looked with horror at his 
bare, enfeebled thighs with the muscles, so sharply marked on them. 

Gerasim with a firm light tread, his heavy boots emitting a pleasant smell 
of tar and fresh winter air, came in wearing a clean Hessian apron, the sleeves 
of his print shirt tucked up over his, strong bare young arms; and refraining 
from looking at his sick master but of consideration for his feelings, and 
restraining the joy of life, that beamed from his face, he went up to the 
commode. , 

'Gerasim!’ said Ivin Ilych in a - weak voice. 
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Gerasim started, evidently afraid he might have committed some blunder, 
and with a rapid movement turned his fresh, kind, simple young face which 
just showed the first downy signs of a beard. 

..'Yes,, sir?.' 

That must be very unpleasant for you. You must forgive me. l am help- 
less.'. . . 

“Oh, why, sir,' and Gerasim’s eyes beamed and he showed his glistening 
white teeth, 'what’s a little trouble? It’s a case of illness with you, sir.’ 

And his deft strong hands did their accustomed task, and he went out of 
the room stepping lightly. Five minutes later he as lightly returned. 

Ivan Ilych was still sitting in the same position in the armchair. 

'Gerasim,’ he said when the latter had replaced the freshly-washed uten- 
sil. 'Please come here and help me.’ Gerasim went up to him. 'Lift me up. It 
is hard for me to get up, and I have sent Dmitri away.’ 

Gerasim went up to him, grasped his master wdth his strong' arms deftly 
but gently, in the same way that he stepped — lifted him, supported him 
with one hand, and with the other drew up his trousers and would have 
set him down again, but Ivan Ilych asked to be led to the sofa. Gerasim, 
without an effort and without apparent pressure, led him, almost lifting 
him, to the sofa and placed him on it. 

'Thank you. How easily and well you do it all!’ 

Gerasim smiled again and turned to leave the room. But Ivan Ilych felt 
his presence such a comfort that he did not want to let him go. 

'One thing more, please move up that chair. No, the other one — under my 
feet. It is easier for me when my feet are raised.’ 

Gerasim brought the chair, set it down gently in place, and raised Ivan 
Ilych’s legs on to it. It seemed to Ivan Ilych that he felt better while Gerasim 
was holding up his legs. 

'It’s better when my legs are higher,’ he said. 'Place that cushion under 
them.’ 

Gerasim did so. He again lifted the legs and placed them, and again Ivan 
Ilych felt better while Gerasim held his legs. When he set them down Ivan 
Ilych fancied he felt worse. 

'Gerasim,’ he said. ‘Are you busy now?’ 

'Not at all, sir,’ said Gerasim, who had learnt from the townsfolk how to 
speak to gentlefolk. 

'What have you still to do?’ 

'What have I to do ? I’ve done everything except chopping the logs for 
to-morrow.’ 

'Then hold my legs up a bit higher, can you?’ 

'Of course I can. Why not?’ And Gerasim raised his master’s legs higher 
and Ivan Ilych thought that in that position he did not feel any pain at all. 

‘And how about the logs?’ ■ . 

'Don’t trouble about that, sir. There’s plenty of : time.’ , ; ' ! 
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Ivafi Ilych told Gerasim to sit down and hold his legs, and began to talk 
to him. And strange to say it seemed to him that he felt better while 
.'Gerasim held' Ills legs up. 

After that Ivan Ilych would sometimes call Gerasim and get him to hold 
his legs on his shoulders, and he liked talking to him. Gerasim did it all 
easily, willingly, simply, and with a good nature that touched Ivan Ilych. 
Health, strength, and vitality in other people were offensive to him, but 
Gerasim’s strength and vitality did not mortify but soothed him. 

What tormented Ivan Ilych most was the deception, the lie, which for 
:some reason they all accepted, that he was not dying but was simply ill, and 
that he only need keep quiet and undergo a treatment and then something 
very good would result. He however knew that do what they would noth- 
ing would come of it, only still more agonizing suffering and death. This 
deception tortured him — ^their not wishing to admit what they all knew and 
what he knew, but wanting to lie to him concerning his terrible condition, 
and wishing and forcing him to participate in that He. Those lies— lies 
enacted over him on the eve of his death and destined to degrade this awful, 
solemn act to the level of their visitings, their curtains, their sturgeon for 
dinner — were a terrible agony for Ivan Ilych. And strangely enough, many 
times when they were going through their antics over him he had been 
within a hairbreadth of calling out to them: 'Stop lying! You know and I 
know that I am dying. Then at least stop lying about it!’ But he had never 
had the spirit to do it. The awful, terrible act of his dying was, he could see, 
reduced by those about him to the level of a casual, unpleasant, and almost 
indecorous incident (as if someone entered a drawing-room diffusing an 
unpleasant odour) and this was done by that very decorum which he had 
served all his life long. He saw that no one felt for him, because no one even 
wished to grasp his position. Only Gerasim recognized it and pitied him. 
And so Ivan Ilych felt at ease only with him. He felt comforted when 
Gerasim supported his legs (sometimes all night long) and refused to go to 
bed, saying: ‘Don’t you worry, Ivan Ilych. I’ll get sleep enough later on,’ or 
when he suddenly became familiar and exclaimed: ‘If you weren’t sick it 
would be another matter, but as it is, why should I grudge a little trouble?’ 
Gerasim alone did not lie; everything showed that he alone understood the 
facts of the case and did not consider it necessary to disguise them, but 
simply felt sorry for his emaciated and enfeebled master. Once when Ivan 
Ilych was sending him away he even said straight out: ‘We shall all of us 
die, so why should I grudge a little trouble?’— expressing the fact that he 
did, not think his work burdensome, because he was doing it for a dying 
man and hoped someone would do the same for him when his time came. 

Apart from this lying, or because of it, what most tormented Ivan Ilych 
was that no one pitied him as he wished to be pitied. At certain moments 
after prolonged suffering he wished most of all (though he would have been 
ashamed to confess it) for someone to pity him as a sick child is pitied. He 
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iGiiged to be petted and comforted. He knew he was an important func- 
tionary, that he had a beard turning grey, and that therefore what lie longed 
for was impossible, but still he longed for it. And in Gerasims attitude 
towards him there was something akin to what he wished for, and so that 
attitude comforted him. Ivan Ilych wanted to weep, wanted to be petted and 
cried over, and then his colleague Shebek would come, and instead of 
weeping and being petted, Ivan Ilych would assume a serious, severe, and 
profound air, and by force of habit would express his opinion on a decision 
of the Court of Cassation and would stubbornly insist on that view. This 
falsity around him and within him did more than anything else to poison 
his last days. 

VIII 

It was morning. He knew it was morning because Gerasim had gone, and 
Peter the footman had come and put out the candles, drawn back one of the 
curtains, and begun quietly to tidy up. Whether it was morning or evening, 
Friday or Sunday, made no difference, it was all just the same: the gnawing, 
unmitigated, agonizing pain, never ceasing for an instant, the consciousness 
of life inexorably waning but not yet extinguished, the approach of that 
ever dreaded and hateful Death which was the only reality, and always the 
same falsity. What were days, weeks, hours, in such a case.? 

‘Will you have some tea, sir.?’ 

‘He wants things to be regular, and wishes the gentlefolk to drink tea in 
the morning,’ thought Ivan Ilych, and only said ‘No’. 

‘Wouldn’t you like to move onto the sofa, sir?’ 

‘He Wyants to tidy up the room, and I’m in the way. I am uncleanliness 
and disorder,’ he thought, and said only r 

‘No, leave me alone.’ 

The man went on bustling about. Ivan Ilych stretched out his hand. Peter 
came up, ready to help. 

‘What is it, sir.?’ 

‘My watch.’ 

Peter took the watch which was close at hand and gave it to his master. 

‘Half-past eight. Are they up?’ 

‘No sir, except Vladimir Ivanich’ (the son) ‘who has gone to school. 
Praskovya Fedorovna ordered me to wake her if you asked for her. Shall I 
do so?’ 

‘No, there’s no need to.’ ‘Perhaps I’d better have some tea,’ he thought, 
and added aloud: ‘Yes, bring me some tea.’ 

Peter went to the door but Ivan Ilych dreaded being left alone. ‘How 
can I keep him here? Oh yes, my medicine.’ ‘Peter, give me my medicine.’ 
‘Why not? Perhaps it may still do me some good.’ He took a spoonful and 
swallowed it. ‘No, it won’t help.It’s all tomfoolery, ail deception,’ he decided 
as soon as he became aware of the familiar, sickly, hopeless taste. ‘No, I can’t 
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believe in it any longer. But the pain, why this pain ? I£ it would only cease 
just for a moHientP And he moaned. Peter turned towards him. It’s all 
right. Go and fetch me some tea.’ 

Peter went out. Left alone Ivan Ilych groaned not so much with pain, 
terrible though that was, as from mental anguish. Always and for ever the 
same, always these endless days and nights. If only it would come quicker! If 
only ivhat would come quicker.? Death, darkness? - . . No, no! Anything 
rather than death! 

When Peter returned with the tea on a tray, Ivan Ilych stared at him for 
a time in perplexity, not realizing who and what he was. Peter was dis- 
concerted by that look and his embarrassment brought Ivan Ilych to him- 
self. ■ ■ 

‘Oh, tea! All right, put it down. Only help me to wash and put on a clean 
shirt.’ 

And Ivan Ilych began to wash. V/ith pauses for rest, he washed his hands • 
and then his face, cleaned his teeth, brushed his hair, and looked in the 
glass. He was terrified by what he saw, especially by the limp way in which 
his hair clung to his pallid forehead. 

While his shirt was being changed he knew that he would be still more 
frightened at the sight of his body, so he avoided looking at it. Finally he 
was ready. He drew on a dressing-gown, wrapped himself in a plaid, and sat 
dowm in the armchair to take his tea. For a moment he felt refreshed, but as 
soon as he began to drink the tea he was again aware of the same taste, and 
the pain also returned. He finished it with an effort, and then lay down 
stretching out his legs, and dismissed Peter. 

Always the same. Now a spark of hope flashes up, then a sea of despair 
rages, and always pain; aWays pain, always despair, and always the same. 
When alone he had a dreadful and distressing desire to call someone, but he 
knew beforehand that with others present it would be still worse. ‘Another 
dose of morphine— to lose consciousness. I will tell him, the doctor, that he 
must think of something else. It’s impossible, impossible, to go on like 
this.b V': ■ ■ • ' ■ '• ■ 

An hour and another pass like that. But now there is a ring at the door 
bell. Perhaps it’s the doctor? It is. He comes in fresh, hearty, plump, and 
cheerful, with that look on his face that seems to say: ‘There now, you’re 
in a panic about something, but we’ll arrange it all for you directly!’ The 
doctor knows this expression is out of place here, but he has put it on once 
for all and can’t take it off— like a man who has put on a frock-coat in the 
morning to pay a round of calls. / 

The doctor rubs his hands vigorously and reassuringly. , 

‘Bit! How cold it is! There’s such a, sharp frost; juk let me warm myself!’ 
he says, as if it were only a matter of waiting till he was warm, and then he 
would put everything right. : , . 
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Ivan Ilych feels that the doctor, wou^ like to say: Well, how are glii 
affairs?' but that even he feels that this would not do, and says instead: 
What sort of a night have you had?' 

Ivan Ilych looks at him as much as to say: 'Are you really never ashamed 
of lying?’ But the doctor does not wish to understand this question, and 
Ivan Ilych says: ‘Just as terrible as ever. The pain never leaves me and never 
subsides. If only somethixig . , 

‘Yes, you sick people are always like that. . . . There, now I think I am 
warm enough. Even Praskovya Fedorovna, who is so particular, could find 
no fault with my temperature. Well, now I can say good-morning,' and the 
doctor presses his patient’s hand. 

Then, dropping his former playfulness, he begins with a most serious face 
to examine the patient, feeling his pulse and taking his temperature, and 
then begins the sounding and auscultation. 

Ivan Ilych knows quite well and definitely that all this is nonsense and 
pure deception, but when the doctor, getting down on his knee, leans over 
hini, putting his ear first higher then lower, and performs various gymnastic 
movements over him with a significant expression on his face, Iv^n Ilych 
submits to it all as he used to submit to the speeches of the lawyers, though 
he knew very well that they were all lying and why they were lying. 

The doctor, kneeling on the sofa, is still sounding him when Praskovya 
Fedorovna’s silk dress rustles at the door and she is heard scolding Peter for 
not having let her know of the doctor’s arrival. 

She comes in, kisses her husband, and at once proceeds to prove that she 
has been up a long time already, and only owing to a misunderstanding 
failed to be there when the doctor arrived. 

Ivan Ilych looks at her, scans her all over, sets against her the whiteness 
and plumpness and cleanness of her hands and neck, the gloss of her hair, 
and the sparkle of her vivacious eyes. He hates her with his whole soul. And 
the thrill of hatred he feels for her makes him suffer from her touch. 

Her attitude towards him and his disease is still the same. Just as the 
doctor had adopted a certain relation to his patient which he could not 
abandon, so had she formed one towards him — that he was not doing some- 
thing he ought to do and was himself to blame, and that she reproached him 
lovingly for this — and she could not now change that attitude. 

'You see he doesn’t listen to me and doesn’t- take his medicine at the 
proper time. And above all he lies in a position that is no doubt bad for 
him — with his legs up.’ 

She described how he made Gerasim hold his legs up. 

The doctor smiled with a contemptuous affability that said: ‘What’s to 
be done ? These sick people do have foolish fancies of that kind, but we 
must forgive them.’ J ‘ 

When the examination was over the doctor looked at his watch, and then 
Praskovya Fedorovna announced . to Ivan Ilych was of course as he 
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pleased^ but she had sent to-day for a celebrated specialist who would 
examine him and have a consultation with Michael Danilovich (their regu- 
'lar doctor).' ■■ ■ 

'Please don’t raise any objections. I am doing this for my own sake/ she 
said ironically^ letting it be felt that she was doing it all for his sake and only 
said this to leave him no right to refuse. He remained silent, knitting his 
brows. He felt that he was so surrounded and involved in a mesh of falsity 
that it was hard to unravel anything. 

Everything she did for him was entirely for her own sake, and she told 
him she was doing for herself what she actually was doing for herself, as if 
that was so incredible that he must understand the opposite. 

At half-past eleven the celebrated specialist arrived. Again the sounding 
began and the significant conversations in his presence and in another room, 
about the kidneys and the appendix, and the questions and answers, with 
such an air of importance that again, instead of the real question of life and 
death which now alone confronted him, the question arose of the kidney 
and appendix which were not behaving as they ought to and would now 
be attacked by Michael Danilovich and the specialist and forced to amend 
their ways. 

The celebrated specialist took leave of him with a serious though not 
hopeless look, and in reply to the timid question Ivan Ilych, with eyes 
glistening with fear and hope, put to him as to whether there was a chance 
of recovery, said that he could not vouch for it but there was a possibility. 
The look of hope with which Ivan Ilych watched the doctor out was so 
pathetic that Praskovya Fedorovna, seeing it, even wept as she left the room 
to hand the doctor his fee. 

The gleam of hope kindled by the doctor’s encouragement did not last 
long. The same room, the same pictures, curtains, wall-paper, medicine 
bottles, were all there, and the same aching suffering body, and Ivan Ilych 
began to moan. They gave him a subcutaneous injection and he sank into 
oblivion. 

It was twilight when he came to. They brought him his dinner and he 
swallowed some beef tea with difficulty, and then everything was the same 
again and night was coming on. 

After dinner, at seven o’clock, Praskovya Fedorovna came into the room 
in evening dress, her full bosom pushed up by her corset, and with traces of 
powder on her face. She had reminded him in the morning that they were 
going to the theatre. Sarah Bernhardt was visiting the town and they had a 
box, which he had insisted on their taking. Now he had forgotten about it 
and her toilet offended him, but he concealed his vexation when he remem- 
bered that he had himself insisted on their securing a box and going because 
it would be an instructive an<3 aesthetic pleasure for the children. 

Praskovya Fedorovna came in, self-satisfied but yet with a rather guilty 
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air. She sat down and asked how he was but, as he saw, only for the sake of 
asking and. not in order to learn about it, knowing that there was nothing to 
learn — and then went on to what she really wanted to say: that she would 
not on any account have gone but that the box had been taken and Helen 
and their daughter were going, as well as Petrishchev (the examining magis- 
trate, their daughter’s fiance) and that it was out of the question to let them 
go alone; but that she would have much preferred to sit with him for a 
while; and he must be sure to follow the doctor’s orders while she was 
away. ■ 

‘Oh, and Fedor Petrovich’ (the fiance) ‘would like to come in. May he? 
And Lisa?’ ■ ■ ' 

‘All right.’ 

Their daughter came in in full evening dress, her fresh young flesh ex- 
posed (making a show of that very flesh which in his own case caused so 
much suffering), strong, healthy, evidently in love, and impatient with 
illness, suffering, and death, because they interfered with her happiness. 

Fedor Petrovich came in too, in evening dress, his hair curled a la Capoul, 
a tight stiff collar round his long sinewy neck, an enormous white shirt- 
front and narrow black trousers tightly stretched over his strong thighs. He 
had one white glove tightly drawn on, and was holding his opera hat in his 
hand. 

Following him the schoolboy crept in unnoticed, in a new uniform, poor 
little fellow, and wearing gloves. Terribly dark shadows showed under his 
eyes, the meaning of which Ivan Ilych knew well. 

His son had always seemed pathetic to him, and now it was dreadful to 
see the boy’s frightened look of pity. It seemed to Ivan Ilych that Vasya was 
the only one besides Gerasim who understood and pitied him. 

They all sat down and again asked how he was. A silence followed. Lisa 
asked her mother about the opera-glasses, and there was an altercation be- 
tween mother and daughter as to who had taken them and where they had 
been put. This occasioned some unpleasantness, 

Fedor Petrovich inquired of Ivan Ilych whether he had ever seen Sarah 
Bernhardt. Ivan Ilych did not at first catch the question, but then replied: 
‘No, have you seen her before?’ 

‘Yes, in Adrienne hecouvreur! 

Praskovya Fedorovna mentioned some roles in which Sarah Bernhardt 
was particularly good. Her daughter disagreed. Conversation sprang up as 
to the elegance and realism of her acting — the sort of conversation that is 
always repeated and is always the same. 

In the midst of the conversation Fedor Petrovich glanced at Ivan Ilych 
and became silent. The others also looked at him and grew silent. Ivan 
Ilych was staring with glittering eyes straight before him, evidently in- 
dignant with them. This had to be rectified, but it was impossible to do so. 
The silence had to be broken, but for a tiine no one dared to break it and 
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they all beeame afraid that the conventional deception would suddenly 
become obvious and the truth become plain to all. Lisa was the first to 
pluck up courage and break that silence^, but by trying to hide what every- 
body was feeling, she betrayed it. 

‘Well, if we are going it s time to start, ’ she said, looking at her watch, a 
present from her father, and with a faint and significant smile at Fedor 
Petrovich relating to something known only to them. She got up with a 
rustle of her dress. 

They all rose, said good-night, and went away. 

When they had gone it seemed to Ivan Ily eh that he felt better; the 
falsity had gone with them. But the pain remained— that same pain and that 
same fear that made everything monotonously alike, nothing harder and 
nothing easier. Everything was worse. 

Again minute followed minute and hour followed hour. Everything re- 
mained the same and there was no cessation. And the inevitable end of it 
all became more and more terrible. 

‘Yes, send Gerasim here,’ he replied to a question Peter asked. 

His wife returned late at night. She came in on tiptoe, but he heard her, 
opened his eyes, and made haste to close them again. She wished to send 
Gerasim away and to sit with him herself, but he opened his eyes and said: 
‘No, go away.’ 

‘Are you in great pain.j^’ 

‘Always the same.’ 

‘Take some opium.’ 

He agreed and took some. She went away. 

Till about three in the morning he was in a state of stupefied misery. It 
seemed to him that he and his pain were being thrust into a narrow, deep 
black sack, but though they were pushed further and further in they could 
not be pushed to the bottom. And this, terrible enough in itself, was accom- 
panied by suffering. He was frightened yet wanted to fall through the sack, 
he struggled but yet co-operated. And suddenly he broke through, fell, and 
regained consciousness. Gerasim was sitting at the foot of the bed dozing 
quietly and patiently, while he himself lay with his emaciated stockinged 
legs resting on Gerasim’s shoulders; the same shaded candle was there and 
the same unceasing pain. ,, 

' : ‘Go avzay, Gerasim,’ he whispered* 

‘It’s all right, sir. I’ll stay a while/, 

‘No. Go away/ ’ 

He removed his legs from Gerasim’s shoulders, turned sideways onto his 
arm, and felt sorry for himself. He only waited till Gerasim had gone into 
the next room and then restraitied himseif iib longer but wept like a child. 
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He wept on account of his helplessness, his terrible loneliness, the cruelty of 
man, the cruelty of God, and the absence o£ God. 

‘Why hast Thou done all this? Why hast Thou brought me here? Why, 
why dost Thou torment me so terribly?’ 

He did not expect an answer and yet wept because there was no answer 
and could be none. The pain again grew more acute, but he did not stir and 
did not call. He said to himself: ‘Go on! Strike me! But what is it for? What 
have I'done to Thee? What is it for?’- 

Then he grew quiet and not only ceased w^eeping but even held his breath 
and became all attention. It was as though he were listening not to an i 

audible voice but to the voice of his soul, to the current of thoughts arising 
withinEim. 

‘What is it you want?’ was the first clear conception capable of expression 
in words, that he. heard. ' . " 

‘What do you want? What do you want?’ he repeated to himself. 

‘What do I want? To live and not to suffer,’ he answered. 

And again he listened with such concentrated attention that even his pain 
did not distract him. 

‘To live? How?’ asked his inner voice. 

‘Why, to live as I used to — well and pleasantly,’ 

‘As you lived before, well and pleasantly?’ the voice repeated. 

And in imagination he began to recall the best moments of his pleasant 
life. But strange to say none of these best moments of his pleasant life now 
seemed at all what they had then seemed — none of them except the first 
recollections of childhood. There, in childhood, there had been something 
really pleasant with which it would be possible to live if it could return. But 
the child who had experienced that happiness existed no longer, it was like 
a reminiscence of somebody else. 

As soon as the period began which had produced the present Ivan Ilych, 
all that had then seemed joys now melted before his sight and turned into 
something trivial and often nasty. 

And the further he departed from childhood and the nearer he came to 
the present the more worthless and doubtful were the joys. This began with 
the School of Law. A little that . was really good was still found there — 
there was light-heartedness, friendship, and hope. But in the upper classes 
there had already been fewer of such good moments. Then during the first 
years of his official career, when he was in the service of the Governor, some 
pleasant moments again occurred: they were the memories of love for a 
woman. Then all became confused and there was still less of what was 
good; later on again there was still less that was good, and the further he 
went the less there was. His marriage, a mere accident, then the disenchant- 
ment that followed it, his wife’s bad breath and the sensuality and hypocrisy : 
then that deadly official life and those, preoccupations about money, a year . 
of it, and two, and ten, and twenty^.and'always rthe same thing,. And the . 
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longer it lasted the more deadly it became. ‘It is as if I had been going 
downhill while I imagined L was going up. And that is really what it was. I 
was going up in public opinion, but to the same extent life was ebbing away 
from me. And now it is all done and there is only death.’ 

‘Then what does it mean? Why? It can’t be that life is so senseless and 
horrible. But if it really has been so horrible and senseless, why must I die 
and die in agony ? There is something wrong!’ 

‘Maybe I did not live as I ought to have done/ it suddenly occurred to 
him. ‘But how could that be, when I did everything properly?’ he replied, 
and immediately dismissed from his mind this, the sole solution of all the 
riddles of life and death, as something quite impossible. 

‘Then what do you want now? To live? Live how? Live as you lived in 
the law courts when the usher proclaimed “The Judge is coming!” The 
judge is coming, the judge!’ he repeated to himself. ‘Here he is, the judge. 
But lam not guilty!’ he exclaimed angrily. ‘What is it for?’ And he ceased 
crying, but turning his face to the wall continued to ponder on the same 
questionr Why, and for what purpose, is there all this horror ? But however 
much he pondered he found no answer. And whenever the thought oc- 
curred to him, as it often did, that it all resulted from his not having lived 
as he ought to have done, he at once recalled the correctness of his whole 
life and dismissed so strange an idea. 

X' ■■ , , ■ ■ ■ 

Another fortnight passed. Ivan Ilych now no longer left his sofa. He 
would not lie in bed but lay on the sofa, facing the wall nearly all the time. 
He suffered ever the same unceasing agonies and in his loneliness pondered 
always on the same insoluble question: ‘What is this? Can it be that it is 
Death?’ And the inner voice answered; ‘Yes, it is Death.’ 

‘Why these sufferings?’ And the voice answered, ‘For no reason — they 
just are so.’ Beyond and besides this there was nothing. 

From the very beginning of his illness, ever since he had first been to see 
the doctor, Ivan Ilych ’s life had been divided between two contrary and 
alternating moods; now it was despair and the expectation of this uncom- 
prehended and terrible death, and now hope and an intently interested 
observation of the functioning of his organs. Now before his eyes there was 
only a kidney or an intestine that temporarily evaded its duty, and now 
only that incomprehensible and dreadful death from which it was im,- 
possible to escape. 

These two states of mind had alternated from the very beginning of his 
illness, but the further it progressed the more doubtful and fantastic be- 
came the conception of the kidney^; and the more real the sense of impend- 
ing death. . 

He had but to call to mind what he had been three months before and 
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what he was now, to call to mimd with what regularity he had been going 
downhilh for every possibility of hope to be shattered. 

Latterly during that loneliness in which he found himself as he lay facing 
the back of the sofa, a loneliness in the midst of a populous town and 
surrounded by numerous acquaintances and relations but that yet could not 
have been more complete anywhere — either at the bottom of the sea or 
under the earth— during that terrible loneliness Ivan Ilych had lived only 
in memories of the past. Pictures of his past rose before him one after an- 
other. They always began with what was nearest in time and then went back 
to what was most remote — to his childhood—and rested there. If he thought 
of the stewed prunes that had been offered him that day, his mind went 
back to the raw shrivelled French plums of his childhood, their peculiar 
flavour and the flow of saliva when he sucked their stones, and along with 
the memory of that taste came a whole series of memories of those days: 
his nurse, his brother, and their toys. ‘No, I mustn’t think of that. . . . It is 
too painful,’ Ivan Ilych said to himself, and brought himself back to the 
present— to the button on the back of the sofa and the creases in its 
morocco. ‘Morocco is expensive, but it does not wear well : there had been a 
quarrel about it. It was a different kind of quarrel and a different kind of 
moroeco that time when we tore father’s portfolio and were punished, and 
mamma brought us some tarts. . . .’ And again his thoughts dwelt on his 
childhood, and again it was painful and he tried to banish them and fix his 
mind on something else. 

Then again together with that chain of memories another series passed 
through his mind— of how his illness had progressed and grown worse. 
There also the further back he looked the more life there had been. There 
had been more of what was good in life and more of life itself. The two 
merged together. ‘Just as the pain went on getting worse and worse so my 
life grew worse and worse,’ be thought. ‘There is one bright spot there at 
the back, at the beginning of life, and afterwards all becomes blacker and 
blacker and proceeds more and more rapidly — in inverse ratio to the square 
of the distance from death,’ thought Ivan Ilych. And the example of a stone 
falling downwards with increasing velocity entered his mind. Life, a series 
of increasing sufferings, flies further and further towards its end — the most 
terrible suffering. ‘I am flying. . . He shuddered, shifted himself, and tried 
to resist, but was already aware that resistance was impossible, and again 
with eyes weary of gazing but unable to cease seeing what was before them, 
he stared at the back of the sofa and waited — awaiting that dreadful fail and 
shock and destruction. 

‘Resistance is impossible!’ he said to himself. ‘If I could only understand 
what it is all for! But that too is impossible,. An explanation would be 
possible if it could be said that I have not lived as I ought to. But it is 
impossible to say that,’ and he remembered all the legality, correctitude, 
and propriety of his life. ‘That at any rate can certainly not be admitted,’ he 
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thought, and his lips smiled ironically as if someone could see that smile 
and be taken in by it. There is no explanation! Agony^ death. . . . What 
■for?;’ 

XI 

Another two weeks went by in this way and during that fortnight an 
event occurred that Ivan Ilych and his wife had desired. Petrishchev formally 
proposed. It happened in the evening. The next day Praskovya Fedorovna 
came into her husband’s room considering how best to inform him of it, 
but that very night there had been a fresh change for the worse in his con- 
dition. She found him still lying on the sofa but in a different position. Fie 
lay on his back, groaning and staring fixedly straight in front of him. 

She began to remind him of his medicines, but he turned his eyes towards 
her with such a look that she did not finish what she was saying; so great 
an animosity, to her in particular, did that look express. 

Tor Christ’s sake let me die in peace!’ he said. 

She would have gone away, but just then their daughter came in and 
went up to say good morning. He looked at her as he had done at his 
wife, and in reply to her inquiry about his health said dryly that he would 
soon free them all of himself. They were both silent and after sitting with 
him for a while went away. 

Is it our fault?’ Lisa said to her mother. ‘It’s as if we were to blame! I am 
sorry for papa, but why should we be tortured?’ 

The doctor came at his usual time. Iv£n Ilych answered ‘Yes’ and, ‘No’, 
never taking his angry eyes from him, and at last said: ‘You know you can 
do nothing for me, so leave me alone.’ 

‘We can ease your sufferings.’ 

‘You can’t even do that. Let me be.’ 

The doctor went into the drawing-room and told Praskovya Fedorovna 
that the case was very serious and chat the only resource left was opium to 
allay her husband’s sufferings, which must be terrible. 

It was true, as the doctor said, that Ivan Ilych’s physical sufferings were 
terrible, but worse than the physical sufferings were his mental sufferings 
which were his chief torture. 

His mental sufferings were due to the fact that that night, as he looked 
at Gerasim’s sleepy, good-natured face with its prominent cheek-bones, the 
question suddenly occurred to him: ‘What if my whole life has really been 
wrong?’ 

' It occurred to him that what had appeared perfectly impossible before, 
namely that he had not spent his life as he should have done, might after 
all be true. It occurred to him that his scarcely perceptible attempts to 
struggle , against what was considered good by the most highly placed 
people, those scarcely noticeable impulses which he had immediately sup- 
pressed, might have been the real thingvand all the rest false. And his pro- 
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fessional duties and the whole arrangement o£ his life and of his family, and 
all his social and official interests, might all have been falsev He tried to 
defend all those things to himself and suddenly felt the weakness of what 
he was defending. There was nothing to defend. 

'But if that is so,’ he said to himself, 'and I am leaving this life with the 
consciousness that I have lost all that was given me and it is impossible to 
rectify it— what then?’ 

He lay on his back and began to pass his life in review in quite a nev/ way. 
In the morning when he saw first his footman, then his wife, then his 
daughter, and then the doctor, their every word and movement confirmed 
to him the awful truth that had been revealed to him during the night. In 
them he saw himself— all that for which he had lived — and saw clearly that 
it was not real at all, but a terrible and huge deception which had hidden 
both life and death. This consciousness intensified his physical suflfering 
tenfold. He groaned and tossed about, and pulled at his clothing which 
choked and stifled him. And he hated them on that account. 

He was given a large dose of opium and became unconscious, but at nooh 
his sufferings began again. He drove everybody away and tossed from side 
to side. 

His wife came to him and said: 

'Jean, my dear, do this for me. It can’t do any harm and often helps. 
Healthy people often do it.’ 

He opened his eyes wide. 

'What? Take communion? Why? It’s unnecessary! However. . . 

She began to cry. 

'Yes, do, my dear. I’ll send for our priest. He is such a nice man.’ 

'All right. Very well,’ he muttered. 

When the priest came and heard his confession, Ivan Ilych was softened 
and seemed to feel a relief from his doubts and consequently from his 
sufferings, and for a moment there came a ray of hope. He again began to 
think of the vermiform appendix and the possibility of correcting it. He 
received the sacrament with tears in his eyes. 

When they laid him down again afterwards he felt a moment’s ease, and 
the hope that he might live awoke in him again. He began to think of the 
operation that had been suggested to him. 'To live! I want to live!’ he said 
to himself. 

His wife came in to congratulate him after his communion, and when 
uttering the usual conventional words she added : 

'You feel better, don’t you?’ • 

Without looking at her he said 'Yes’. 

Her dress, her figure, the expression of ber face, the tone of her voice, all 
revealed the same thing. 'This is wrong, it is not as it should be. All you 
have lived for and still live for is falsehood and deception, hiding life and 
death from you.’ And as soon as he admitted that thought, his hatred and 
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his agonizing physical suffering again sprang up, and with that suffering a 
consciousness of the unavoidable, approaching end. And to this was added 
a new sensation of grinding shooting pain and a feeling of suffocation. 

The expression of his face when he uttered that 'yes’ was dreadful. Having 
uttered it, he looked her straight in the eyes, turned on his face with a 
rapidity extraordinary in his weak state and shouted: 

'Go away! Go away and leave me alone!’ 

' XII' 

From that moment the screaming began that continued for three days, 
and was so terrible that one could not hear it through two closed doors 
without horror. At the moment he answered his wife he realized that he 
was lost, that there was no return, that the end had come, the very end, 
and his doubts were still unsolved and remained doubts. 

'Oh! Oh! Oh!’ he cried in various intonations. He had begun by scream- 
ing 'I won’t!’ and continued screaming on the letter 'o’. 

For three whole days, during which time did not exist for him, he 
struggled in that black sack into which he was being thrust by an invisible, 
resistless force. He struggled as a man condemned to death struggles in the 
hands of the executioner, knowing that he cannot save himself. And every 
moment he felt that despite all his efforts he was drawing nearer and nearer 
to what terrified him. He felt that his agony was due to his being thrust 
into that black hole and still more to his not being able to get right into it. 
He w^as hindered from getting into it by his conviction that his life had 
been a good one. That very justification of his life held him fast and pre- 
vented his moving forward, and it caused him most torment of all. 

Suddenly some force struck him in the chest and side, making it still 
harder to breathe, and he fell through the hole and there at the bottom was 
a light. What had happened to him was like the sensation one sometimes 
experiences in a railway carriage when one thinks one is going backwards 
while one is really going forwards and suddenly becomes aware of the real 
direction. 

‘Yes, it was all not the right thing,’ he said to himself, 'but that’s no 
matter. It can be done. But what is the right thing?’ he asked himself, and 
suddenly grew quiet. 

This occurred at the end of the third day, two hours before his death. Just 
then his schoolboy son had crept softly in and gone up to the bedside. The 
dying man was still screaming desperately and waving his arms. His hand 
fell on the boy’s head, and the boy caught it, pressed it to his lips, and 
began to cry. 

At that very moment Ivan Il;^t:h fell through and caught sight of the 
light, and it was revealed to him that though his life had not been what it 
should have been, this could still be rectified. He asked himself, 'What is 
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the right thing?' and grew still, listening. Then he felt that someone was 
kissing his hand. He opened his eyes, looked at his son, and felt sorry for 
him. His wife came up to him and he glanced at her. She was gazing at him 
open-mouthed, with undried tears on her nose and cheek and a despairing 
look on her face. He felt sorry for her too. 

'Yes, I am making them wretched,' he thought. “They are sorry, but it 
will be better for them when I die.’ He wished to say this but had not the 
strength to utter it. 'Besides, why speak? I must act,’ he thought. With a 
look at his wife he indicated his son and said: 'Take him away . . . sorry 
for him . . . sorry for you too. . . .’ He tried to add, 'forgive meVbut said 
'forego’ and waved his hand, knowing that He whose understanding 
mattered would understand. 

And suddenly it grew clear to him that what had been oppressing him 
and would not leave him was all dropping away at once from two sides, 
from ten sides, and from all sides. He was sorry for them, he must act so 
as not to hurt them: release them and free himself from these sufferings. 
'How good and how simple!’ he thought. 'And the pain?’ he asked himself. 
'What has become of it? Where are you, pain?’ 

He turned his attention to it. 

'Yes, here it is. Well, what of it? Let the pain be.' 

‘And death . . . where is it.?’ 

He sought his former accustomed fear of death and did not find it. 
'Where is it? What death?’ There was no fear because there was no death. 

In place of death there was light. 

'So that’s what it isl’ he suddenly exclaimed aloud. 'What joy!’ 

To him all this happened in a single instant, and the meaning of that 
instant did not change. For those present his agony continued for another 
two hours. Something rattled in his throat, his emaciated body twitched, 
then the gasping and rattle became less and less frequent. 

'It is finished!’ said someone near him. 

He heard these words and repeated them in his soul. 

'Death is finished,’ he said to himself. ‘It is no more!’ 

Fie drew in a breath, stopped in the midst of a sigh, stretched out,* and 
died. 
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THE TOUPEE ARTIST 

A STORY TOLD ON A GRAVE 
IN SACRED MEMORY OF THE BLESSED DAY 
THE 19TH FEBRUARY, 186F 

Nicolai Lyeskov 

{1831-1896) 

TRANSLATED BY A. E. CHARMOT 


JLhere are Isiany people in our country who think that only painters and 
sculptors are “artists’’^ and indeed only those who have been found worthy 
of that tide by the Academies — no others will they admit to be artists at 
alL For many Sazikov and Ovchinnikov are nothing more than silversmiths. 
Other peoples think differently: Heine mentions a tailor who “was an 
artist” and “had ideas”, and ladies’ dresses made by Worth are even now 
spoken of as “artistic creations”. It was recently written about one of these 
dresses, that it “concentrated a world of imagination in the point of the 
bodice”. 

In America the domain of art is considered still wider. The celebrated 
American author, Bret Harte, tells of an artist who was greatly renowned 
among them for “working on the dead”. He imparted to the faces of the 
deceased various consoling expressions testifying to the more or less happy 
state of their departed souls. 

There were several grades of this art. I remember three: (i), calmness; 
(2), exalted contemplation; and (3), the beatitude of the direct intercourse 
with God. The fame of the artist corresponded to the great perfection of 
his work, that is to say it was immense, but unfortunately the artist himself 
perished, falling a victim to the coarse mob, who set no value on the free- 
dom of artistic creation. He was stoned to death because he had com" 
municated the expression of the “beatific intercourse with God” to the face 
of a deceased defaulting banker who had swindled the whole town. The 
happy heirs of this scoundrel had hoped to show their gratitude to their 
late relative by giving this order, but the artistic executor thereof paid for 
it with his life. ... 

In Russia we too had a master of a similarly unusual artistic nature. 

^The date of the emancipation of the serfs. 
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ii 

My younger brother had as nurse a tall, thin; but very fine old woman, who 
was called Lyubov Onisimovna. She bad once been an actress of the former 
Orel Theatre belonging to Count Kamensky, and all I am about to relate 
happened in Orel during the days of my childhood. 

My brother is seven years younger than I am, so that when he vas two 
years old, and in Lyubov Onisimovna s arms, I had Just completed my 
ninth year and was quite able to understand the stories that were told me. 

Lyubov Onisimovna was at that time not very old, but she was as white 
as the moon. Her features were fine and delicate, her tall figure was erect 
and as wonderfully well-proportioned as a young girl’s. 

My mother and aunt, looking at her, often said she must have been a 
beauty in her day. 

She was honesty and kindness itself, and very sentimental; she loved the 
tragic side of life but . . . sometimes drank. 

She used to take us for walks in the Trinity Cemetery, where, sitting 
down on a common grave with an old wooden cross, she would relate to 
me some story. 

It was here that I heard the history of the Toupee Artist. 

■ . Ill '■ 

He was our nurse’s colleague in the theatre; the difference was only 
that she "acted on the stage and danced dances”, while he was the "Toupee 
Artist”, that is, the hairdresser and maker-up, who painted and dressed the 
hair of all the Count’s serf actresses. But he was no ordinary commonplace 
barber with a hairdresser’s comb behind his ear and a tin pot of rouge 
and tallow; he was a man with ideas—in a word, an artist. 

According to Lyubov Onisimovna’s words no one could "make imagina- 
tion in a face” better than he. 

I am unable to say exactly at the time of which Count Kamensky these 
two artistic natures flourished. Three Counts Kamensky are known, and 
they were all called by the old inhabitants of Orel: "Unparalleled tyrants”. 
Field-marshal Michail Fedotovich was killed by his serfs for his cruelty in 
the year 1809, and he had two sons, Nikolai, who died in 1811, and Sergei, 
who died in 1835. 

I was a child in the forties, but can still remember a huge wooden build- 
ing with imitation windows painted with soot and ochre, surrounded by an 
extremely long half-ruined fence. This was the sinister residence of Count 
Kamensky; and here, too,, was his, theatre. The property, was situated in 
such a position that it was very well seen from the Trinity Cemetery, and, 
therefore, whenever Lyubov Onisitiiovna wanted to relate something, she 
almost always began with these words;;. v"; ^ : :,7 ^ 
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“Look yonder, dear; do you see how terrible it is?” 

“Yes, it is terrible, nurse.” 

“Well, and what I am going to tell you is even more terrible!” 

This is one o£ her stories about the hairdresser Arkadie, a tender and 
brave young man, who was very dear to her heart. 

■ IV . 

“Arkadie dressed the hair and painted the faces of the actresses only. 
For the men there was another hairdresser, and if Arkadie went to the 
men’s side it was only on occasions when the Count himself ordered him 
to paint someone in a very noble manner. The chief speciality of the touch 
of this artist consisted in ‘ideas’, thanks to which he was able to give to 
faces the finest and most varied expressions. 

“He was sometimes sent for and told,” said Lyubov Onisimovna, “this 
face must have such or such an expression.” Arkadie would then step 
back, order the actor or actress to stand or sit before him, while he stood, 
with arms folded over his breast, looking at them and thinking. And all the 
time he himself was more beautiful than the handsomest among them, be- 
cause though of middle height he was indescribably well-proportioned — 
his little nose was thin and proud; his eyes were kind like an angel’s — and 
a thick curl of his hair hung beautifully over his eyes, so that he appeared 
to be looking out of a misty cloud. 

In a word, the toupee artist was handsome and “pleased everybody.” 
Even the Count was fond of him and distinguished him above all others. 
He clothed him very well, but kept him with the greatest strictness. He 
would not allow Arkadie to shave or cut and dress the hair of anyone but 
himself, and, for that reason, always kept him near his dressing-room, and 
Arkadie was not allowed to go anywhere, except to the theatre. 

He was not even allowed to go to church, to confession or to Holy Com- 
munion, because the Count himself did not believe in God, and could not 
bear the clergy. Once at Easter-time he had set the wolf hounds at the 
Borisoglebsk priests, who had come to him with the cross.^ 

The Count, according to Lyubov Onisimovna, was so horribly ugly in 
consequence of his constant wickedness,, that he was like all sorts of 
animals at the same time. But Arkadie was able to give, even to this bestial 
visage, though only for a time, such an expression that, when the Count 
sat of an evening in his box at the theatre, he appeared more imposing than 
many. 

The occurrence narrated above was known to, 'many in Orel. I heard of it from my grand- 
mother Alfericv, and from the merchant Ivan Ivanovich Androsov, who was known for his 
infallible truthfulness, and had seen the wolf-hounds baiting the priests and had only been 
able to save himself by ^‘taking sin upon his When the Count had ordered him to be 

fetched and .had asked him: “Are you sorry for them?” Androsov had answered: “Not at ah, 
your Excellency, they deserve it, it will teach them not to loaf about.” For this the Count had 
spared him. ' ' ’ 
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But in i'cality what the Count, to his great vexation, chiefly lacked, was 
an imposing and military expression. 

In order that nobody else should have the advantage of the services of 
such an inimitable artist as Arkadie, ‘‘all his life he had to sit at home 
and never had any money given to him since he was born.*’ Arkadie was at 
that time twenty-five years of age and Lyubov Onisimovna was nineteen. 
Of course they were acquainted, and it happened with them, as it often 
does at their age, that they fell in love with each other. But they were 
only able to speak of their love in vague hints, spoken too before all, while 
he was making her up. 

Tete-d'tSie meetings were quite impossible and could not even be 
thought of. 

“We actresses,” said Lyubov Onisimovna, “were taken care of in the same 
way as wet-nurses are looked after in the houses of illustrious personages: 
we were in charge of elderly women, who had children of their own, and 
if, God forbid! anything happened to one of us, those wornen’s children 
were subjected to the most dreadful tyranny. 

“The covenant of virginity could only be broken by ‘the master* who 
had ordained it.” 

V ■ 

Lyubov Onisimovna was at that time not only in the full bloom of her 
maiden beauty, but also at the most interesting point of the development 
of her many-sided talents: she sang in “The Pot-Pourri Chorus**, danced 
the chief dances in “The Chinese Kitchen Gardener”, and feeling a voca- 
tion for tragedy, “knew all the parts at first sight”. 

I do not know for certain in which year it was that the Tzar (I cannot 
say if it was the Emperor Alexander I or Nikolai I) happened to pass 
through Orel and remained the night there, and in the evening was ex- 
pected to come to Count Kamensky’s theatre. 

The Count invited all the notabilities of the place to come to his theatre 
(no tickets were sold), and the performance was to be of the best. Lyubov 
Onisimovna was to sing in “The Pot-Pourri Chorus” and dance in “The 
Chinese Kitchen Gardener”, when suddenly during the last rehearsal some 
scenery fell down and crushed the foot of the actress who was to act the 
part of the Duchess de Bourblanc. 

I have never heard of nor even come across such a part, but that is just 
how Lyubov Onisimovna pronounced the name. 

The carpenter who had let the scenery fail was sent to the stables to be 
punished, and the injured actress was carried to her closet, but there was 
nobody to take the part of the Duchess de Bourblanc, 

“Then,” said Lyubov Onisimovna, . “I offered myself, because the part 
pleased me very much, especially where the ,Duchess' de Bourblanc begs 
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forgiveness at her father’s feet, and dies with dishevelled hair. I had won- 
derfully long fair hair, which Arkadie dressed enchantingly.'' 

The Coimt was delighted with the girl’s unexpected offer to take the 
part, and having received the assurance of the director ih^^ 
would not spoil the part”, he said : 

‘If she spoils it you will have to answer for it with your bade But now 
take her the ‘aquamarine ear-rings’ from me.” 

The “aquamarine ear-rings” was both a flattering and loathsome present 
to receive. It was the first mark of having been chosen for the special 
honour of being elevated, for a short moment, to be the odalisque of the 
master. Soon after that, or even sometimes at once, an order was given to 
Arkadie to make up the doomed girl, after the play, in the innocent guise 
of St. Cecilia ; and dressed all in white, with a wreath on her head and a lily 
in her hand, to symbolize innocence, she was conducted to the Count’s 
apartments. 

“That,” said Nurse, “you cannot understand at your age— but it was the 
most terrible thing, especially for me, because I was thinking of Arkadie. I 
began to cry. I threw the ear-rings on the table and wept. I could not even 
imagine how I would be able to act in the evening.” 

. , VI 

In those same fatal hours Arkadie, too, was being beguiled into an equally 
fatal action. 

The Count’s brother arrived from his estate to present himself to the 
Emperor. He was even uglier than the Count. He had lived long in the 
country and had never put on a uniform or shaved, because “his whole 
face had grown covered with furrows and protuberances.” Now on such a 
special occasion it was obligatory to appear in uniform, to put one’s whole 
person in order, and produce the military expression that was required 
for full dress. 

And much was required. 

“People now do not understand how strict one was in those days,” 
said Nurse. “Formality was observed in everything then, and there was a 
form for the faces of important personages as well as for the way their 
hair was dressed, which was for some terribly unbecoming. If their hair 
was dressed in the formal way, with a high top-knot and roundlets of curls, 
the whole face would look like a peasant’s balalaika without strings. Im- 
portant personages were horribly afraid of this appearance. To avoid it 
much depended on the masterly way in which the hair was cut, and in 
which they were shaved— how the space was left between the w’'hiskers 
and the moustaches and how the curls were formed, and where they were 
combed out— and from this— from the slightest trifle the whole expression 
of the face could be changed.” 
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For civilians, according to Nurse, it was not so difficult, because they 
were not subjected to such close scrutiny. From them only meekness was 
required, but from the military more was demanded — before their superiors 
they had to appear meek — but before everybody else they had to look 
fierce and stern. 

“This is just what Arkadie, with his wonderful art, knew hov/ to im- 
part to the Count s ugly and insignificant face/’ 

vn 

The brother from the country was much uglier than the town Count, 
and besides, in the country, he had become quite “shaggy” and had “let 
such coarseness find its way into his face” that he himself was conscious 
of it, but there was nobody who could trim him because being stingy in 
every way he had sent his own hairdresser to Moscow into service, and 
even if he had not done so the face of the younger Count was covered with 
pimples, so that it was impossible to shave him without cutting him all 
over. 

When he arrived in Orel he sent for the town barbers and said to them: 

“To the one who can make me look like my brother, the Count Kamen- 
sky, I will give two gold pieces, but for him who cuts me, I have placed 
two pistols here on the table. If it is well done he may take the gold and 
depart — but if even one little pimple is cut, or if the whiskers are trimmed 
a hair’s breadth wrong — I will kill him on the spot.” 

But this was only to frighten them, as the pistols were only charged with 
blank cartridges. 

At that time there were but few barbers in Orel, and even they only 
went about the public baths with basins applying cups and leeches, and 
possessed neither taste nor imagination. They knew it and refused to 
“transform” Kamensky. “The devil take you,” they thought, “both you and 
your gold.” 

“We can’t do what you require,” they said, “because we are unworthy 
to touch such a personage, nor have we the proper razors. We have only 
common Russian razors, and for your Excellency’s face English razors are 
wanted. It is only the Count’s Arkadie who could do it.” 

The Count ordered the barbers to be kicked out, but they were pleased 
to have got away so easily. Then he drove to his elder brother’s and said: 

“Now listen to me, brother! I have come to ask you a great favour. Lend 
me your Arkadie before evening, to trim me properly and get me into a 
presentable condition. It is a long time since I shaved, and your town 
barbers don’t know how to do it.” 

The Count answered his brother: 

“The town barbers are naturally hot worth anything. I did not know 
there were any, because eyen my dogs are shorn by my own hairdressers; 
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As for your request, you are asking me for an impossibility, for I have 
sworn that as long as I live Arkadie shall not dress anybody but me. Do 
you think I can break my word before my own slaves?’’ 

The other answered: 

''Why not? You have laid down the law, you may change it” 

The Count, our master, replied that for him such reasoning was strange. 

"If I began to act in that way, I should never be able to demand anything 
more from my people. Arkadie has been told that such is my decree, and 
all know it, and for that reason he is better kept than the others, but if he 
ever dare to apply his art to anybody but me — I will have him thrashed to 
death and send him as a soldier.” 

"One or the other,” his brother said. "Either thrash him to death or send 
him as a soldier. You can’t do both.” 

"Very well,” answered the Count, "let it be as you wish. He shall not be 
thrashed to death, but almost to death, and then he shall be sent as a 
soldier.” 

"Is that your last word, brother?” 

"Yes, that is my last word.” 

"Is this the only reason?” 

"Yes, the only one.” 

"Well, in that case it is all right. I was beginning to think that your 
brother was .worth less to you than a village serf. You need not break 
your word, simply send Arkadie to me to shave my poodle. Once there it 
will be my affair to see what he does.” 

It was awkward for the Count to refuse this. 

"Very well,” he said, "I will send him to shave the poodle.” 

"Well, that’s all I want,” 

He pressed the Count’s hand and drove away. 

vm 

It was at the hour of twilight before the winter evening had set in, when 
they were lighting up, that the Count summoned Arkadie and said: 

"Go to my brother’s house and shave his poodle.” 

"Is that all I shall have to do?” asked Arkadie. 

"Nothing more,” said the Count, "but return quickly to dress the hair 
. of the actresses. Lyubov must be made up for three different parts, and 
after the performance, present her to me as St. Cecilia ” 

Arkadie staggered. 

"What is the matter with you?” the. Count asked. 

"Pardon me,” Arkadie answered, "I slipped on the carpet.” 

"Take care,” remarked the Count, "that bodes no good!” 

But to Arkadie’s sinking heart it was all the same if the omen were good 
or bad. , - . . . 
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After the order to adorn me as Sl Cecilia was given, he could hear and 
see nothing; he took up his leather case of implements and went out. 

IX ■ . 

He came to the Count’s brother, who had already had candles lighted at 
the mirror, and again two pistols were placed side by side, but this time 
there were not two but ten gold pieces laid beside them, and the pistols 
were not charged with blank cartridges but with Circassian bullets. 

The Count’s brother said: 

“I have no poodle, but this is what I require: make my toilet and give 
me the most audacious mien and you shall have ten gold pieces, but if you 
cut me I will kill you.” 

Arkadie stared before him, and stared at the gold, and then God only 
knows what happened to him — he began to shave the Count’s brother 
and trim his hair. In a few moments he had transformed him in his best 
Style, then he slipped the gold into his pocket and said: 

“Good-bye!” 

“Go,” answered the Count’s brother, “but first I would like to know 
why you are so desperate. Why did you decide to do it?” 

Arkadie answered: 

“Why I decided is the profoundest secret of my soul.” 

“Or perhaps you are charmed against bullets, and therefore are not 
afraid of pistols.” 

“Pistols are trifles,” answered Arkadie, “I did not even think of them.” 

“How so? Is it possible that you dared to think your Count’s word is 
more sacred than mine, and that I would not have shot you if you had cut 
me? If you are not charmed, you would have lost your life.” 

At the mention of the Count, Arkadie staggered again, and said as if 
half in a dream: 

“I am not charmed against bullets, but God has given me sense. Before 
you had had time to take the pistol in your hand to shoot me, I would 
have cut your throat with the razor.” 

With that he rushed out of the house and returned to the theatre, just in 
time to dress my hair. He was trembling all over. As he arranged each curl 
he bent over me to blow it into its place, and always whispered the same 
words in my ear: 

“Don’t be afraid, I will carry you off.” 

X 

The performance went off well, because we were all as if made of stone; 
inured to fear and to suffering: whatever was in our hearts we had to act 
so that nothing should be noticed. ,/ . 

From the stage we could see the Count and his brother — they looked 
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just alike. When they came behind the scenes it was difficult to distinguish 
the one from the other. Only our Count was quite quiet, as if he had 
become kind. He was always so before the greatest ferocity. 

We all were stupefied and crossed ourselves: 

'"Lord have mercy, and save us! Upon whom will his brutality fall this 
time?” 

We did not know as yet of Arkadie’s mad act of desperation, nor what 
he had done, but Arkadic himself knew that he would not be pardoned, 
and he was pale when the Count's brother glanced at him,., and mumbled 
something in a low voice in our Count's ear. But I had very sharp ears, 
and heard what he said: 

"As a brother, I give you this advice: fear him when he is shaving you 
with a razor!” 

Our Count only smiled slightly. 

I think that Arkadie heard too, because when he was making me up for 
the part of the Duchess in the last play he put, as he had never done before, 
so much powder on me that the costumier, who was a Frenchman, began 
to shake it off and said : 

"Trop beaucoup, trop beaucoup,” and taking a brush he flicked it away. 


■ XI- 

When the whole performance was over, the robe of the Duchess de 
Bourblanc was taken off and the dress of St. Cecilia was put on me. This 
was a simple white gown without sleeves, fastened only with little bows 
on the shoulders; we could not bear this costume. Well, and then Arkadie 
came to dress my hair in an innocent fashion, with a thin chaplet surround- 
ing the head, as St. Cecilia is portrayed in pictures, and he saw six men 
standing outside the door of my closet. This meant that as soon as he 
had made me up and returned to the door, he would be seized and taken 
to be tortured. And the tortures in store for us were such that it was a 
hundred times better to be condemned to death. There was the strappado 
and the cord; the head-vices and the thumb-screws; all these and many 
more. The state punishments were as nothing compared to them. Under 
the whole of the house there were secret cellars in which living men were 
. kept chained up like bears. When you had to pass near them it sometimes 
happened that you heard the sounds of chains and the groans of men in 
fetters. They probably desired that news of their condition should reach 
the world, or that the authorities should take their part— but the authorities 
did not even dare to think of intervening. People were made to suffer 
long in those cellars; some all their lives. One lay there very long and com- 
posed some lines : 

"Serpents will crawl on you and suck out your eyes, 

Scorpions .will shed poison over your face.” * ' . 
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This verse he would repeat to himself until he had made himself quite 
terrified.' ■' 

Others were chained up together with bears in such a way that the man 
was only one inch out of reach of the bear’s claws. 

But nothing of this happened to Arkadie Il’ich, because when he rushed 
back into my closet he seized a table and in a moment had shattered the 
window— more than this I cannot remember . . ; 

When I began to regain my senses, my feet were icy cold. I moved my 
legs and found that I was wrapped up in a large bear or wolf skin, and 
around me was complete darkness. The fast horses of the troika^ whisked 
along I knew not whither. Two men were alongside of me, we were all 
three huddled together in the broad sledge in which we were sitting — one 
was holding me — that was Arkadie Il’ich, the other was the driver, who 
hurried the horses on with all his might. The snow flew in clouds from 
under the horses’ hoofs, while the sledge bent over first on one side, and 
then on the other. If we had not been sitting in the bottom of the sledge 
holding on with our hands, it would have been impossible to survive. 

I heard their anxious talk, as if they expected something. I could only 
understand : 

“They’re coming! they’re coming! Hurry up! hurry up!” and nothing 
more. 

As soon as Arkadie Il’ich noticed I was conscious he bent over me and 
said.*' . ■ ■ ■ 

“Lyuboshka, my little dove, they are chasing us; are you willing to die, if 
we cannot get away?” 

I answered that I would consent with joy. 

He had hoped to reach the Turkish village, Khrushchuk, where many of 
our people had taken refuge from the Count. 

Suddenly we sped across the ice of a river, and then something like a 
dwelling appeared dimly before us, and the dogs began to bark. The driver 
whipped up his horses, and turned the sledge sharply to one side, so that 
it tilted over and Arkadie and I were thrown into the snow, while the driver, 
the sledge and the horses disappeared from our sight. 

“Don’t be afraid,” Arkadie said, “this might have been expected, because 
the yamshchik^ who drove us does not know me, and I do not know him. 
He agreed to help me carry you. off for three gold pieces, but on condition 
of saving his own skin. Now we are in the hands of God. This is the village 
of Sukhaya Orlitsa — a bold priest lives here, who marries desperate couples 
and has buried many of our people. We will make him a present and he 
will hide us until evening, and marry us too, and in the evening the 
yamshchik will come for us and we shall steal away.” 

®Any vehicle drawn by three horses harnessed abreast. . ‘ ' 

"^The driver of a troika or any post vehiclci 
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xn 

We knocked at the door and went into the passage. The priest himself 
opened the door. He was old, of small stature, and had one front tooth 
missing. His wife, a little old woman, began to blow up the fire. We both 
fell at his feet, 

'‘Save us, let us warm ourselves, and hide us until evening.” 

The Reverend asked : 

“Who are you, my dear children? Have you booty, or are you only 
fugitives?” 

“We have taken nothing from anybody,” answered Arkadie,“we are 
fleeing from the brutality of Count Kamensky, and want to go to the 
Turkish village, Khrushchuk, where many of our people are already living. 
They will not find us there. We have got our own money, and we will 
give you a piece of gold for one night’s lodging, and if you marry us three 
pieces of gold. Marry us if you can; if not we can be wedded in 
Khrushchuk.” 

“No, no, why can’t I marry you?” said the priest. “I can do so. What is 
the good of being married in Khrushchuk? Give me five pieces of gold 
altogether— I will marry you here.” 

Arkadie handed him five gold pieces, and I took the “aquamarine ear- 
rings” out of my ears and gave them to the priest’s wife. 

The priest took the gold and said: 

“Oh, my dear children, it would be easy. I have bound together all sorts 
of people, but it is not well that you are the Count’s. Though I am a priest, 
still I fear his brutality. Well, never mind him, what God ordains, will be! 
Add another piece, or half a one, and hide yourselves.” 

Arkadie gave him a sixth gold piece, and then he said to his wife : 

“Why are you standing there, old woman? Give the fugitive a petticoat 
and some sort of Jacket; one is ashamed to look at her, she is almost 
naked.” Then he wanted to take us to the church and hide us in the 
trunk among the vestments. The priest’s wife took me behind the par- 
tition, and was just about to clothe me, when we heard a jingling outside 
the door and somebody knocked. 

xm 

Our hearts sank within us, and the Reverend Father whispered to 
Arkadie: 

“It is evident, my dear child, you are not to be hidden in the trunk with 
the vestments. Get quickly under the feather-bed.” 

And he said to me: 

“You, my dear child, get in here,” saying which he locked me up in 
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the clock-case/ put the key in his pocket and then went to open the door 
to the new arrivals. One could hear that there were many people outside. 
Some stood at the door^ and two men were already looking in at the 
windows. 

Seven men entered the room, all beaters from the Count’s hunt, with 
their iron balls and straps, long whips in their hands and rope leashes in 
their girdles. The eighth who followed them was the Count’s steward, in a 
long wolfskin coat and high fur cap. 

The clock-case I was hidden in had a grating in front with a thin old 
muslin curtain behind it, through which I was able to see all that was go- 
ing on in the room. 

The old priest lost courage, perhaps, because he thought it a bad case. He 
trembled at sight of the steward, crossed himself and cried hastily: 

“Ah, my dear children. Oh, my dear children, I know; I know what you 
are looking for, but I am in no way in fault towards the most serene 
Count, indeed I’m not in fault, in truth I’m not in fault!” 

And each time he crossed himself, he pointed with his finger over his left 
shoulder at the clock-case in which I was hidden. 

“All is lost,” I thought, when I saw this extraordinary behaviour. 

The steward noticed this too, and said : 

“We know everything. Give me the key of this clock-case.” 

But the priest only crossed himself all the more. 

“Indeed, my children, truly, my dear children. Pardon me, do not punish 
me! I have forgotten where I put the key. Verily, I have forgotten; in truth 
I have forgotten!” 

And all the time with the other hand he stroked his pocket. 

The steward too saw his incredible action, and took the key from the 
pocket and opened the clock-case. 

“Crawl out, my pretty falcon— now I have caught you, your mate will 
soon appear.” 

Indeed, Arkadie had already shown himself; he had thrown off the 
priest’s feather-bed and stood before us. 

“Yes, there is nothing more to be done,” said he. “You have won; you 
can take me to the torture, but she is in no way to blame. I carried her off 
by force.” 

Then he turned to the priest, and all he did was to spit in his face. 

“My dear children,” said the priest, “do you see how my sacred office 
and faithfulness are outraged? Report this to the most serene Count.” 

The steward answered him: 

“Never mind, you need not fear, he will have to answer for all this.” And 
then he ordered Arkadie and me to be led away. 

We were all placed in three sledges: iii the first Arkadie, with arms and 
legs bound fast, was seated with the huntsmen, and I with a similar 
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guard was driveii off in the last sledge while the rest of the party were in 
the middle one. , ; , 

All the people we met made way for us; perhaps they thought it was a 
wedding'. 

XIV 

We soon arrived, and when we entered the Count’s yard I lost sight of 
the sledge in which Arkadie had been brought. I was taken to my former 
room, and questioned by one after another: 

‘'How long had I been alone with Arkadie?” 

I told every one: 

“Oh, not at all!” 

Then I did not escape the fate for which I had probably been destined 
from my birth; not with love, but with aversion, and when I came to after- 
wards, in my little room, and buried my head in the pillow, to weep over 
my misfortune, I suddenly heard terrible groans under the floor. 

We girls lived in the second story of a wooden building, and below there 
was a large lofty room, w^here we learned to sing and dance. From thence 
every sound could be heard in our rooms. The hellish King Satan had 
suggested the cruel idea that they should torture Arkadie under my room. 

When I realized they wtrc torturing him, I rushed to the door to go to 
him, but the door was locked. ... I don’t know what I wanted to do . . . 
I fell down ... on the floor the sounds were still more distinct . . . there 
was neither a knife nor a nail at hand . . . there was nothing with which 
to end it ... I took my own plait, wound it round my neck — ^wound it 
round . . . tighter and tighter, till I only heard ringing in my ears and 
saw circles before my eyes, then everything ceased . . . When I came to 
myself again I felt I was in a strange place in a large light hut. There were 
many calves round me — more than ten — ^such caressing little calves; they 
came up and licked me with their cool tongues — they thought they were 
suckling their mother — awoke because they tickled. I looked round and 
thought, “Where am I?” Then I saw a woman come into the room, a tall, 
elderly woman dressed in striped blue linen with a striped linen handker- 
chief on her head. She had a kind face. 

The woman noticed I had come to my senses and began caressing me and 
told me I was still on the Count’s estate but in the calves’ house. 

, “It was there,” explained Lyubov Onisimovna, pointing with her hand to 
the very furthest corner of the grey half-ruined fence. ' = 

' Her appearance in the farmyard was. due to the suspicion that, perhaps, 
she was out of her mind. Such people,, who were, regarded as cattle, were 
sent to the farmyard to be observed, because the cow-herds and dairy- 
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maidSj being elderly and sedate people, it was thought, could best watch 
over mental diseases. ', ' . 

The old woman in the striped linen dress whom Lyubov Onisimovna 
first saw on her awakening, was very kind, and was called Drosida. 

“In the evening, when she had finished her work,” Nurse continued, “she 
made up a bed for me of fresh oaten straw. She spread it out so well that 
it was as soft as a feather-bed, and then she said: 'My girl, I will explain 
everything to you. Whatever may have happened you can tell me. I, too, am 
like you, and have not worn this striped dress all my days, but have also 
known another life, though God forbid I should think of it now. All I say 

is, don’t break your heart because you have been banished to the cattle- 

yard; it is better in banishment — only avoid this terrible flagon , . ” 

And she took out of the kerchief she wore round her neck, and over her 
bosom, a small white glass phial and showed it me. 

“What is it.?” I asked. 

“This is a terrible flagon,” she answered, “and the poison of forgetful- 
ness is in it,” 

“Give me the poison of forgetfulness,” I said, “I want to forget every- 
thing.” 

“Don’t drink — it is vodka,” she said. “Once I lost command of myself and 
drank — good people gave it to me. . . . Now I can’t help it-— I must have 

it. Don’t drink as long as you can help it; and don’t judge me that I take a 
sip — I am in great pain. You have still a comfort in the world. The Lord 
has released him from tyranny!” 

“He is dead!” I shrieked, clutching hold of my hair, and I saw it was not 
my hair — it was white.^^ ^ ^ ^ 

“What does this mean.?” 

“Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid,” she said, “your head had become white 
already when they released your neck from the plait. He is alone and saved 
from all further tyranny. The Count showed him such mercy as nobody 
had known before. When night comes I shall tell you all; but now I must 
take a sip — I must take a sip to stop this burning — this heart-ache.” 

And she sipped and sipped and at last went to sleep. 

At night, when all were sleeping, Aunt Drosida again got up, went to 
the window in the dark, and I saw her standing there, sipping at her flagon, 
and then she hid it once more and asked in a whisper: 

“Does grief sleep or not.?” 

“Grief does not sleep,” I answered. 

Then she came to my bed and told me that the Count, had sent for 
Arkadie after his punishment and said : 

“You ought to have suffered all that I had threatened, but as you were my 
favourite, I will now show you mercy,- Tomorrow I shall send you to be a 
soldier, as supernumerary, but as ;you were not afraid of the noble count, my 
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brother^ with his pistols, I shall open the path of honour for you. I do not 
wish you to be lower than your noble spirit deserves. I will write a letter 
asking that you should be sent at once to the war. You will not have to 
serve as a private soldier, but as a regimental sergeants — so show your 
courage. From this time you are no longer subject to my will, but to the 
Tzar’s.” 

“He is better off now,” said the old woman, “he need not fear anything; 
he has only one authority over him; he need only fear falling in battle, and 
not the master’s tyranny.” 

I believed her, and for three years dreamed every night of Arkadie 
fighting. 

In this way three years passed. God was merciful to me. I was not re- 
called to the theatre, but I remained all the time living in the calves’ hut 
as Aunt Drosida’s assistant. I was very happy there, because I was sorry for 
this woman, and when, at night, she had not had too much to drink, I 
liked to listen to her. She could remember how the old Count had been 
slaughtered by our people*— and his own valet was the chief instigator — 
as nobody could endure his hellish cruelty any more. All this time I didn’t 
drink and did much work for Aunt Drosida, and with pleasure too; the 
young cattle were like my children. I became so attached to the calves that 
when they had been fattened up and were taken away to be slaughtered 
for the table, I would make the sign of the cross over them, and for three 
days after could not cease crying. I was no longer of any use for the theatre 
because my legs refused to work properly; I began to be shaky on them. 
Formerly my gait was of the lightest, but now, ever since Arkadie Il’ich 
had carried me off senseless in the cold, where I must have frozen them, 
I had no longer any strength in the toes for dancing. I became the same 
sort of woman in striped linen that Drosida was. God only knows how long 
I would have lived on in this melancholy way if something had not hap- 
pened. One evening, when I was sitting in my hut, just before sunset, look- 
ing out of the window at the calves, suddenly a small stone fell into the 
room through the window. The stone was wrapped up in paper. 

XVI 

I looked round, to one side and to the other, and out of the window — 
nobody was to be seen, “Some one has thrown it over the fence,” I thought, 
“and it did not go where he wanted, but has fallen into our room.” Then I 
thought: “Shall I undo this paper or not? Perhaps it is better to unwrap it, 
because something is sure to be written on it. And it is sure to be some- 
thing that somebody requires. 1 may be able to find it out and keep the 
secret, but I will throw the note with the stone in the same way to the per- 
son it concerns.” . 

I unwrapped it and began to read-:^! could not believe my own eyes. 
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xm 

The letter ran thus : 

' "‘My Faithful Lyueu: 

“I have fought for the Tzar, I have shed my blood more than once, and have 
therefore been made an officer and gained honourable rank. Now I have come 
on leave to recover from my wounds, and am staying in the Inn of the Push- 
karsky suburb, with the innkeeper. Tomorrow I shall put on my decorations 
and crosses and appear before the Count, with all the money I was given to 
continue my cure: five hundred roubles, and I shall ask to be allowed to ransom 
you for myself, in the hope of being married at the altar of the Most High 
Creator. 

‘And then,” continued Lyubov Onisimovna, with suppressed emotion, 
“he wrote: 

“Whatever misery you have gone through, and whatever you may have had 
to submit to, I will look upon as your affliction, and not as sin, nor do I con- 
sider it as weakness, but leave it to God, and I have only feelings of respect for 
you. 

“It was signed Arkadie Il’ich.” 

Lyubov Onisimovna burnt the letter to ashes at once, and told nobody 
about it, not even the old woman, but prayed to God the whole night, not 
saying many words about herself, but always about him, because she said, 
“Although he had written that he was now an officer with decorations and 
wounds, I was still unable to imagine that the Count would behave to him 
any differently from before. I might even say I feared he would beat him 
again.” ' ' " 

\ xviii . 

Early next morning Lyubov Onisimovna took the calves out into the sun 
and began feeding them out of a trough with crusts and milk, when sud- 
denly sounds reached her from outside, that people “in freedom” were 
hurrying somewhere; they were running and talking quickly to each other. 

“I could not distinguish a word of what they were saying,” she con- 
tinued, “but their words seemed to pierce my heart like a knife. When our 
labourer, Filip, who was carting dung, came into the yard, I said to him: 

“ ‘Filipushka batushka [little father], have you heard where all the people 
are going and what they are about, talking so curiously to each other?’ 

“ ‘They are going,’ he said, ‘to see the officer whose throat was cut while 
he slept by the innkeeper of the Pushkarsky Inn. They say that his throat 
was cut quite through,’ he said, ‘and five hundred roubles were stolen from 
him. The innkeeper was caught all blood,’ they say, ‘and the money was 
on him.’ ' • ■ ' 
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‘'And as he told me this I felt my legs give v/ay. 

“It was quite true: that innkeeper had cut Arkadie Il’ich’s throat . , . 
and he was buried here ... in this very grave on which we are sitting 
, . . And there he is now beneath us ... he is lying under this mound 
. . . You may have 'wondered why I always come here in our walks . . . 
I don’t want to look there [she pointed to the dark grey ruins], but to sit 
here near him and . . . drink a drop for the good of his soul , . 

XIX 

Here Lyubov Onisimovna paused and, considering her story finished, took 
the little flagon out of her pocket and either “drank to his memory” or 
“took a sip”, but I asked her: 

“Who buried the famous artist here?” 

“The Governor, my little dove, the Governor himself came to the funeral. 
Yes, indeed. He was an officer! At the funeral the deacon and the reverend 
father called him the ‘boyard Arkadie’, and when the coffin was lowered 
into the grave the soldiers fired blank shots into the air. A year later in 
the market-place of Il’inka the innkeeper was punished with the knout by 
the executioner. He received forty-three strokes of the knout for Arkadie 
Il’ich and bore it — he remained alive, was branded, and sent to penal servi- 
tude. All our people who were able went to see it, but the old men, who 
could remember how the man was punished for the cruel Count, said that 
these forty-three lashes were so little because Arkadie was of the common 
people, and that for the Count the other man received a hundred and one 
lashes. By law, you know, an even number of blows cannot be given, but it 
must always be an uneven number. The executioner from Tula was fetched 
on purpose then, and before the work he was given three tumblers of rum. 
Then he beat him so that the hundred strokes were only for torture, and 
the man remained alive, but the hundredth and first lash shattered his 
back-bone. When he was lifted up from the boards he was already dying. 
. . . They covered him with a mat, and took him to the prison, but he died 
on the way. And the Tula executioner, they say, still continued to shout: 
'Give me another. . . . Let me kill all you Orel fellows!’ ” 

“Well, and you yourself?” I asked; “did you go to the funeral?” 

“Yes, I went. I went with all the others. The Count ordered that all from 
the theatre should be taken there, to see how one of our people could be 
worthy of so much honour.” 

“Did you take leave of him?” 

“Yes, certainly., All approached and took leave of him, and I ... he was 
changed ... so much changed ... .1 would not have known him . . . 
thin and very pale . . . they said that all the blood had run out, because 
his throat had been cut at about midnight. . . Ah, the blood that he 

shed!” , , . 
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She sat silent and pensive. 

“And you yourself,” I asked, “what happened to you?” 

She seemed to recover her senses and passed her hand over her brow. 

“I can’t remember whauhappened at first,” she answered, “or how I went 
home. With all the others, of course . . . somebody must have led me 
. . . and in the evening Drosida Petrovna said : 

“‘Nov^this mustn’t be~you don’t sleep, and at the same time you lie 
there as if made of stone. That’s not right— cry — there must be relief — your 
heart must have relief.’ 

“1 can’t, Auntie,’ I said, 'my heart burns like a live coal, and there is no 
relief.’ ■ 

“ ‘Well,’ she said, ‘then, the flagon can’t be avoided.’ 

“She filled a glass out of her bottle for me. 

‘“Till now I did not allow you to have it, and dissuaded you, but now 
it can’t be avoided. Pour it on the coal — take a sip.’ 

“ ‘I don’t want to,’ I said. 

“ ‘Little fool! Who wants it at first? It is bitter — bitter. But the poison of 
sorrow is more bitter. The coal must be drenched with this poison — it will 
be slaked for a moment — sip, sip quickly.’ 

“I emptied the whole flagon. It was disgusting, but I could not sleep 
without it, and the next night again ... I drank . . . and now I can’t go 
to sleep without it ... I get my own flagon and buy vodka . . . You are 
a good boy, you will never tell Mother about it, you must never betray poor 
people, because one must take care of poor people; poor people are all 
sufferers. On the way home I shall go round the corner to the dram-shop, 
and knock at the window. We shall not go into it, but I shall give my empty 
flagon, and they will shove me out a new one.” 

I was touched and promised that I would tell no one, on any account, of 
her flagon. 

“Thank you, little dove, never tell anyone; it is necessary for me.” 

I can see her, and hear her, as if she were before me even now. Every 
night, when all were asleep, she would rise from her bed, so quietly that 
not even a bone cracked; she would listen, then creep on her long frozen 
legs to the window. There she would stand for a minute looking round, 
listening to see if Mother were not coming from her bedroom, then she 
tapped the neck of the flagon gently on her teeth, put it to her mouth 
and sipped . . , one drop, another and another. Was it coal that was be- 
ing drenched? or Arkadie’s memory commemorated? Then she returned 
to her bed, slipped under the bed-clothes^ and soon she began to wheeze — 
gently, very gently — fu-fu, fu-fu, fu-fu — and fell asleep, 

A more terrible and soul-harrowing commemoration of the dead, I have 
never seen in ail my life. , , 
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r^iKOLAi CHIKILDEYEV5 a waiter employed by the Moscow hotel, Slavian- 
ski Bazar, was taken ill. His legs went numb and refused to serve him, so 
that one day as he was going along the passage he tripped and fell down, 
together with a tray on which he was carrying boiled bacon and peas. He 
had to give up the job. What money he had, his own and his wife’s, all went 
on doctors and chemists, there was not a penny left for board, his idleness 
weighed heavy, so he came to the conclusion that no doubt the best thing 
to do would be to go home, to his native village. It was easier to be ailing 
at home, and life would be cheaper; not for nothing the adage runs '‘home 
walls work wonders.” 

He arrived in Zhoukovo in the evening. Childhood memories made his 
native nest out to be all brightness and cosiness and comfort; but now 
when he entered the one-roomed cottage he was quite frightened, it was so 
dai'k and poky and dirty. Olga, his wife, and Sasha, his daughter, who had 
come down with him, cast bewildered glances at the immense ramshackle 
stove, which occupied nearly half the cottage and was black with smoke 
and flies. What flies! The stove was lopsided, the timbers in the walls were 
cock-eyed, it looked as if the cottage might collapse any minute. In the 
front corner, near the eikons, bottle bottoms and scraps of newspaper were 
stuck up, in place of pictures. What poverty! None of the grown-ups were 
at home, they were in the harvest field. On the stove sat a little girl of about 
eight, flaxen-haired, unwashed, apathetic; she did not even look up when 
they came in. On the floor was a white cat, rubbing its back on an oven 
peel. 

“Puss, puss!” Sasha beckoned iL “Pussy!” 

, “That cat can’t hear,” the little girl said, “it’s gone deaf.” 

.’“Why?” 

“Huh! We hit it.” 

At first glance Nikolai and Olga saw what things were like, but they did 
not say a word to, one another; without speaking they dropped their bun- 
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dies and without speaking they went outside again. Their cottage was the 
third from the end and it looked the oldest and the poorest; the next was 
no better^ but the end one had an iron roof and curtains at the windows. 
That house stood by itself^ and was not fenced round; it was the inn. The 
cottages were all in a row, and the whole little village, with its pensive calm, 
and the willows and mountain ash and elder peeping over the courtyard 
fences, looked very nice. 

Beyond the peasant homesteads the ground fell away to the river, sud- 
denly and sharply, so that here and there huge rocks stuck out of the clay. 
Up the steep slope, winding round those rocks and the pits dug by the 
potters, wriggled pathways, and there were heaps of potsherds, brown and 
red; down below reached the broad, level, brilliant green meadowlands; 
already mown, where the village cattle were now cropping. The river lay 
a verst out of the village, a winding river with wonderful overgrown banks, 
and beyond it was another wide reach of meadowland, with cattle, and 
long strings of white geese, and then another steep rise of land, like the 
Zhoukovo side, and at the top, on the ridge, a village with a five-domed 
church and a little further a gentleman’s mansion. 

“It is nice here!” Olga said, looking at the church and crossing herself. 
“Heavens, what space!” 

At that very minute the bell had begun to ring for vespers (it was 
Saturday evening). Two little girls, lugging a bucket of water, looked 
round at the church, to listen to the bell. 

“Dinner’s just coming on at the Slavianski Bazar. . . .” Nikolai said, 
pensively. 

Nikolai and Olga sat down on the edge of the cliff and watched the sun 
set, the sky, gold and crimson, reflected in the river, in the windows of the 
church, in the very atmosphere, delicate, full of calm, inexpressibly limpid, 
such as it never was in Moscow. And when the sun had sunk, the stock, 
large and small, went past them, bleating and lowing, and the geese flew 
over the river homeward — and then every voice was hushed, that tranquil 
light died out of the air, and evening darkness swooped swiftly down. 

Meanwhile the old folk had come home, Nikolai’s father and mother, 
emaciated, bent, toothless, both the same height. The two daughters-in-law, 
Maria and Fiokla, had come too; they were working for the squire over 
the river. Maria, his brother Kiriak’s wife, had six children, Fiokla, wife of 
Denis, who was in the army, a couple, and when Nikolai stepped indoors 
and saw that family establishment, all those large and small bodies, stirring 
on the plank bed, in cradles, everywhere, and saw how greedily the old 
man and the peasant w^omen ate the . black bread, sopping it in water, he 
saw he had made a mistake coming there, ill and penniless, with wife and 
child too — ^ great mistake! 

“But where’s Kiriak.^” he asked, when he had exchanged greetings with 
all of them. / ■ 
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'‘He’s watchman to a merchant,” his father said, “he lives there, in the 
forest. Not a bad worker he isn’t, if it wasn’t for the drink.” 

“He’s not an earner,” the old woman whimpered, “our menfolk haven’t 
turned out good, they don’t bring anything in, they only drain. Kiriak 
drinks, so does our old man, what’s the use of hiding it, he knows the road 
to the pub too. The wrath of the Mother of God is on us.” 

Because of their arrival, the samovar was put on. The tea tasted fishy and 
the sugar was mouse-nibbled and grey, and there were cockroaches all 
over the bread and the crockery. The tea made them feel sick; and the talk 
made them feel sick too — all about want and illnesses. But before they had 
finished even half a cup there was a loud, drawn-out tipsy shout from the 
yard— “Mar-i-aaa!” 

“It looks as if Kiriak’s there; talk of the devil . . 

There was a general silence. A moment later the shout was repeated, a 
savage, drawn-out cry; it might have come from under the ground. 
“Ma-a-riaaa!” 

Maria, the elder daughter-in-law, went pale and hugged close to the 
stove. It was somehow strange to see that broad-shouldered, powerful, ugly 
woman’s face full of fear. Her daughter, the child who had been sitting on 
the stove, and seemed so apathetic, suddenly began to cry loudly. 

“And what’s the matter with you, you cholera?” Fiokla, a good-looking 
peasant wench, also powerful and broad-shouldered, shouted over to her. 
“Don’t you fret, he won’t kill you.” 

From the old man Nikolai learned that Maria was afraid to live in the 
forest with Kiriak, also that whenever he was drunk he came for her and 
made a great to-do and thrashed her. 

“Ma-a-riaa!” came the cry, right at the door now. 

“In Jesus’s name, help me, dear ones,” Maria stammered, breathing as if 
she had just been dipped into icy-cold water, “help me, dear ones. . . 

All the children in the cottage now began to cry together, and seeing 
them, Sasha did the same. Drunken coughing was to be heard, and a tall, 
black-bearded mouzhik in winter fur cap came in, and because his face 
could not be distinguished in the dim light of the little lamp, he seemed 
terrible. This was Kiriak. He went up to his wife, and gave her a swinging 
blow in the face with his fist, but she did not utter a sound, though the 
blow staggered her; she only crouched down, and blood sprang from her 
nose. 

“Ahhh! What shame of it, ahhh! what shame!” the old man muttered, 
climbing on the stove, “and with visitors in the house, too! What sin!” 

Meanwhile the old woman sat silent, bent, thinking of something; 
Fiokla rocked the cradle. , . Obviously Kiriak realised he seemed terrible, 

and this pleased him. He snatched Maria’s hand, dragged her to the door, 
and bellowed like a beast, to appear more terrible, but at this point he 
caught sight, of the visitors and stood still. 
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visitors . . he muttered at last, and let go his wife. 
brother and his family. 

He turned to the eikon and muttered a prayer, with his drunken, in- 
flamed eyes goggling, and went on, “My brother dear, and his family, come 
to the paternal home . . . from Moscow, I suppose. The great Capital City 
of Moscow, mother of all cities. . . . Sorry ...” 

He sank to the bench near the samovar and poured out tea for himself, 
and sucked it down noisily from a saucer, amid general silence. . . . Hav- 
ing drunk a dozen cups of tea he lay down on the bench and began to 
■•snore.' '■ . ■ 

They got ready for bed. As Nikolai was ill he was to sleep with his old 
father on the stove; Sasha lay down on the floor, and Olga joined the 
young women in the outhouse. 

“Ah, dearie,” she said, lying down in the hay next to Maria, “tears won’t 
help. You must bear your cross, that’s all. Doesn’t Holy Writ say ‘Who- 
soever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other cheek 
also’? A-ah, dearie! . . 

Then, in a low sing-song voice, she told them all about Moscow and her 
own life, how she had worked as maid in furnished lodgings. 

“In Moscow, you know, the houses are big and built of stone,” she said, 
“and there are churches and churches, forty times forty, and such lovely 
churches, so very nice.” 

Maria said that not only had she never been to Moscow, she had not 
even been to the local market town; she couldn’t read or write, she knew 
no prayers, not even “Our Father.” She and the other one, Fiokla, who was 
now sitting a little way from them listening, were both extremely rustic, 
and knew absolutely nought. Neither loved her husband; Maria was afraid 
of Kiriak, and when he stayed with her she shivered from fear and was in 
a fever beside him, because he stank so of vodka and tobacco. And when 
she asked Fiokla if she didn’t miss hers, she answered sourly “Let the devil 
take him. . . .” 

They had a good talk and then there was quiet. 

It was cool, and just outside the outhouse there was a cock crowing at the 
top of his voice, keeping them awake. When the bluish morning light was 
peeping through every crack, Fiokla quietly got up and went out; a mo- 
ment later they heard her running somewhere, barefoot. 

ii 

Olga went to church and took Maria with her. As they made their way 
together down the path to the meadows, both were glad at heart. Olga liked 
the spaciousness, and Maria felt her sister-in-law was understanding and 
kind. The sun was rising. Low down over the meadowland a hawk was ' ; 
winging drowsily, and the river water was duil>; with wisps of mist, still , 
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hanging about, but on the ridge opposite there was now a band of bright 
light, the church was gleaming, and the rooks in the squire's park were 
noisy. ■ ■ ■ 

‘‘The old man isn't so bad," Maria said, “but the old woman’s a hard one, 
always scolding. Our own corn lasted till Shrovetide, now we’re buying 
flour at the inn — and she’s always angry; you eat too much, she says.” 

“Ohhh, dearie! Bear it, that is everything. As 'tis said 'Come unto Me, 
all ye that labour and are heavy laden.' " 

Olga spoke with dignity, sing-song, and she walked as a woman going 
to pray should, with lively, quick steps. She read her Gospel every day, 
read it aloud, like a priest reading, and though there was a lot she did not 
understand, the sacred words touched her to tears, and when she came to 
old-fashioned words like f^eceiveth and verily she let her lips play on them 
with a swooning sensation at heart. She believed in God and the Mother 
of God and the saints; she believed it was wrong to offend anyone on 
earth, even common people, or Dutchmen, or Gypsies, or Jews, and 
that misfortune awaited even those who were not kind to animals; she 
believed this was laid down in Holy Writ, and this was w='hy, when she 
was pronouncing words of Holy Writ, even if she did not understand them, 
her face took on an expression of great bliss and pity and clarity, 

“Where were you born.?" Maria asked. 

“I'm from Vladimir country. Only I was taken to Moscow a long time 
ago, when I was only eight." 

They reached the river. On the other side, by the water’s edge, a woman 
stood taking off her clothes. 

“That’s our Fiokla,” Maria said, recognizing her, “she's been over there 
to the squire's men. She's a hussy, and a swearer, she is." 

Fiokla, black-browed, with hair undone, young still and firm as a girl, 
leapt off the bank and thrashed the water with her legs, sending the ripples 
going all round her. “A hussy," Maria repeated, “she is, and no mistake.” 

The river was spanned by a rickety hewn plank bridge, and as they 
crossed it shoals of squat chub passed underneath in the clear, transparent 
water. The green thickets overhanging the water were glittering with dew. 
Then came a breath of warm air, pleasantly soft. What a magnificent 
morning it was! And no doubt what a magnificent thing life in this world 
would be, were there not want, terrible, inescapable want, from which you 
can hide nowhere. She only had to glance back at the village now, and how 
clearly she recalled the events of last night— and the enchantment of the 
happiness she thought she saw about her disappeared in an instant. 

They reached the church. Maria stayed near the door, afraid to go right 
inside; nor did she dare sit down, though they never rang for communion 
till after nine. So she stood through it ail. 

After the reading from the Gospel the congregation suddenly moved 
aside and let the squire's family go by; two young ladies in white frocks 
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and picture hats came in^ with them a fat, rosy-cheeked boy in sailor 
suit. Their appearance moved Olga; at first glance she was quite sure they 
were decent, cultured handsome people. But Maria glared sullenly at them, 
dour and frowning, as if they were not human beings at all, but monsters 
which might crush her if she did not move to one side. 

And whenever the deacon intoned in his deep bass voice, she seemed to 
hear her name called— and started timidly. 

in 

News of the arrival of the visitors spread through the village, and after 
communion there was a great gathering in the cottage. The Leonychevs 
and the Matveichevs and the Ilichovs all came to learn about their relatives 
who worked in Moscow. The Zhoukovo kids who could read and write 
were all taken to Moscow, and all to be waiters or boots-boys (just as 
those from the village over the river all went into the baker’s trade) and 
that custom had been established long ago, in the days of serfdom, when a 
certain Louka Ivanich, a Zhoukovo peasant, now a legendary figure, being 
Buffet attendant in a Moscow club, started taking on only his own villagers 
as assistants, and as they got on, they sent for their own relatives and got 
them jobs in hotels and restaurants, from which time the village had been 
known to folk round about not as Zhoukovo, but Khams\aia or 
Kholouiev\a, meaning Bounderfield or Muckham. Nikolai had been taken 
to Moscow when he was eleven, and got his job by Ivan Makarich, one 
of the Matveichevs, who was at the time chief waiter at the Hermitage 
Gardens restaurant. And now Nikolai addressed the Matveichevs most 
edifyingly as follows : ‘Ivan Makarich is my benefactor, and it is my duty 
to pray for him day and night, as he made a fine man of me.” 

“Ah, dear man,” a tall old woman, Ivan Makarich’s sister, said in a tear- 
ful voice, “but there’s never any news now of that dear fellow.” 

“Last winter he was working at Omon’s, and this summer I did hear he 
had a job somewhere out of town, in a garden restaurant. . . . He’s getting 
on in years now! Why there was a time when in the summer he’d bring 
home ten rubles a day, but trade is slow altogether now, and the old 
fellow’s getting a bit doddery.” 

The old women and the young peasant women too stared at the felt 
boots on Nikolai’s feet and at his pale face, and said sorrowfully, “You’re 
no earner, Nikolai Ossipich, you’re no earner! That you aren’t!” 

And everybody petted Sasha. She had just turned ten, but she was small 
and very thin and looked more like seven, no more. Amid the other little 
girls, with their sun-tanned faces and rough-cropped hair, and their long 
faded smocks, she was quite a, curiosity with her pale little face and her 
large sombre eyes and the red ribbon in her hair; she might have been a 
strange little animal caught in the fields and brought home. 
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‘‘My pet knows how to read!*' Olga boasted, with tender eyes on her 
child. “Read them something, my pet!" she said, and from a corner 
produced a New Testament. “Read a few lines, for these God-fearing good 
folk to hear.*' 

The Testament was old and heavy, bound in leather, grubby at the 
edges, and smelt as if monks had invaded the hut. Sasha raised her eye- 
brows and began in a loud sing-song voice, in the old Church language, 
'^And when they were departed, behold, the angel of the Lord . . . ap- 
peareth to Joseph in a dream, saying: Arise and ta\e the young child and 
his mother. . . 

'^The young child and his mother,” Olga repeated, scarlet with excite- 
ment. 

^'And flee into Egypt, and be thou there, until I bring thee word. . . 

But the old word for ''until” in the old Church language was too much 
for Olga, and she burst into tears. Looking at her, Maria began to whimper, 
and then Ivan Makarich’s sister. The old man cleared his throat and began 
to fuss round, wanting to give his grand-daughter a present, but he failed 
to find anything and ended up by a gesture of resignation. And when the 
reading ended the neighbours all went home, very touched and most 
satisfied with Olga and Sasha. 

Through it being a holiday, the family stayed at home the whole day. 
The old woman, called grandma by husband and daughters-in-law and 
grandchildren alike, tried to do everything herself; lit the stove and put 
the samovar on all by herself, and even carried the dinner, and then 
complained they made her work her life away. And all the time she had 
her weather eye open to see nobody ate a mouthful too much, or that the old 
man or her daughters-in-law were not idle. One minute she thought she 
heard the innkeeper's geese at the back getting into her garden, and went 
haring out with a stick and spent half an hour yelling about patrolling 
her cabbages which were just about as spindly and decrepit as she was 
herself; then again she got the idea a crow was after her chicks and off 
she went swearing in pursuit of the crow. From morning to night she was 
ill-tempered and grousing and at times raised her voice to such a pitch 
that passers-by stopped to listen. 

She was most unkind to her old man, having two names for him, either 
lazybones or cholera. He was a characterless, hopeless peasant, and perhaps 
if she had not constantly nagged him he would not have worked at all, 
but merely sat about, on the stove, talking. He told his son a longwinded 
yarn about enemies he had, and complained about the insults he said he 
had to suffer every day from his neighbours, and it was sickening listen- 
. ing to him. 

“Yes,” he said, clutching his loins, “yes ... a week after the Elevation 
of the Cross, I sold my hay at thirty . copecks the poud, of my own good 
will. . . . Yes. . . Very well , ; h Only, I mean, there was I carting the 
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hay of my own good will one morning, not interferingv with anyone; and 
then what do I see, you wouldn’t believe it, the headman comes out of the 
inn, Antip Sedelnikov, and Where do you think you’re taking that hay ?’ he 
says, and a lot more, and boxed my ears.” 

As for Kiriak, he had a splitting headache, through having been drunk, 
and was ashamed for his brother to have seen it. Wou see what vodka will 
do,” he muttered, shaking his aching head. ‘‘Oh my God! Do forgive me, 
brother and sister, for Jesus’ sake, I am angry enough with myself.” 

Because it was such a holiday they bought a salt herring at the inn and 
Gilt of the head made a potage. At midday they all sat down to drink tea 
and drank on and on till they sweated, and felt they would burst with it, 
and then they set to woi'k on the potage, all eating out of one bowl. But 
the old woman hid the herring itself away. 

In the evening the potter, down the cliff, baked his pots. Down below, in 
the pasture, the girls danced and saiig, and there was an accordion. On the 
far side of the river too there was stoving going on and girls singing, and 
from the distance the singing sounded harmonious and gentle. In and 
round the inn were peasants making a great din; singing in tipsy voices, 
all at sixes and sevens, and swearing so terribly that all Olga could do was 
shiver and say “Oh Lord God, oh Lord God!” 

What amazed her was that the swearing never stopped, and that the 
old men, who had not long to live now, swore more persistently and 
louder than the others. The children and the girls listened to it too with- 
out turning a hair, and it was clear they were used to it from birth. 

Midnight passed, and the fires on either side of the river had died down, 
but still there were people about on the pasture-land and in the inn. The 
old man and Kiriak, both drunk, arm in arm, jostling one another, came 
up to the outhouse where Olga and Maria were lying. 

“Let her be,” the old man tried to persuade him, “let her be. . . . She’s a 
harmless wench. , . . It’s a sin. . . 

“Ma-ariaaa!” Kiriak shouted. 

“Let her be . . . It’s a sin. • . . She’s not a bad wench.” 

They stood there about a minute, then went away. 

“I io-ove the flow-ers of the fii-i-eld,” the old man suddenly sang, in a 
high, penetrating tenor. “. . . Gather the flowers of the field. . . 

He cleared his throat and spat^ swore vilely, and went indoors. 


Grandma put Sasha in her garden and gave her orders to see the geese 
didn’t get in. It was a sultry August day. The innkeeper’s geese could get 
i in the back way to the garden, but at the moment they were busy: they were 

I gleaning the oats round the inn and chatting quietly together, only the 

I gander kept raising his head high as ilr hfe wanted; to make sure the old 
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Vvoman wasn’t coming with her stick; other geese could get there from 
down below, but those geese at the moment were cropping grass a long 
way on the other side of the river, reaching out over the meadow in a long 
garland or white. Sasha stood awhile at her post, but it was very dull, and 
seeing the geese were not coming, she went up to the edge of the cliff. 

There she discovered Maria’s eldest daughter, Mot’ka. She was standing 
quite still on a large rock, and looking at the church. Maria had had 
thirteen altogether but only six were alive, and they were all daughters, 
not one boy, and the eldest was eight. Mot’ka was barefoot, with only a 
smock on, and she was standing in the sun, the sun burning right on the 
back of her head, but she did not notice it and might have been turned 
to stone. Sasha stood beside her and looked at the church and said “God 
lives in the church. People have lamps and candles, but God has lovely 
little eikon lamps, red and green and blue, like little eyes. In the night-time 
God walks about in the church, and the Holy Virgin goes with Him and 
Saint Nicholas — tap-tap-tap they go. . . . And the caretaker gets so 
frightened, ever so frightened. Ah, dearie,” she added, imitating her 
mother, “and when Judgment Day comes, all the churches will be taken 
up to Heaven.” 

“And — the— bel — fries— too.?” asked Mot’ka, in her bass voice, every 
syllable by itself, 

“And the belfries too. And when Judgment Day comes, all good people 
will go to Paradise, and the bad ones will burn for ever in the eternal 
fire, dearie. God will tell my Mummy and Maria too 'you have done 
nobody any harm, so you go to the right, to Paradise’ but to Kiriak and 
Grandmother he will say, you go to the left, into the fire.’ People who 
have eaten meat during fast will go into the fire too.” 

She then looked up at the sky, opened her eyes wide, and said, “You look 
at the sky, don’t blink, you can see the angels.” 

Mot’ka too now looked at the sky, and a minute passed without a 
word. . • ■ ' ' ■ ■ ' , , ■■ 

“Sec.?” Sasha asked. 

“No, I can’t,” Mot’ka growled, in her bass. 

can. There are tiny little angels flying about the sky flit-flit with their 
little wings like gnats.” 

Mot’ka thought awhile, eyes on the ground, then she asked, “So Grandma 
will burn.?” 

“Yes, dearie.” 

From the rock to the bottom the slope was gentle and uninterrupted, 
and covered with soft green grass that you wanted to stroke or lie on. 
Sasha lay down and rolled to the .bottom. With a serious, severe expression 
on her face, Mot’ka puffed and lay down too and rolled to the bottom, 
and as she did so her smock pulled , up onto her shoulders. 

“Oh how I laughed!” Sasha cried, in delight 
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They both went up to the top again to roll down once more, but at that 
moment they heard a familiar whining voice. Oh, how awful! Grandma, 
toothless, bony, hunchbacked, with short grey hair blowing in the wind, 
with a long stick in her hand, was driving the geese out of the garden and 
shouting “Blast you, trampled all my cabbage plants, may your throats be 
cut, thrice cursed, you sores, there’s no striking you down.” 

She caught sight of the little girls, and threw down her stick, picked up 
a whippy branch and, grabbing Sasha by the scruff of her neck in her 
fingers, dry and hard as iron spikes, began to flog her. Sasha cried from 
the pain and from fright, while the gander, rocking to and fro from 
leg to leg and stretching out fits neck, came up to the old woman and 
hissed something at her, and when he went back to his flock all the geese 
greeted him with an approving chatter — ^ho-ho-ho. Then Grandma set 
about Mot’ka and once again Mot’ka’s shift slipped up. With sensations of 
despair, crying at the top of her voice, Sasha went indoors to complain; 
Mot’ka at her heels, crying too, but on a bass note, without wiping away 
the tears, so that her face was as wet as if she had dipped fit fin the water. 

“God almighty!” Olga cried in amazement, when the two of them came 
into the house, “Mother of God!” 

Sasha had begun to tell about it, when with a piercing yell and oaths in 
came Grandma, Fiokla lost her temper, and there was a hullabaloo in the 
room. 

“No matter, no matter!” Olga, pale, upset, consoled Sasha and stroked 
her head. “She’s your granny, it’s sin to be angry with her. No matter, my 
pet. 

Nikolai, who was already at the end of his tether through the incessant 
shouting and hunger, drunkenness and stink, who knew now that he hated 
and despised poverty, who was ashamed of his father and mother, dangled 
his legs off the stove and in an exasperated, whining voice, turned to his 
mother and said, “You can’t beat her! You have absolutely no right to beat 
her!” 

“Bah! you there on the stove, lack up your heels for once, you weak rat!” 
Fiokla snapped savagely at him, “What devil brought you here, you 
spongers!” 

Sasha and Mot’ka and all the little girls, the whole lot of them, huddled 
into a corner on the stove, behind Nikolai’s back, and listened to it all 
from there, without a word, in terror, and you could hear their little hearts 
beating. When a household has an invalid who has been hopelessly ill a 
long time, there are awful moments when all the family, secretly, in their 
heart of hearts, long for his death; only the children fear the death of one 
of their own, and are always filled with horror at thought of it. And now 
the little girls held their breath, with faces full of grief, and watched 
Nikolai and thought of how he was sdoh gbing to die, and they felt they 
wanted to cry and to say something kind and sorrowful to him. : : ; 
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He pressed close to Olga, as i£ looking for proteetion from her, and in a 
low, quavering voice said, ‘‘Olga my dear, my darling, I can’t bear this 
any longer. It’s beyond me. For Heaven’s sake, for the sake of Our Lord, 
do write to your sister Claudia Abramovna, beg her to sell or pawn every- 
thing she has and send us the money to get away from here. Oh Christ,” he 
went on, miserably, “just for one glance of Moscow! Merely to dream of it, 
my own town!” 

And when evening came and it was dark in the cottage, it was all so 
miserable that it was difficult to say anything. The savage old woman 
soaked some rye crusts in a cup and sucked at them a long time, quite an 
hour. Maria milked the cow and then brought a pail of milk and put it on 
the bench; after that the old woman poured the milk from the pail into 
bowls, taking a long time over that too, not hurrying herself, clearly very 
glad that now, the Fast of the Assumption having arrived, nobody would 
touch the milk and it would all be saved. And only a trifle, just a drop, she 
poured into a saucer for Fiokla’s child. When she and Maria took the bowls 
to carry them into the cellar, Mot’ka started up like a dart, slipped to the 
ground, went up to the bench, where the wooden bowl of crusts was, and 
splashed some milk from the saucer onto them. 

When the old woman came back, she setded down to her crusts again, 
and Sasha and Mot’ka, seated on the stove, watched her, and were happy 
now that she had broken her fast and could no longer escape going to 
hell. That was consolation, and so they lay down and went to sleep. As 
she fell asleep Sasha pictured Judgment Day: a huge oven, not unlike 
the potter’s, was alight, and an imp of hell, with horns like a cow’s, and 
black as pitch, drove Grandmother into the fire with a long stick, just as 
that afternoon she herself had driven the geese. 

V ■' 

On Assumption Day, at eleven in the evening, the girls and the young 
men, all strolling about the pasture, suddenly began to shout and scream 
and run towards the village, and those who were sitting up on the edge 
of the cliff could not make out the reason for it. 

“Fire! Fire!” rang out the desperate cry. “We’re on fire!” 

Those sitting up top looked about them and they saw a terrible, extraor- 
dinary sight. On one of the end cottages, on its thatched roof, stood a 
pillar of fire six feet high, a pillar which turned on itself and scattered 
sparks on all sides, like a fountain playing. The next instant the whole 
roof was one mass of bright flames and the crackling of the fire could be 
heard. .. ; 

The moonlight went dim,. and the whole village was now alight with 
the ruddy glow;, black shadows crept about the ground, there was a smell 
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of burnings and those who had come running up from down below, all out 
of breath, could not speak, quivering as they were, jostling one another, 
dropping down, and not recognizing one another through seeing badly in 
the bright light. It was frightful. Particularly frightful was the way the 
pigeons kept flying about in the smoke, and the way the men in the inn, 
unaware so far what was happening, went on singing and playing the 
accordion, as if nothing was amiss. 

“It’s Uncle Semyon’s,” shouted a rough, ringing voice. 

Maria rushed round and round her own house, weeping and wringing her 
hands, teeth chattering, though the fire was a long way from her, at the 
other end; Nikolai came out, in his felt boots, and the children ran out in 
their little shirts. Outside the headman’s house they were beating the 
tocsin. Bim, bim, bim . . . rang through the air, and that incessant quick 
jangle clutched at their hearts, and chilled. Old women stood about with 
eikons in their hands. Sheep and calves and cows were being driven out 
of yards, chests were brought out and sheepskins and tubs. The black 
stallion that was never let out with the other horses, because he was 
vicious, but now was let out, went pawing the earth and whinnying and 
galloping through the village, and then stopped by a waggon and began 
kicking it with his hind legs. 

Now the tocsin rang over the river, at the church. 

Near the burning house it was hot and so bright that you could dis- 
tinguish every blade of grass. On one of the chests they had managed to 
salvage, Semyon was sitting, a ginger-haired peasant with a big nose, a 
peaked cap pulled right down on his head, to his ears, and wearing a 
jacket; his wife was lying face downwards, groaning. There was also an 
old man of about eighty, a little old fellow with a huge beard — ^like a 
gnome — a stranger, but evidently having some connection with the fire, 
since he walked up and down near it, bare-headed, with a white bundle 
in his hand; the flames gleamed on his bald pate. The village headman, 
Antip Sedelnikov, a swarthy black-haired man, like a gypsy, went up to the 
house and with a hatchet smashed the windows, one by one, nobody 
could quite tell why — after which he set about the verandah. 

“Hey, you women, water!” he shouted. “Bring the engine up here. 
Look sharp there!” 

The peasants who a minute or so back were amusing themselves in the 
inn, came dragging up the fire engine. They were all tipsy, and kept 
stumbling and falling down; there was a helpless expression on every face 
and tears in their eyes. 

“Lasses, water!” the headman shouted; he too was tight. “Look sharp 
there, lasses!” 

The women and the girls ran down below to the spring and brought up ; 
buckets and tubs full of water, pohred them into the fire engine and ran 
off again. Olga too brought water, and Maria,, and ;Sasha, and Mot’ka.; The 
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elder women and the mere lads did the pumping, and the hose hissed 
away, with the headman directing it, one minute into the doorway, the 
next into the windows, partly stemming the stream with his finger, to make 
it hiss harder. 

'‘Bravo, Antip!” came shouts of approval. ‘‘Go it, Antip!’’ 

Now Antip had made his way into the hall, into the fire, and from thence 
came his voice: “Pump away! Put your backs into it, good orthodox folk, 
being such a misfortunate occurrence!” 

The men stood in a crowd to one side, doing nothing, staring into 
the fire. Nobody knew what he should do, not one of them could do any- 
thing, though all round them were stacks of hay and wheat and outhouses 
and heaps of dry brushwood. There stood Kiriak, and old Osip, his father, 
both of them half tipsy. And, as if anxious to justify standing empty- 
handed like that, the old man turned to the peasant’s wife lying on the 
ground. “Good woman,” he said, “why take on so? It’s the house being 
punished, ain’t it, not you?” 

Semyon kept turning first to one, then another, explaining how it hap- 
pened, 

“That old man there, with the bundle, that’s General Zhoukov’s man. 
. , . He was cook to His Excellency, may His Excellency’s soul rest in 
peace. Turned up this evening. ‘Can you let me have a night’s lodging?’ he 
says. , , . Well, we had a tot each, of course. . . . My missus was busy 
about the samovar, to make a cup of tea for the old gentleman, and then 
something made her go and put the samovar out in the hall, and the fire 
went right up the pipe straight on to the roof and into the thatch, you 
see, and there we were. We nearly got caught ourselves. And the old 
gentleman lost his fur cap, poor old fellow.” 

Meanwhile they were still beating the tocsin and kept ringing in the 
church over the river. Olga, all lit up, and breathless, eyes in horror on the 
ruddy sheep and the ruddy pigeons flying about in the smoke, still kept 
running down the hill for water. That ringing seemed like a sharp spike 
driven into her heart, she thought the fire would never end, and that Sasha 
was lost. . . . And when the ceiling of the house fell in, the thought that 
now the whole village would be bound to be burnt out weakened her and 
she could bring water no more, but sat on the edge of the cliff with her 
buckets beside her; next her and down the slope below her were other 
women wailing as if for the dead. 

Then from over the river, from the squire’s mansion, two waggons of 
his men came bringing another fire engine with them. On horseback came 
a student in white unbuttoned uniform tunic, a quite young fellow. Then 
hatchets got busy, they put a ladder against the burning house frame 
and five men ran up it at once, the student first, red-faced and shouting in 
a sharp but hoarse voice and in a tone which suggested that putting out 
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fires was his usual job. They took the house to pieces timber by timber; 
they stripped the styes and the byres and the wattle fencing and the 
nearest stack. 

“Stop them smashing things!” rang stern voices from the crowd. ‘'Stop 
them!”' 

Kiriak made for the house with determined face, as if he meant to stop 
the newcomers’ breaking, but one of the workmen swung him round 
and gave him a punch in the back. There was a gust of laughter, then 
another blow, and Kiriak fell on all fours and crept back to the crowd. 

From over the other side came two pretty girls in hats—they must have 
been the sisters of the student. They stood some way off and watched 
the fire. The timbers that had been saved were no longer burning, though 
still smoking heavily; the student, working with the hose, directed the 
jet; he aimed at the timbers, then caught some of the peasants, then the 
peasant women who were bringing the water up. ''Georges'' the girls 
called, disapprovingly and worried, in a French way, "Georges!" 

The fire was out. And it was only when people began to go home that 
they noticed that it was already daybreak, and they were all pale and a 
little sooty. It always looks like that in the early morning when the last 
stars go out. As they dispersed, the peasants laughed and joked about 
General Zhoukov’s cook and the fur cap which had been burnt; they 
already wanted to make a joke of the fire, and even seemed sorry it had 
ended so soon. 

“You put that cut well, sir,” said Olga to the student. “You ought to 
come to Moscow to help us, we have a fire there every day.” 

“What, are you from Moscow.?” one of the young ladies asked. 

“I am. My husband used to work in the Slavianski Bazar. And this is my 
daughter,” and she pointed to Sasha, who was feeling cold and clinging 
close to her. “Moscow-born too. Miss.” 

The two young ladies said something in French to the student, and he 
gave Sasha a twenty-copeck piece. Old Osip saw this, and his face instantly 
lit up with hope. 

“We must thank God, sir,” he said, to the student, “there was no wind, 
or it would have burned us up in a jiffy.” Then, in a lower voice, and 
somewhat shamefaced, he said, “It’s cold in the small hours, sir; now, 
something to warm us . . . half a bottle, say ...” 

They gave him nothing, and so he cleared his throat and tottered off 
home. Then Olga stood on the edge of the cliff and watched the two 
waggons ford the river, and the gentry making their way across the pas- 
ture; on the other side a carriage was awaiting them. Then she went 
indoors and told her husband with pride, “Such nice people; such pretty 
girls; like cherubim.” 

“Damnation to them!” muttered Fiokla, sleepily and sourly. 
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VI 

Maria thought she was unhappy and said she very much wanted to die; 
on the other hand, Fiokla found life very much to her taste: even the 
poverty and the dirt and the incessant swearing. She ate w^hat she was 
given, without thought, and slept wherever or on whatever it might be; the 
slops she poured out right under the front porch of the house, just swilled 
them out, from the doorsteps, and then would walk barefoot through it. 
And from the very first day she had hated Olga and Nikolai because they 
did not like that life. 

'1 was wondering what you Moscow nobility are going to eat,'' she 
would say with open malice, “I was just wondering." 

One morning — this was early in September — ^Fiokla, rosy-cheeked from 
the cold, healthy and beautiful, had brought up two buckets of water; 
Maria and Olga were seated at table, drinking tea. 

‘‘Tea with sugar!" Fiokla declared, mockingly. “What fine ladies," she 
added, putting down her buckets, “taken on the fashion of drinking tea 
every day. Take care you don’t burst with that tea," she went on, looking 
at Olga with hatred. “Filled your fat face, to no good, in Moscow, didn't 
you, you sow!" 

She swung the yoke and brought it down on Olga's shoulders, so that 
both daughters-in-law wrung their hands and cried “Oh Lord God!" 

Then Fiokla went down to the river to wash linen and all the way there 
swore so loudly that they could hear her in the house. 

The day went by. The long autumn evening arrived. In the cottage they 
were spinning silk, all except Fiokla: she had gone down to the river. They 
got the silk from a nearby factory, and the whole household earned a little 
on it — some twenty copecks a week. 

“Working for the gentry was better," the old man said, as he wound 
the silk. “There’s a time for working and for eating and for sleeping. For 
dinner shchi and \asha, supper too. And gherkins and cabbage as much as 
you wanted; free to eat as much as your heart’s content. There was more 
discipline too. Everybody knew his place.” 

There was only one small lamp for light, and it burned badly and 
smoked. If any of them got between the lamp and a large shadow fell on 
the window, the brilliant moonlight showed. Old Osip, without hurrying, 
told the story of how they lived in the serfdom days, in those same parts 
where it was now so dull and everything so poor, they used to go hunting 
with hounds, borzois and Pskov hounds, and when beating the peasants 
got plenty of vodka; and how whole caravans used to go to Moscow 
with slaughtered fowl forthe young gentry; and how those who were bad 
.were flogged or sent to the Tver estate, but those who were good were 
rewarded. And the old woman too had some things to tell of. She had 
forgotten nothing, absolutely nothing. She had to tell about her mistress, 



MOUZHIKS 


629 


who was a good and God-fearing woman, the husband a debaucher, and 
how all the daughters married badly, one to a drunkard, another to a 
commoner, and the third eloped (Grandmother herself, being a girl then, 
helped her to elope) and they all died very early from sorrow, like their 
mother. And, recalling all that, Grandmother actually cried. 

There was a sudden rat-rat on the door. They all started. 

“Uncle Osip, let me in for the night!” 

The little bald old man, General Zhoukov’s cook, the one whose hat got 
burnt, appeared. He sat down and listened awhile, and then he too began 
reminiscing and telling them various yarns. Nikolai, sitting on the stove, 
with legs dangling, listened and kept asking him about what things the 
gentry had cooked. There was talk of cotelettes farcies and rissoles and all 
manner of soups and sauces, and the cook, whose memory too was very 
good, mentioned dishes which have quite gone out now, such as one made 
of bull’s eyes and known as “Morning Glory.” 

“And did you used to do Cotelettes Marechal?'' Nikolai asked. 

“No.” 

Nikolai shook his head disapprovingly. “Fine cook you are,” he said. 

The little girls, sitting and lying up on the stove, looked down with 
fixed eyes. They looked innumerable, like cherubs in the clouds. They 
liked the stories; they kept sighing and giving little shudders and going 
pale from enchantment or fear, and to Granny, who told more interesting 
stories than any, they listened without breathing or stirring. 

They all lay down to sleep without a word, and the old men, moved 
by their stories, and stirred up, were full of thoughts of how fine their 
youth had been, for whatever it was like, when youth is over all you remem- 
ber is something full of life, troubling, glad — and how terribly cold death 
which was so near — ^better not to think of that at all! The little lamp 
went out. And the darkness and the two little windows, brightly lit by 
the moon, and the silence, and the creaking of the cradle, somehow only 
seemed to be reminders that life was already over, and nothing w^ould 
bring it back. . . . You doze off and begin to dream, and immediately 
someone touches you on the shoulder, or breathes in your face — and sleep 
is gone, and your body seems to have got past it, and your head fills, in a 
rush, with thoughts of death; turn on your other side — you have already 
forgotten it, but through your thoughts slink old, old, deadening-, nagging 
thoughts of want, of foodstuffs, that flour has gone up — and then again, 
there it is, remembering that life is done now, you can’t get it back. . . . 

“Oh Lord God!” the cook sighed. 

There was a quiet tap on the window., That must be Fiokla back. Olga 
got up yawning and, whispering a prayer, unlocked the door, and then 
slipped the bolt of the outer door. But liobody came in, only a breath of 
icy air from the street, and sudden moonlight. She could see through the 
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door into the street-tranquil, deserted— see the moon itself, sailing 
through the sky. , 

“Who is there?” Olga cried. 

“l am,” came the answer. “It's me.” 

Beside the door, pressed against the wall, was Fiolda, stark naked. She 
was shivering from cold, her teeth were chattering, and in the bright moon- 
light she looked very white, and beautiful and strange. The shadows on 
her and the gleam of the moonlight on her flesh made a striking sight, most 
prominent her dark eyebrows and her firm, young breasts. 

“Hooligans,” she said, “over yonder, stripped me and left me like 
that. , . . Fve come home all the way naked . . . mother naked. Bring me 
something to put on.” 

“But come inside,” Olga said softly; she began shivering herself. 

“I don't want to risk the old folks seeing me.” 

Indeed, the grandmother was already on the alert, grousing, and the old 
man asked “Who's that there?” Olga brought out her own shift and skirt 
and dressed Fiolda and then, quietly, trying not to make any noise with 
the doors, they went inside. 

“That’s you, you slippery, one, is it?” the grandmother growled, sourly, 
guessing who it was. “Ouch, you night bird . . . there’s nothing’ll tame 
you.” , . 

“Don’t fret, don't fret,” Olga whispered, with her arms round Fiokla, 
“don't fret, dearie.” 

It was all quiet again. They never slept well in that house; every one of 
them had some persistent thing pestering him— the old man's pain in his 
loins, the old woman’s cares and ill-humour, Maria's fear, and the chil- 
dren’s itch and the hunger of them all. This night too their sleep was 
broken; they kept turning and tossing, muttering in their sleep, getting up 
for drinks of water. 

All at once Fiokla began desperate weeping, in her coarse voice, yet the 
next moment had mastered herself, only rare sobs escaping, and they grow- 
ing quieter and quieter, till she was still. From time to time the sound 
of the clock over the river came, but striking queerly, first five, then three. 
“Lord God!” the old cook sighed. 

Looking at the window it was difficult to know whether it was still the 
moonlight or dawn at last. Maria got up and went out, and she could be 
heard in the yard milking the cow and saying “Stead-y!” The grandmother 
went out. It was still dark in the house, but objects could now be dis- 
tinguished. 

Nikolai, who had not slept all night, got down from the stove. He 
opened his green chest and took out his tail suit, and put it on, and went 
to the window, stroking the sleeves and plucking at the tails— and he 
smiled. Then he cautiously took it off again, put it away in the chest and 
lay down once more. . , , 
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Maria came back and set about lighting the stove. She looked as if she 
was still not fully awake, and was only coming to full wakefulness as she 
moved about. She must have had some dream, or else recalled the stories 
of yester'eve, because as she stretched luxuriously in front of the stove she 
said ‘‘No, better not serfs.” 

VII ,, 

The “master” had come—that was what the village called the local police 
prefect. The date and purpose of his coming had been known for a week. 
There were only forty households in Zhoukovo, but there was more than 
two thousand rubles of tax arrears, both central and local government 
taxes, ■ ■ ■ ' ' ■ 

The prefect put up at the inn, vAere he “took” two glasses of tea, after 
which he walked to the headman’s house, outside which a crowd of tax 
debtors was awaiting him. The headman j Anti p Sedelnikov, in spite of his 
youth—he was only a little over thirty— was harsh, and always took the 
part of authority, though he was poor himself and always in arrears with 
his own taxes. Evidently he enjoyed being headman, enjoyed the feeling 
of power, which he could not realise otherwise but by harshness. At village 
meetings the peasants were afraid of him and obeyed him. If he came on 
anyone tipsy in the street or at the inn, he was capable of tying his hands 
behind his back there and then and putting him under arrest; once he 
even put Grandmother under arrest, for coming to village meeting in Osip’s 
stead and using foul language there, and kept her in the lock-up overnight. 
He had never lived in a town and never read a book, but somewhere he 
had acquired a number of scholarly words, which he loved using in his 
talk, and though the peasants did not always understand what he said, 
this language of his earned their respect. 

When Osip took his tax-book into the headman’s house, the prefect, a 
wiry old man with long grey side-whiskers and a grey tunic, was seated 
at the table in the front of the room and writing something down. The 
room was very clean, and the walls were bright with pictures cut out of 
magazines, and in a most prominent place, near the eikons, hung a portrait 
of the ex-Prince of Bulgaria, Battenberg. By the table stood Antip Sedei- 
nikov, arms folded. 

“This man, Your Excellency,” he said, when Osip’s turn came, “owes 119 
rubles. He paid one ruble just before Easter, but since that date hasn’t paid 

The prefect raised his eyes at Osip and asked, “Well, old chap, why is 

“Your Excellency,” Osip began^ in great, nervousness, “show me divine 
mercy and permit me to say that .this season now, this year, the Master of 
Lutoretzki said to me, ‘Osip,’ he said, ,^sell me your hay . . . come on,’ he 
said, ‘sell it me.’ And why not.? I, had about one hundred ponds to sell, 
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what the women cut down the lows. . . . Well, and we made a deal. . . . 
All nice and proper we agreed. . . 

His complaint was of the headman, and he kept turning round to the 
other peasants as if inviting them to give witness; his face turned red and 
beads of sweat appeared on it, and his eyes were like gimlets, and angry. 

don’t see the point of all this,” the prefect said, “I am asking you. . . . 
I am asking yozi — w^hy haven’t you paid up the arrears.? You don’t pay and 
I have to answer for it, eh.?” 

“It’s beyond me powers!” 

“These words are without consequence. Your Honour,” the headman 
said. “It is true that the Chikildeyevs are of insufiScient standing, but if you 
enquire, Your Honour, everyone will tell you the real cause— vodka and 
loose ways, Your Honour. No comprehension whatsoever. ...” 

The prefect wrote something down and then, in a calm, even tone of 
voice, just as if asking for a glass of water, he said “Get outside!” 

Shortly after he drove off, and when he was getting into his cheap 
buggy, and coughed, even by the expression of his tall, bony back you 
could see that his thoughts were far away from Osip or the headman, or the 
Zhoukovo arrears, on something of his own. He had not got a mile away 
from the village when Antip Sedelnikov was already carrying the samovar 
out of the Chikildeyevs’ house, with the grandmother at his heels yelling 
in a shrill voice and puffing out her bosom. “You accursed creature, you, 
I won’t let you have it!” 

He walked swiftly, with long strides, while she chased after him, out of 
breath, nearly dropping, hunch-backed and infuriated; her kerchief slipped 
back to her shoulders and her grey hair with its greenish tint blew in the 
wind. Then all at once she stood still, and like a real rioter, began thumping 
her chest with her fists and yelling still louder, in a singing voice, half 
sobbing, “Good Orthodox Christians, all ye who believe in the Lord. Hov/ 
cruel I’m done by. Dear beloved brothers and sisters, what oppression! 
Oi, oi, darlings, do help me!” 

“Granny, Granny,” the headman said severely, “do have a little sense in 
your head.” 

With no samovar the Chikildeyev household’s life became completely 
dismal. There was something degrading in that deprivation, something 
insulting, as if the honour of the house was besmirched. Far better had the 
headman taken the table and all the benches and all the crocks — ^the house 
would not have looked so bare. The old woman yelled, Maria wept, and, 
seeing her weep, the little girls wept too. The old man felt he was to 
blame, and sat in one corner, crushed, without a word to say. Nikolai too 
said nothing. The grandmother was fond of him and sorry for him, but 
now she forgot she was sorry for, him and attacked him all at once, with 
oaths and reproaches, sticking her angry fists right under his nose. She 
shouted that he was to blame for everything. Why indeed had he sent 
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home so little money when in his own letters he was always boasting that 
at the Slavianski Bazar he earned fifty rubles a month? Why did he come 
here, and bring a family into the bargain? If he died on them, where was 
the money coming from to bury him? It was pitiful then to see them, 
Nikolai, Olga and Sasha. 

The old man cleared his throat of phlegm, took his cap and went to see 
the headman. It was quite dark. Antip Sedelnikov was busy, with distended 
cheeks, soldering something at the stove; the air was choking. His children, 
emaciated and dirty— no better than the Ghikildeyev kids— were swarming 
about the floor, and his ugly, freckly wife, her belly big, was winding silk. 
Antip was the only one to look smart, handsome. On the bench was a row 
of five samovars. The old man crossed himself and muttered a prayer to 
Battenberg and then said, “Antip, show divine mercy, man, give me back 
that samovar! For Jesus’ sake!” 

“Bring me three rubles, and you shall have it!” 

“It’s beyond me powers!” 

Antip’s cheeks puffed out, the flame roared and hissed, gleaming on the 
samovars. The old man crushed his cap in his hands and after a bit said, 
“Give it me!” 

The swarthy headman by now seemed quite black, like a wizard; he 
turned to Osip and roughly barked, “It all depends on the zemstvo 
authorities. At the administrational sitting of the twenty-sixth instanter 
you are at liberty to appeal to your own satisfaction either in writing or in 
person.” . , 

Osip did not understand, but that satisfied him and he went home. 

About ten days later the prefect came again, spent an hour in the place, 
and left. It was windy and cold weather, and the river was frozen hard, but 
there had been no snow yet, and the folk were having a hard time, with no 
road. Then on the holiday in the early evening the neighbours went in to 
Osip’s to sit and have a chat. They talked in low voices, as it was sinful to 
work, and lit no light. There was news — not too good either. From two or 
three houses, through arrears of taxes, they had taken their poultry and 
sent to the district government offices, and there, having nothing to feed 
them with, they had slaughtered them; sheep too had been taken, and 
roped up, and carted, and from being shifted from one cart to another at 
every village, one had died. And now they were arguing about who was to 
blame. 

“The local government people,” said Osip, “what do you think!” 

“Of course the local government people.” , ; 

They blamed the local government for everything— for their arrears, for 
all oppressive measures, for the bad harvests, though there was not one 
vdio had the slightest idea what the- local government, the zemstvo, really 
meant. And it had begun with some of the rich peasants, who owned 
manufactories and stores and inns, being ' Voters, : and then getting dis- 
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satisfied^ after which they started cursing the zemstvo in their factories 
and inns. 

There was talk too of God, for not giving any snow. It was high time 
they carted firewood, and you could neither drive nor walk over the 
rough country. Fifteen to twenty years earlier, and before that, the con- 
versations at Zhoukovo were far more interesting. Then every old man 
looked as if he was keeping a secret, knew something and was expecting 
something; there was talk of a Charter printed in gold, of land division, of 
new lands, of capital, hints of something coming; now the Zhoukovo folk 
had no secrets: all the cards of their life were on the table, and so talk 
was whittled down to want and foodstuffs and there being no snow. . . . 

For some time nobody spoke. Then again the poultry and the sheep 
came up, and they argued about who was to blame. 

“The local government people, of course,” Osip declared, in weary tones. 

vixi 

The parish church was six versts away, in Kosogorovo, and they never 
went there but needs drove them, for christenings or marryings or funerals; 
ordinary worship could be done in the church over the river. On Sundays 
and feast days, when the weather was fine, the girls dressed up and all of 
them together went down to communion, and it was a gay sight, to see 
them in their red and yellow and green frocks crossing the low pastures; 
wLen the weather was bad they stayed at home. But before the big feasts 
they had to go to the parish church; those who couldn’t find time in Lent 
to prepare properly for the sacrament had to pay the parson fifteen copecks 
when at Easter he came round with the cross. 

The old man did not believe in God because he had scarcely ever given 
it a thought; he recognized the supernatural, but his opinion was that the 
supernatural could only be women’s business, and whenever religion w’^as 
mentioned in his presence, or any miraculous thing, and a question was 
put to him, he would scratch his head and answer unwillingly, “How the 
devil should I know?” 

The grandmother did believe, if rather dimly; things were always very 
mixed in her thoughts, and she never started thinking of sins or death or 
the salvation of the soul but want and cares would take possession of her 
mind and she forgot all about what she had started with. She remembered 
no prayers, and usually, before going to bed in the evening, went to the 
eikons and whispered at them, “Mother of God of Kazan, Mother of God 
of Smolensk, thrice eikons of the Mother df God. . . 

Maria and Fiokla used to cross themselves regularly, and they fasted and 
took the big sacrament every year, but they did not understand a thing. The 
children were not taught to pray, npr told anything about God, nor given 
any principles, except not to eat tWs, that and the other during fast. Other 
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families were much the same; very few believed and very few understood. 
At the same time they were all very fond of Holy Writ, tenderly and 
piously fond of it^ but they had no books, and nobody to read and explain, 
and because she sometimes read the Gospel, Qlga was respected, and both 
she and Sasha were addressed in the polite plural. 

Olga frequently went to the patron feasts and special celebrations in the 
parishes round and to churches in the district town, which contained two 
monasteries and twenty-seven churches. She was an absent-minded woman, 
and while engaged in those expeditions would completely forget her family, 
and when she was on the way home would discover with delight that she 
had a husband and daughter, and then she would smile and be radiant and 
say, “God’s mercy is great.” 

The village ways were disgusting to her and oppressive. At St. Elijah 
they drank, at the Assumption they drank, at Ascension Day they drank. 
The Zhoukovo patron feast was the Intercession of the Virgin, and on this 
occasion the mouzhiks drank three days. They drank fifty rubles of the 
parish council money and then on top of that made a house-to-house col- 
lection. The first day the Chikildeyevs killed a sheep and ate it morning, 
noon, and night, and the children got up during the night to eat some 
more. Those three days Kiriak was terribly drunk all the time, sold every- 
thing he had, to drink, down to even his fur cap and his boots, and thrashed 
Maria so that they had to pour water over her to bring her round. After 
which they were all ashamed and felt sickish. 

Yet Zhoukovo — Kholouievka, or Muckham — once saw a genuine religious 
celebration. It was in August, when the miraculous Holy Eikon was being 
taken through the whole district, village to village. That day on which 
they expected it to arrive at Zhoukovo was without wind and overcast. 
Early in the morning the girls set out to meet the procession, dressed in 
their bright-coloured holiday frocks, and they arrived with it in the eve- 
ning, a procession of the cross, chanting, and the bells pealing iii the church 
over the river. The vast throng, their own folk and the strangers, blocked 
the broad village street; there was great noise and dust and press. . . . The 
old man too, and the grandmother, and Kiriak, all reached out their 
hands to the eikon, their eyes greedily fastened on it, and tears trickled 
down their cheeks and they cried, “Pray for us, dear Mother, pray for us 
and protect us!” 

They all seemed suddenly to grasp that there was some connection 
between heaven and earth, that the rich and powerful still had not every- 
thing in their hands, that some protection from ill-usage, from slavish 
poverty, from cruel, unbearable want, from the terrible vodka did exist. 

“Protect us, Mother dear!” Maria sobbed. “Dear Mother of God!” 

But that service came to its end, the eikon was borne away, and the old 
order returned, once more from the inn came the coarse, drunken voices. 

Only the rich mouzhiks were afraid of deaths as the richer they became 
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the less they believed in God and the salvation of the soul; only at the 
very end;, out of fear, did such light candles and pay for prayers. The 
poorer mouzhiks were not afraid of death. They used to tell the old man 
and the grandmother straight in the face that they had had their day, and it 
was time they died, and neither of them ever turned a hair. They did not 
think there was anything strange in remarking to Fiokla, in Nikolai’s hear- 
ing, that when Nikolai died her husband, Denis, would get exemption and 
come home. As for Maria, not only did she not fear death, she was even 
sorry it •was so long coming, and she was glad when any of her children 
died. 

Death they were not afraid of, but on the other hand they had an exag- 
gerated fear of illness. A slight indigestion or a trifling chill was enough to 
have the grandmother lying down on the stove, groaning loudly and inces- 
santly, “My hour has come!” The old man would hurry off for the priest 
and the grandmother would be given communion, and anointed. There 
was much talk of chills and worms and tumours shifting about in the 
stomach and threatening the heart. Chills they feared more than anything 
else, so even in summer they dressed in warm clothes and heated them- 
selves on the stove. The grandmother was fond of being ill and often went 
to the hospital, where she always said she was fifty-eight years old, instead 
of seventy. She thought that if the doctor learned her real age he would 
not treat her, but would tell her it was high time for her to die, not consult 
doctors. She usually rode off to the hospital early in the morning, taking 
two or three of the grandchildren with her, and came home in the evening, 
hungry and out of temper — bearing medicine for herself and ointments for 
the little girls. Once she took Nikolai there and for a fortnight after that 
he took medicine too, and said he felt better. 

The grandmother knew all the doctors and surgeons’ dressers and quacks 
for thirty versts around, and there wasn’t one she liked. At the Intercession 
of the Virgin, the deacon, coming round with the parson blessing the 
homes, told her that near the prison in the town there was a little old man 
who had been an army dresser and was doing a lot of curing now, and 
he advised her to go to him. The grandmother did so. When the first 
snow had fallen she drove down to the town and brought back a little old 
man with a beard, a long-skirted proselyte, whose face was one network 
of little blue veins. Just then there were men working in the house: an 
old tailor wearing frightful spectacles was making a waistcoat out of frag- 
ments, and two lads were beating wool into felt for boots. Kiriak, who had 
been given the sack for drunkenness, and now lived at home, was sitting 
next the tailor, mending harness, and it was very cramped and stuffy and 
stinking in the house. The proselyte examined Nikolai and said that he 
absolutely must be cupped. 

He cupped him, and the old tailor and Kiriak and the children stood 
and watched; they thought they, could see the illness coming out of 
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Nikolai. Nikolai too watched, watched the cups suck into his chest and 
gradually fill with dark blood, and he felt that something really was leav- 
ing his system, and smiled with satisfaction. 

“That’s good,” the tailor said, “God grant it do good.” 

The proselyte chap put on twelve cups and then another dozen, had 
his fill of tea, and left. Nikolai suddenly began to shiver violently; 
his face drooped and, as our peasant women say, crumpled into a little 
fist, and his fingers turned blue. He wrapped himself in a coverlet and a 
fur driving coat, but felt colder and colder. As evening drew near he be- 
gan to be distressed in spirit, asked them to put him on the floor, then 
asked the tailor not to smoke; then he fell qiliet under the coat, and 
towards morning he died. 

IX 

Oh, what a fierce and what a long winter it was! 

Their own flour gave out at Christmas, and they had to buy. Kiriak, 
living at home now, rowed in the evenings, making them all afraid, and 
in the morning was in agony from headaches and shame, and it was 
pitiful to see him. Day and night the starving cow bellowed in its byre 
and tore the heart of the grandmother and of Maria. And all the time 
the cracking cold never slackened, as if to spite them; the snowdrifts were 
mountainous; and still the winter dragged on. On the Annunciation there 
was a real winter blizzard, and snow at Easter. 

But even so the winter did end at last. The first part of April was 
warm by day, though still frosty at night, the winter being tenacious; 
but then one warm day managed to get the mastery, and at last the thaw 
really began and the birds were singing. The whole pasture lows and the 
riverside thickets were under the spring waters, and the whole area 
between Zhoukovo and the other side was one vast gulf on which here 
and there were fluttering flocks of wild duck. The spring sunsets, fiery, 
with voluminous clouds, every evening were remarkable, new, unbelievable, 
the sort of sunsets that afterwards seem unreal, when you see pictures of 
them. 

The storks flew swift, with their mournful cries, as if calling you with 
them. Standing on the edge of the cliff, Olga looked for long spaces at 
the floods and the sun and the church, bright, as if young again, and her 
tears flowed and she choked because she so desperately longed to go 
away somewhere, go on and on, to the end of the world. It was indeed 
decided that she should go back to Moscow, into service, and Kiriak 
would go with her to get a job somewhere as yardman. Oh, let it be soon 
she went! 

When the roads had dried up and it was warm, they prepared for de- 
parture, Olga and Sasha, bundles op their backs, bast sandals oii their 



638 


TELLERS OF TALES 

feet, set out before it was properly light, and Maria went with them to see 
them well on the road. Kiriak was not well, so he was staying at home 
another week. For the last time Olga prayed at the church, thinking of her 
husband, and she did not cry, only her face wrinkled and turned ugly, like 
an old woman’s. That winter had thinned her and she had lost her 
looks and gone grey a bit, and her former charm and pleasant smile had 
now finally given place to a humble, sorrowful expression of suffered 
grief, and there was something quite stupid and wooden in her giance, 
just as if she was deaf. 

She was sorry to leave the village and the mouzhiks. Thoughts kept 
coming to her of how they had carried Nikolai, how they had sung the 
service outside every house, how they had all wept, feeling her grief. Dur- 
ing the summer and the winter there had been moments when she had 
thought that those folk lived worse than animals, and living with them 
was terrible; they were coarse and dishonest and dirty and drunken and 
lived at cross purposes, incessantly quarrelling with each other, because 
they had no respect for each other, feared each other, and had no trust in 
each other. Who kept the inn and made them drunk A mouzhik. Who 
squandered the village and the school and the church money in drink? 
The mouzhiks. Who stole from his neighbour, fired his neighbour, sneaked 
to the authorities against his neighbour for a bottle of vodka? Who was the 
first to talk against the mouzhiks before the local government and other 
assemblies? The mouzhiks. Yes, living with them was terrible, but yet they 
were human creatures and suffered and wept like human creatures, and 
there was not a thing in their lives for which there was not good excuse. 
Cruel labour, such that all night their bodies ached,, bitter winters, meagre 
crops, scarcity which crushed them, and no help, nor hope of help. Those 
richer and more powerful could not help, as they themselves were coarse 
and dishonest and drunken, and just as foul-mouthed as the others; the 
merest whipper-snapper of a civil servant or a squire’s man treated them 
all like vagabonds, even talking to the village headmen or the elders of the 
churches in the singular, like underlings, and thought too that they had a 
right to do so. But anyway could you hope for a breed that is self- 
seeking, greedy, debauched, lazy and descends on a village solely to out- 
rage and pillage and terrorise— could you hope for such a breed to set an 
example? Olga recalled the pitiful, humbled expression on the faces of 
the old people that winter when Kiriak was taken away to be flogged. 

, . . And now she was sorry for all of them and her heart ached for them, 
and as she paced on her way, from time to time she turned to look back at 
the miserable cottages. 

Having accompanied them three versts, Maria said good-bye, and then 
fell on her knees and began to lament and beat her face on the earth. ''Now 
I am all alone again, oh alas my poor little bead, alas, poor me . . 

She lamented thus for a long time, and for a long time Olga and Sasha 
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could see her kneeling there, bowing down to somebody away yonder, and 
clutching her head in her hands, and the rooks flying overhead* 

The sun rose high in the sky and it became hot. Zhoukovo was far be- 
hind them. It was a pleasure walking. Olga and Sasha even soon forgot the 
village, and Maria; their hearts were glad and everything interested them, 
A burial mound; a row of telegraph poles, reaching one after another 
they knew not where, and vanishing on the horizon, with their wires 
buzzing mysteriously; a farm in the distance, lost in greenery, and an 
odour of damp and of hemp coming from it, and for some reason it seemed 
that the people there must be happy. Then the skeleton of a horse, whiten- 
ing out in the fields. And there were the tireless skylarks, pouring forth their 
song, and the quails calling one to another; and a landrail croaking, just 
as if somebody was croaking on an old iron rake. 

At midday Olga and Sasha reached a large village. There, in the main 
street, they came on the little old man who had been cook to General 
Zhoukov. He was feeling the heat, and his scarlet perspiring bald head 
shone in the sun. He and Olga failed to recognize one another, then both 
turned round at the same time and recognized each other and then, with- 
out a word, went on, each their own road. Olga stopped outside a house 
which seemed better off, newer than the others, and bowed down under 
the windows and in a loud, thin sing-song voice said “Good Orthodox 
Christian folk, please help with alms for the sake of Jesus our Lord, give 
what you can, and may your parents dwell in the Heavenly Kingdom, in 
eternal peace . . 

“Good Orthodox Christian folk,” rang out Sasha’s voice, “please help with 
alms for the sake of Jesus our Lord, give what you can, and the Heavenly 
Kingdom . . 


TWENTY-SIX AND ONE 

Maxim Gorky (Peshkov) 

(1868-1936) 

TRANSLATED BY NISBET BAIN 


There were twenty-six of us— ■twenty-'six living machines shut up in a 
damp cellar, where from morning to evening we kneaded dough to make 
cakes and biscuits. The windows of our cellar looked upon a ditch yawning 
open before them and crammed full oL bricks, green with damp; the 


640 TELLERS OF TALES 

windowTrames were partly covered from the outside by an iron grating, 
and the light of the sun could not reach us through the window-panes 
covered with flour dust. Our master had closed up the windows with iron 
in order that we might not give away a morsel of his bread to the poor, or 
to those of our comrades who were living without work, and therefore 
starving; our master called us galley-slaves, and gave us rotten entrails for 
dinner instead of butcher’s meat. 

It was a narrow, stuffy life we lived in that stone cage beneath the low 
and heavy rafters covered with soot and cobwebs. It was a grievous evil life 
we lived within those thick walls, plastered over with patches of dirt and 
mould. . . . We rose at five o’clock in the morning, without having had 
our sleep out, and— stupid and indifferent— at six o’clock we were sitting 
behind the table to make biscuits from dough already prepared for us by 
our comrades while we were still sleeping. And the whole day, from early 
morning to ten o’clock at night, some of us sat at the table kneading the 
yeasty dough and rocking to and fro so as not to get benumbed, while the 
others mixed the flour with water. And all day long, dreamily and wearily, 
the boiling water hummed in the cauldron where the biscuits were steamed, 
and the shovel of the baker rasped swiftly and evilly upon our ears from 
beneath the oven as often as it flung down baked bits of dough on the 
burning bricks. From morning to evening, in one corner of the stove, they 
burned wood, and the red reflection of the flames flickered on the wall of 
the workshop as if silently laughing at us. The huge stove was like the mis- 
shapen head of some fairy-tale monster — it seemed to stick out from under 
the ground, opening its wide throat full of bright fire, breathing hotly upon 
us, and regarding our endless labour with its two black vent-holes just over 
its forehead. Those two deep cavities were like eyes — the passionless and 
pitiless eyes of a monster; they always regarded us with one and the same 
sort of dark look, as if they were weary of looking at their slaves and, not 
expecting anything human from us, despised us with the cold contempt of 
worldly wisdom. 

From day to day in tormenting dust, in dirt brought in by our feet from 
the yard, in a dense malodorous steaming vapour, we kneaded dough and 
made discuits, moistening them with our sweat, and we hated our work 
with a bitter hatred; we never ate of that which came forth from our hands, 
preferring black bread to the biscuits. Sitting behind the long table face to 
face with each other, nine over against nine, we mechanically used our arms 
and fingers during the long hours, and were so accustomed to our work 
that we no longer noticed our own movements. And we had examined one 
another so thoroughly that everyone of us knew all the wrinkles in the 
faces of his comrades. We had nothing to talk about, so we got accustomed 
to talking about nothing, and ; were , silent the whole time unless we 
quarrelled— there is always a way to make a man quarrel, especially if he 
be a comrade. But it was rarely .that, we even quarrelled— how can a man 
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be up to much if he is half dead, if he is like a figure-head, if his feelings 
are blunted by grievous labour? But silence is only a terror and a torture 
to those who have said everything and can have nothing more to say; but 
for people who have not begun to find their voices, silence is simple and 
easy. ... Sometimes, however, we sang; it came about in this way. One 
of us in the midst of his work would suddenly whinny like a tired horse 
and begin to croon very softly one of those protracted ditties, the sadly 
caressing motif ot which always lightens the heaviness of the singer’s soul. 
One of us would begin singing, I say, and the rest would, at first, merely 
listen to his lonely song, and beneath the heavy roof of the cellar his song 
would flicker and die out like a tiny camp-fire in the steppe on a grey 
autumn night when the grey sky hangs over the earth like a leaden roof. 
Presently the first singer would be joined by another, and then two voices, 
softly and sadly, would float upwards from the stifling heat of our narrow 
ditch. And then, suddenly, several voices together would lay hold of the 
song, and the song would swell forth like a wave, and bedbme stronger and 
more sonorous, and seem to amplify the heavy grey walls of our stony 
prison. 

And so it came about that the whole six-and-twenty of us would find our- 
selves singing— our sustained, sonorous concert would fill the work-room, 
and the song would seem not to have room enough therein. It would beat 
against the stone wall, wail, weep, stir within the benumbed heart the 
sensation of a gentle tickling ache, reopen old wounds in it, and awake it 
to anguish. The singers would sigh deeply and heavily; one of them would 
unexpectedly break off his own song and listen to the singing of his com- 
rades, and then his voice would blend once more with the common billow 
of sound. Another of us, perhaps, would utter an anguished ‘‘Ah!” and 
then continue singing with fast-closed eyes. No doubt the broad, dense 
wave of sound presented itself to his mind as a road stretching far, far 
away — a broad road lit up by the bright sun, with he himself walking along 
that road. . . . 

And all the time the flame of the furnace was flickering and the baker’s 
shovel was harshly scraping the brick floor, and the boiling water was 
humming in the cauldron, and the reflection of the fire was quivering on 
the wall and laughing at us noiselessly. . . . And we were wailing forth in 
the words of others our dull misery, the heavy anguish of living beings 
deprived of the sun, the anguish of slaves. Thus we lived, twenty-six of us, 
in the cellar of a large stone house, and life was as grievous to us as if all 
the three upper stories of this house had been built right upon our very 
shoulders. 

But, besides the singing, we Had, one other good thing— a thing we set 
great store by and which, possibly, stood to us in the place of sunshine. In 
the second story of our house was a gold-embrbiddry factory, and amongst 
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tEe numerous factory girls employed there was a damsel sixteen years old^ 
Tanya by name. Every morning she would come to the little window 
pierced through the door in the wall of our workshop, and pressing against 
it her tiny rosy face, with its merry blue eyes, would cry to us with a 
musical, friendly voice: “Poor little prisoners! give me some little biscuits!” 

All of us would instantly turn round at the familiar sound of that bright 
voice, and gaze gooduiaturedly and joyously at the pure virginal little face 
smiling upon us so gloriously. It became a usual and very pleasant thing for 
us to see the little nose pressed against the window-pane, to see the tiny 
white teeth gleaming from under the rosy lips parted by a smile. There 
would then be a general rush to open the door, each one trampling upon 
his fellows in his haste, and then in she would come, always so bright and 
pleasant, and stand before us, her head perched a little on one side, holding 
up her apron and smiling all the time. The long thick locks of her chestnut 
hair, failing across her shoulders, lay upon her breast. We dirty, grimy, 
misshapen wretches stood there looking up at her — the threshold of the 
door was four steps above the level of the floor — we had to raise our heads 
to look at her, we would wish her good-morning, and would address her in 
especial language — the words seemed to come to us expressly for her and 
for her alone. When we conversed with her our voices were gentler than 
usual, and our jests were less rough. We had quite peculiar and different 
manners — and all for her. The baker would take out of the oven a shovelful 
of the ruddiest, best-toasted biscuits, and skilfully fling them into Tanya’s 
apron, 

“Take care you don’t fall into the clutches of the master!” we would 
always caution her. And she, roguishly laughing, would call to us : “Good- 
bye, little prisoners,” and vanish as quickly as a little mouse. 

Only — long after her departure, we would talk pleasantly about her 
among ourselves; we always said the same thing, and we said it late and 
early, because she and we and everything around us was always the same 
early and late. It is a heavy torment for a man to live where everything 
around him is unchanging, and if this does not kill the soul within him, 
the longer he lives the more tormenting will the immobility of his environ- 
ment become. We always spoke of women in such a way that sometimes it 
went against the grain with us to listen to our own coarse, shameful 
speeches, and it will be understood that the sort of women we knew were 
unworthy to be alluded to in any other way. But we never spoke ill of 
Tanya. None of us ever permitted himself to lay so much as a finger upon 
her; nay, more, she never heard a loose jest from any of us. Possibly this 
was because she never remained very long with, us: she twinkled before our 
eyes like a star falling from heaven and vanished; but, possibly also, it was 
because, she was so ^ tiny and- so very pretty, and evei‘ything beautiful 
awakens respect for it even in coarse people. And there was something else. 
Although our prison-like labour had npiade dull brutes of us, for all that 
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we were still human beings, and, like all human beings, we could not live 
without worshipping something or other. We had nothing better than she, 
and nobody but she took any notice of us who lived in that vault; nobody, 
though scores of people lived in that house. And finally— and that, after all, 
was the chief thing— we all of us accounted her as in some sort our own, 
as, in some. sort, only existing thanks to our biscuits; we looked upon it as 
our duty to give her biscuits piping hot, and this became to us a daily 
sacrifice to our idol; it became almost a sacred office, and every day bound 
us to her more and more. Besides the biscuits we gave to Tanya a good deal 
of advice — she was to put on warmer clothes, not run rapidly upstairs, not 
to carry heavy loads of wood. She listened to our advice with a smile, 
responded to it with laughter, and never followed it at all; but we were not 
offended with her on that account, we only wanted to show her that we 
were taking care of her. 

Sometimes she asked us to do different things for her; such, for instance, 
as to open the heavy cellar door, to chop up wood and so on, and we Joy- 
fully, nay, with a sort of pride, did for her all that she asked us to do. 

But once, when one of us asked her to mend his only shirt, she sniffed 
contemptuously and said : “What next! do you think I’ve nothing better 
to do?” 

We laughed heartily at the silly fellow-— and never asked her to do any- 
thing more. We loved her— and when that is said all is said. A man always 
wants to lay his love upon someone, although sometimes he may crush her 
beneath the weight of it, and sometimes he may soil her; he may poison the 
life of his neighbour with his love, because in loving he does not revere the 
beloved. We were obliged to love Tanya because we had none else to love. 

At times one or other of us would begin to reason about it like this: 
“Why are we spoiling the wench like this? What is there in her after all? 
Eh? We are making a great deal of fuss about her!” 

The fellow who ventured to use such language was pretty roughly 
snubbed, I can tell you. We wanted something to love, we had found what 
we wanted, and we loved it; and what we six-and-twenty loved was bound 
to be inviolate, because it was our holy shrine, and everyone who ran 
contrary to us in this matter was our enemy. No doubt people often love 
what is not really good — but here we were, all twenty-six of us, in the same 
boat, and therefore what we considered dear we would have others regard 
as sacred. 

Besides the biscuit factory our master had a fancy-bakery; it was located 
in the same house, and only separated from our hole by a wall; but the 
fancy-bakers — there were four of them^kept us at arm’s length, consider- 
ing their work as cleaner than ours> and for that reason considering them- 
selves as better than we. So they did not come into our workshop, and 
laughed contemptuously at us when they met xis in the yard. We, too, did 
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not go to them; our master had forbidden us to do so for fear we shoiild 
steal the milk scones. We did not like the fancy-bakers because we envied 
them. Their work was lighter than ours; they got more than we did and 
w^ere better fed; they had a spacious, well-lighted workshop, and they were 
all so clean and healthy — quite the opposite to us. We indeed, the whole 
lot of us, looked greyish or yellowish; three of us were suifering from 
disease, others from consumption, one of us was absolutely crippled by 
rheumatism. They, on feast-days and in their spare time, put on pea-jackets 
and boots that creaked; two of them had concertinas, and all of them went 
strolling in the Park — we went about in little better than dirty rags, with 
down-at-heel slippers or bast shoes on our feet, and the police would not 
admit us into the Park— how could we possibly love the fancy-bakers? 

Presently we heard that their overseer had taken to drink, that the master 
had dismissed him and hired another, and that this other was a soldier who 
went about in a rich satin waistcoat, and on great occasions wore a gold 
chain. We were curious to see such a toff, and, in the hope of seeing him, 
took it in turns to run out into the yard one after the other. 

But he himself appeared in our workshop. He kicked at the door, it flew 
open, and, keeping it open, he stood on the threshold, smiled, and said to 
us: ‘‘God be with you! I greet you, my children!” 

The frosty air, rushing through the door in thick smoky clouds, whirled 
round his feet, and there he stood on the threshold looking down upon us 
from his eminence, and from beneath his blond, skilfully twisted mous- 
taches gleamed his strong yellow teeth. His vest really was something quite 
out of the common — ^it was blue, embroidered with flowers, and had a sort 
of sparkle all over it, and its buttons were made of pretty little pearls. And 
the gold chain was there. . , . 

He was handsome, that soldier was, quite tall, robust, with ruddy cheeks, 
and his large bright eyes looked good and friendly and clear. On his head 
was a white stiffly starched cap, and from beneath his clean spotless spats 
appeared the bright tops of his modish, brilliantly polished boots. 

Our baker asked him, respectfully, to shut the door. He did so, quite 
deliberately, and began asking us questions about our master. We outdid 
each other in telling him that our master was a blood-sucker, a slave-driver, 
a malefactor, and a tormentor; everything in short that we could and felt 
bound to say about our master, but it is impossible to write it down here. 
The soldier listened, twirled his moustache, and regarded us with a gentle, 
radiant look, 

“And I suppose now youVe a lot of little wenches about here?” he sud- 
denly said. 

Some of us laughed respectfully, others made languishing grimaces; one 
of us made it quite clear to the soldier that there were wenches here — a 
round dozen of them, , ; , 

“Do you amuse yourselves?” asked the soldier, blinking his eyes. 
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Again we laughed, not very loudly, and with some coiifiision of face. . . . 
Many of us would have liked to show the soldier that they were as dashing 
fellows as himself, but none dared to do so; no, not one. One of us indeed 
hinted as much by murmuring: “Situated as we are ...” 

“Yes, of course, it would be hard for you!” observed the soldier confi- 
dentially, continuing to stare at us. “You ought to be — well, not what you 
are. You’re down on your luck— there’s a way of holding one’s self— there’s 
the look of the thing— you know what I mean! And women, you know, 
like a man with style about him. He must be a fine figure of a man— 
everything neat and natty, you know. And then, too, a woman respects 
strength. Now what do you think of that for an arm, eh.?” 

The soldier drew his right arm from his pocket, with the shirt-sleeve 
stripped back, bare to the elbow, and showed it to ns. It was a strong, white 
arm, bristling with shiny, gold-like hair. 

“Legs and breast the same— plenty of grit there, eh.? And then, too, a 
man must be stylishly dressed, and must have nice things. Now look at 
me— all the women love me! I neither call to them nor wink at them— 
they come falling on my neck by the dozen.” 

He sat down on a flour-basket and discoursed to us for a long time about 
how the women loved him, and how valiantly he comported himself with 
them. After he had gone, and when the creaking door had closed behind 
him, we were silent for a long time, thinking of him and of his yarns. And 
after a bit we suddenly all fell a-talking at once, and agreed unanimously 
that he was a very pleasant fellow. He was so straightforward and jolly — 
he came and sat down and talked to us just as if he were one of us. No one 
had ever come and talked to us in such a friendly way before. And we 
talked of him and of his future successes with the factory girls at the gold- 
embroiderer’s, who, whenever they met us in the yard, either curled their 
lips contemptuously, or gave us a wide berth, or walked straight up to us as 
if we were not in their path at all. And as for us, we only feasted our eyes 
upon them when we met them in the yard, or when they passed by our 
window, dressed in winter in peculiar little fur caps and fur pelisses, and 
in summer in hats covered with flowers, and with sunshades of various 
colours in their hands. But, on the other hand, among ourselves, we talked 
of these girls in such a way that, had they heard it, they would have gone 
mad with rage and shame. ... 

“But how about little Tanya — ^I hope he won’t spoil her!” said our chief 
baker suddenly with a gloomy voice. 

We were all silent, so greatly had these words impressed us. We had 
almost forgotten about Tanya: the soldier had shut her out from us, as it 
were, with his fine burly figure. Presently a noisy dispute began. Some said 
that Tanya would not demean herself by any such thing; others maintained 
that she would be unable to stand against the soldier; finally, a third party 
proposed that if the soldier showed any inclination to attach himself to 
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Tanya, we should break his ribs. And, at last, we all resolved to keep a 
watch upon the soldier and Tanya, and warn the girl to beware of him. 
. . . And so the dispute came to an end. 

A month passed by. The soldier baked his fancy-rolls, walked out with 
the factory girls, and frequently paid us a visit in our workshop, but of his 
victories over the wenches he said never a word, but only twirled his mous- 
taches and noisily smacked his lips. 

Tanya came to us every morning for her "little biscuits,” and was always 
merry, gentle and friendly with us. We tried to talk to her about the 
soldier — she called him “the goggle-eyed bull-calf,” and other ridiculous 
names, and that reassured us. We were proud of our little girl when we saw 
how the factory girls clung to the soldier. Tanya’s dignified attitude 
towards him seemed to raise the whole lot of us, and we, as the directors 
of her conduct, even began to treat the soldier himself contemptuously. 
But her we loved more than ever, her we encountered each morning more 
and more joyfully and good-humouredly. 

But one day the soldier came to us a little the worse for liquor, he sat him 
down, began laughing, and when we asked him what he was laughing 
about, he explained ; 

""Two of the wenches have been quarrelling about me, Liddy and Gerty,” 
said he. ""How they did blackguard each other! Ha, ha, ha! They caught 
each other by the hair, and were down on the floor in a twinkling, one on 
the top of the other; ha, ha, ha! And they tore and scratched like anything, 
and I was nearly bursting with laughter. Why can’t women fight fair.? Why 
do they always scratch, eh?” 

He was sitting on the bench; there he sat so healthy, clean, and light- 
hearted, and roared with laughter. We were silent. Somehow, or other, he 
was disagreeable to us at that moment. 

""No, I can’t make it out. What luck I do have with women, it is 
ridiculous. I’ve but to wink, and — she is ready. The d-deuce is in it.” 

His white arms, covered with shining gold down, rose in the air and fell 
down again on his knees with a loud bang. And he regarded us with such a 
friendly look of amazement, just as if he himself were frankly puzzled by 
the felicity of his dealings with women. His plump, ruddy face regularly 
shone with happiness and self-complacency, and he kept on noisily smack- 
ing his lips. 

Our chief baker scraped his shovel along the hearth violently and angrily, 
and suddenly remarked, with a sneer: 

""It is no great feat of strength to fell little fir trees, but to fell a full- 
grown pine is a very different matter. .. . 

‘"Is that meant for me, now.?” queried the soldier. 

""It is meant for you.” . 
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‘What do you mean?” 

“Nothing. . . . Never mind.” 

“Nay, stop a bit! What’s your little game? What pine tree do you mean?” 

Our master-baker didn’t answer, he was busily working with his shovel 
at the stove, shovelled out the well-baked biscuits, sifted those that were 
ready, and flung them boisterously on to the floor to the lads who were 
arranging them in rows on the bast wrappings. He seemed to have for- 
gotten the soldier and his talk with him. But the soldier suddenly became 
uneasy. He rose to bis feet and approached the stove, running the risk of a 
blow in the chest from the handle of the shovel which was whirling con- 
vulsively in the air. 

“Come, speak — what she did you mean? You have insulted me. Not a 
single she shall ever get the better of me, n-no— I say. And then, too, you 
used such offensive words to me. ...” 

He really seemed to be seriously offended. No doubt he had but a poor 
opinion of himself except on this one point: his ability to win women. 
Possibly, except this one quality, there was nothing really vital in the man 
at all, and only this single quality allowed him to feel himself a living man. 

There are people who look upon some disease, either of the body or of 
the soul, as the best and most precious thing in life. They nurse it all their 
lives, and only in it do they live at all. Though they suffer by it, yet they 
live upon it. They complain of it to other people, and by means of it attract 
to themselves the attention of their neighbours. They use it as a means of 
obtaining sympathy, and without it— they are nothing at all. Take away 
from them this disease, cure them, and they will be unhappy because they 
are deprived of the only means of living— there they stand empty. Some- 
times the life of a man is poor to such a degree that he is involuntarily 
obliged to put a high value on some vice, and live thereby; indeed, we may 
say straight out that very often people become vicious from sheer ennui. 

The soldier was offended, rushed upon our master-baker, and bellowed: 
“Come, I say — speak out! Who was it?” 

“Speak out, eh?” and the master-baker suddenly turned round upon him. 

“Yes! Well?” 

“Do you know Tanya?” 

“Welirh,' 

“Well, there you are! — try herl” 

“I?” 

“You.” 

“Pooh! That’s nothing.” 

“Let us see!” 

“You shall see. Ha-ha-ha!” 

“She look at you!” 

“Give me a month!” , . . 

“What a braggart you are, soldier!” , ; 
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'‘A fortnight! Fll show you. Who’s she? Little Tanya! Pooh!” 

*‘Aiid now be off !— you’re in the way.” 

‘'A fortnight, I say— -and the thing’s done. Poor you, I say!” 

"Be off, I say.” ; 

Gur baker suddenly grew savage, and flourished his shovel. The soldier 
backed away from him in astonishment, and observed us in silence. 
"Good!” he said at last with ominous calmness — and departed. 

During the dispute we all remained silent, we were too deeply interested 
in it to speak. But when the soldier departed, there arose from among us a 
loud and lively babble of voices. 

Someone shrieked at the baker: "A pretty business you’ve set a-going, 
Paul!” ' 

"Go on working, d’ye hear?” replied the master-baker fiercely. 

We felt that the soldier would make the assault, and that Tanya was in 
danger. We felt this, and yet at the same time we were all seized by a 
burning curiosity that was not unpleasant— what would happen? Would 
Tanya stand firm against the soldier? And almost all of us cried, full of 
confidence : 

"Little Tanya? She’ll stand firm enough!” 

We had all of us a frightful longing to put the fortitude of our little idol 
to the test. We excitedly proved to each other that our little idol was a 
strong little idol, and would emerge victorious from this encounter. It 
seemed to us, at last, that we had not egged on our soldier enough, that 
he was forgetting the contest, and that we ought to spur his vanity just a 
little bit. From that day forth we began to live a peculiar life, at high 
nervous tension, such as we had never lived before. We quarrelled with 
each other for days together, just as if we had all grown wiser, and were 
able to talk more and better. It seemed to us as if we were playing a sort of 
game with the devil, and the stake on our part was — Tanya. And when we 
heard from the fancy-bread-bakers that the soldier had begun "to run after 
our little Tanya,” it was painfully well with us, and so curious were we to 
live it out, that we did not even observe that our master, taking advantage 
of our excitement, had added 14 poods^ of paste to our daily task. We 
practically never left off working at all. The name of Tanya never left our 
tongues all day. And every morning we awaited her with a peculiar sort of 
impatience. 

Nevertheless we said not a word to her of the contest actually proceed- 
ing. We put no questions to her, and were kind and affectionate to her as 
before. Yet in our treatment of her there had already crept in something 
new and strangely different to our former feeling for Tanya— and this new 
thing was a keen curiosity, keen; and cold as a steel knife. 

My friends, the time’s up to-day,” said the master-baker one morning as 
he set about beginning his y^ork. 
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We knew that well enough without any reminder from him, but we 
trembled all the same. 

“Look at her well, she’ll be here immediately,” continued the baker. 

Someone exclaimed compassionately: 

“As if eyes could see anything!” 

And again a lively, stormy debate arose among us. To-day we were to 
know at last how clean and inviolable was the vessel in which we had 
placed our best. That morning, all at once and as if for the first time, we 
began to feel that we were really playing a great game, and that this test 
of the purity of our divinity might annihilate it altogether so far as we were 
concerned. We had all heard during the last few days that the soldier was 
obstinately and persistently persecuting Tanya, yet how was it that none 
of us asked her what her relations with him were? And she used to come 
to us regularly, every morning, for her little biscuits, and was the same as 
ever. ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

And this day also we very soon heard her voice. 

“Little prisoners, I have come. . . 

We crowded forward to meet her, and when she came in, contrary to our 
usual custom, we met her in silence. Looking at her with all our eyes, we 
knew not what to say to her, what to ask her. We stood before her a 
gloomy, silent crowd. She was visibly surprised at this unusual reception 
— and all at once we saw her grow pale, uneasy, fidget in her place, and 
inquire in a subdued voice : 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“And how about yourself?” the master-baker sullenly said, never taking 
his eyes off her. 

“Myself? What do you mean?” 

“Oh, nothing, nothing.” 

“Come, give me the biscuits! — quick!” 

Never before had she been so sharp with us. 

“You’re in a hurry,” said the baker, not moving and never taking his eyes 
from her face. 

Then she suddenly turned round and disappeared through the door. 

The baker caught up his shovel and, turning towards the stove, remarked 
quietly : 

“It means — she’s all ready for him. Ah, that soldier . , . the scoundrel . . . 
the skunk!” 

We, like a flock of sheep, rubbing shoulders with each other, went to our 
table, sat down in silence, and wearily began to work. Presently, someone 
said: “Yet it is possible . , . ?” 

“Well, well, what’s the good of talking?” screeched the baker. 

We all knew that he was a wise man, far wiser than we. And we under- 
stood his exclamation as a conviction of the victory of the soldier. . . . We 
felt miserable and uneasy. 
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At twelve o’clock — dinner-time—the soldier arrived. He was, as usual, 
spruce and genteel and— as he always did— looked us straight in the eyes. 
But we found it awkward to look at 

“Well, my worthy gentlemen, if you like, 111 show you a bit of martial 
prowess,” said he, laughing proudly. “Just you come out into the outhouse 
and look through the crevices — do you understand?” 

Out we went, elbowing each other on the way, and glued our faces to the 
crevices in the boarded-up wall of the outhouse looking upon the court- 
yard. We had not long to wait. Very soon, at a rapid pace, and with a face 
full of anxiety, Tanya came tearing through the yard, springing over the 
puddles of stale snow and mud. Shortly afterwards, in not the least hurry 
and whistling as he went, appeared the soldier, making his way in the 
same direction as Tanya, evidently they had arranged a rendezvous. His 
arms were thrust deep down in his pockets, and his moustaches were 
moving up and down. . . , He also disappeared. . . . Then the rain came 
and we watched the raindrops falling into the puddles, and the puddles 
wrinkle beneath their impact. The day was damp and grey— a very weary- 
ing day. Snow still lay upon the roofs, and on the earth dark patches of 
mud were already appearing. And the snow on the roofs also got covered 
with dirty dark-brown smuts. The rain descended slowly with a melancholy 
sound. V/e found it cold and unpleasant to stand waiting there, but we 
were furious with Tanya for having deserted us, her worshippers, for the 
sake of a common soldier, and we waited for her with the grim delight of 
executioners. 

After a while — ^we saw Tanya returning. Her eyes — yes, her eyes, actually 
sparkled with joy and happiness, and her lips— were smiling. And she was 
walking as if in a dream, rocking a little to and fro, with uncertain foot- 
steps. . , . 

We could not endure this calmly. The whole lot of us suddenly burst 
through the door, rushed into the yard, and hissed and yelled at her with 
evil, bestial violence. 

On perceiving us she trembled— and stood as if rooted in the mud 
beneath her feet. We surrounded her and, maliciously, without any cir- 
cumlocution, we reviled her to our hearts’ content, and called her the most 
shameful things. 

. We did not raise our voices, we took our time about it. We saw that she 
had nowhere to go, that she was in the midst of us, and we might vent our 
rage upon her as much as we liked, I don’t know why, but we did not beat 
her. She stood in the midst of us, and. kept turning her head now hither, 
now thither, as she listened to our insults. And we — bespattered her, more 
and more violently, with the mud and the venom of our words. 

The colour quitted her face, her blue eyes, a minute before so radiant 
with happiness, opened widely,- .her bosom heaved heavily, and her lips 
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And we, surrounding her, revenged ourselves upon her, for she had 
robbed us. She had belonged to us, we had expended our best upon her, and 
although that best was but a beggar’s crumb, yet we were six-aod-twenty 
and she was but one, therefore we could not devise torments worthy of her 
fault. How we did abuse her! She was silent all along — all along she looked 
at us with the wild eyes of a hunted beast, she was all of a tremble. 

We ridiculed, we reviled, we baited her. . . . Other people came running 
up to US. . . . One of us pulled Tanya by the sleeve. 

Suddenly her eyes gleamed, she leisurely raised her hands to her head 
and, tidying her hair, looked straight into our faces, and ejaculated loudly 
but calmly: 

“Ugh! you miserable gaokbirdsl” 

And she walked straight up to us, unhesitatingly as if we were not stand- 
ing there in front of her at all, as if we were not obstructing her way. And 
for that very reason not one of us was actually standing in her way when 
she came up to us. 

And as she passed by, without so much as turning her face towards us, 
sheaddedasloudlyandashaughtily: 

“Oh you riff-raff 1 you . . . youfilthl” 

And — away she went, erect, beautiful, haughty. 

We remained standing in the yard, in the midst of the mud, beneath the 
pouring rain and the grey, sunless sky. 

Presently we returned in silence to our grey, stony dungeon. As before, 
the sun never looked through our window to us, and~Tanya did not come 
■again. ' 

SUNSTROKE 

Ivan Bunin 

(1870- ) 

TRANSLATED BY HELEN MATHESON 


Leaving the hot, brightly lighted dining saloon after dinner, they went on 

deck and stood near the rail. She closed her eyes, leant her cheek on the 
back of her hand, and laughed — a dear, charming laugh — evei'ything about 
this little woman was charming. 

“I am quite drunk,” she said. “In fact I have gone mad. Where did you 
come from.? Three hours ago I did^not know of your existence, I don’t 
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even know where you got on the boat. Was it Samara ? But it doesn’t matter , 
you’re a dear. Am I dizzy, or is the boat really turning round ? ” 

In front of them lay darkness and the light of lamps. A soft wind blew 
strongly against their faces and carried ,the light to one side. With the 
smartness characteristic of the Volga boats, the steamer was making a wide 
curve towards the small wharf. 

The lieutenant took her hand and raised it to his lips. The firm little 
fragrant hand was tanned. His heart became faint with fear and ecstasy as 
he thought how strong and bronzed must be the body under the light 
linen dress after having basked in the Southern sun on the hot beach for a 
whole month. (She had told him that she was on her way from Anapi.) 

‘'Let’s get off,” he murmured. 

"Where.f^” she asked in surprise. 

"At this wharf.” 

"What for.?” 

He was silent. She raised her hand to her hot cheek again. 

"You are mad.” 

"Let’s get off,” he repeated stubbornly. "I implore you- — ’V 

"Oh, do as you like,” she said, turning from him. 

With its final impetus, the steamer bumped gently against the dimly lit 
wharf, and they nearly „fell over each other. The end of a rope flew over 
their heads, the boat heaved back, there was a foam of churning waters, 
the gangways clattered. The lieutenant rushed away to collect their things. 

A moment later they passed through the sleepy ticket office into the 
ankle-deep sand of the road, and silently got into a dusty open cab. The 
soft, sandy road sloping gradually uphill, lit by crooked lamp-posts at long 
intervals on either side, seemed unending, but they reached its top and 
clattered along a high-road until they came to a sort of square with 
municipal buildings and a watch-tower. It was all full of warmth and the 
smells peculiar to a hot night in a small provincial town. The cab drew up 
at a lighted portico, behind the door of which a steep old wooden stairway 
was visible, and an old unshaven waiter, in a pink shirt and black coat, 
reluctantly took their luggage, and led the way in his down-at-heel slippers. 
They entered a large room stuffy from the hot sun which had beaten on it 
all day, its white curtains drawn. On the toilet table were two unlit candles. 

The instant the door closed on the waiter, the lieutenant sprang towards 
her with such impetuosity, and they were carried away by a breathless kiss 
of such passion, that they remembered it for many, many years. Neither of 
them had ever before experienced anything like it. 

At ten o’clock next morning the little, nameless woman left. She never 
told him her name, and referred, to herself jokingly as "the fair stranger.” 
It was a hot, sunny morning. Church bells were ringing, and a market was 
in full svfing in the square in front of the hotel. There were scents of hay 
and tar and all the odours characteristic of a Russian provincial town. 
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They had not slept much, but when she emerged from behind the screen, 
where she had washed and dressed in five minutes, she was as fresh as a girl 
of seventeen. Was she embarrassed? Very little, if at all She was as simple 
and gay as before, and' — already rational. “No, no, dear,” she said in reply to 
his request that they should continue the journey together. “No, you must 
Wait for the next boat. If we go together, it will spoil it all. It would be very 
unpleasant for me. I give you my word of honour that I am not in the least 
what you may think I am. Nothing at all like this has ever happened to me 
before or will ever happen again. I seem to have been under a spell Or, 
rather, we both seem to have had something like sunstroke.” 

The lieutenant readily agreed with her. In a bright, happy mood he drove 
her to the wharf-just before the pink steamer of the Samolet Line started. 
He kissed her openly on the deck, and had barely time to get ashore before 
the gangway was lowered. He returned to the hotel in the same care-free, 
easy mood. But something had changed. The room without her seemed 
quite different from what it had been with her. He was still full of her; he 
did not mind, but it was strange. The room still held the scent of her 
excellent English lavender water, her unfinished cup of tea still stood on 
the tray, but she was gone. . . . The lieutenant’s heart was suddenly filled 
with such a rush of tenderness that he hurriedly lit a cigarette and began 
to pace the room, switching his top-boots with his cane. 

“A strange adventure,” he said aloud, laughing and feeling tears well up 
in his eyes. “ ‘I give you my word of honour that I am not in the least what 
you think I am,’ and she’s gone. Absurd woman!” 

The screen had been moved — the bed had not been made. He felt that 
he had not the strength to look at that bed. He put the screen in front of 
it, closed the window to shut out the creaking of the wheels and the noisy 
chatter of the market, drew the white billowing curtains, and sat down on 
the sofa. Yes, the roadside adventure was over. She was gone, and now, far 
away, she was probably sitting in the windowed saloon, or on deck, gazing 
at the enormous river glittering in the sun, at the barges drifting down- 
stream, at the yellow shoals, at the shining horizon of sky and water, at the 
immeasurable sweep of the Volga. And it was good-bye for ever and ever. 
For where could they possibly meet again? “For,” he thought, “I can hardly 
appear on the scene without any excuse, in the town where she lives her 
everyday life with her husband, her three-year-old daughter and all her 
family.” 

The town seemed to him a special, a forbidden town. He was aggravated 
and stunned by the thought that she would live her lonely life there, often 
perhaps remembering him, recalling their brief encounter, that he would 
never see her again. No, it was impossible. It would be too mad, too un- 
natural, too fantastic. He suffered and was, overwhelmed by horror and 
despair in feeling that without her his whole life would be futile. “Damn it 
all!” he thought, as he got up andib^gan to .pace the room again, trying 
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not to look at the bed behind the screen. “What in the world’s the matter 

with me? It’s not the first time, is it? And yet -Was there anything very 

special about her, or did anything very special happen? It really is like sun- 
stroke. And how on earth am I to spend a whole day in this hole without 
"■.her?” 

He still remembered all of her, down to the minutest detail: her sun- 
burn, her linen frock, her strong body, her unaffected, bright, gay voice. 
... The sense of ecstatic joy which her feminine charm had given him was 
still extraordinarily strong, but now a second feeling rose uppermost in his 
mind— a new, strange, incomprehensible feeling, which had not been there 
while they had been together, and of which he would not, the day before, 
have believed himself capable when he had started what he had thought to 
be the amusement of a passing acquaintance. And now there was no one, 
no one, whom he could tell. “And the point is,” he thought, “that I never 
shall be able to tell anyone! And how am I to get through this endless day 
with these memories, this inexplicable agony, in this god-forsaken town on 
the banks of that same Volga along which the steamer is carrying her 
away?” He must do something to save himself, something to distract him, 
he must go somewhere. He put on his hat with an air of determination, 
took his stick and walked along the corridor with his spurs jingling, ran 
down the stairs and out on to the porch. But where should he go? A cab 
was drawn up in front of the hotel. A young, smartly-dressed driver sat on 
the box calmly smoking a cigar. He was obviously waiting for someone. 
The lieutenant stared at him, bewildered and astonished: How could any- 
one sit calmly on a box and smoke and in general be unmoved and in- 
different? “I suppose that in the whole town there is no one so miserably 
unhappy as I am,” he thought, as he went towards the market. 

It was already breaking up. For some unknown reason he found himself 
making his way over fresh droppings, among carts, loads of cucumbers, 
stacks of pots and pans, and women seated on the ground who outdid each 
other in their efforts to attract his attention. They lifted basins and tapped 
them that he might hear how sound they were, while the men deafened 
him with cries of “First-class cucumbers, your honour.” It was all so stupid, 
so ridiculous that he fled from the square. He went into the cathedral, 
where the choir was singing loudly, resolutely, as though conscious of fulfill- 
ing a duty; then he strolled aimlessly about a small, hot, unkempt garden 
on the edge of a cliff overhanging the silvery steel breadth of the river. 

The epaulettes and buttons of his linen uniform were unbearably hot to 
the touch. The inside of his hat was wet, his face was burning. He returned 
to the hotel and was delighted to get into the large, empty, cool dining- 
room, delighted to take off Lis hat and seat himself at a small table near 
the open window. The heat penetrated from outside, but it was airy. He 
ordered iced soup. , 

Everything was all right in this unknown town, happiness and joy 
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emanated from everything, from the heat and the market smells. Even this 
old provincial hotel seemed full of gladness, and yet his heart was being 
torn to pieces. He drank several glasses of vodka and ate a salted cucumber 
with parsley. He felt that he would unhesitatingly die to-morrow if, by 
some miracle, he could achieve her return and spend to-day, only this one 
day, with her, solely, solely in order that he might tell her and prove to her 
and convince her somehow of his agonising and exalted love for her. ''Why 
prove? Why convince?” He did not know why, but it was more essential 
than life. 

"My nerves have all gone to pieces,” he said, pouring out his fifth glass of 
vodka. He drank the entire contents of the small decanter, hoping to 
stupefy, to benumb himself, hoping to get rid: at last of this agonising and 
exalted feeling. But, instead, it increased. He pushed away the soup, ordered 
black coffee, and began to smoke and to think with intensity. What was he 
to do now, how was he to free himself from this sudden and unexpected 
love? To free himself — but he felt only too clearly that that was impossible. 
He rose abruptly, quickly, took his hat and his stick, asked the way to the 
post office and hurried off, the text of the telegram already composed in his 
mind: “Henceforth all my life, for all time till death, is yours, in your 
power.” But on reaching the thick-walled old building which housed the 
post and telegraph, he stopped in dismay. He knew the name of her town, 
he knew that she had a husband and a child of three, but he knew neither 
her first name nor her surname. Last night, while they were dining at the 
hotel, he had asked her several times, and each time she had answered with 
a laugh: “Why do you want to know who I am.M am Marie Marevna, the 
mysterious princess of the fairy story; or the fair stranger; isn’t that enough 
for you?” 

At the corner of the street, near the post office, was a photographer’s 
window. He stared for a long time at the portrait of an officer in braided 
epaulettes, with protruding eyes, a low forehead, unusually luxuriant 
whiskers, and a very broad chest entirely covered with orders. How mad, 
how ridiculous, how terrifyingly ordinary, everyday things appear when 
the heart is struck — yes, struc\, he understood it now, by the “sunstroke” 
of a love too great, a joy too immense. He looked at the picture of a bridal 
couple — a young man in a frock-coat and white tie, with closely-cropped 
hair, very erect, arm-in-arm with a girl in white tulle. His gaze wandered 
to a pretty piquant girl wearing a student’s cap on the back of her head. 

Then, filled with envy of all these unknown, people who were not suffer- 
ing, he stared fixedly down the street. “Where shall I go? What shall I do?” 
The difficult, unanswerable questions occupied both mind and soul. 

The street was completely empty. AU the houses were alike middle-class, 
two-storied white houses with large gardens, but they were lifeless; the 
pavement was covered with thick white dust; it was all blinding, all bathed 
in hot, flaming, joyful sun which now somehow seemed futile. In the dis- 



656 


TELLERS OF TALES 

tance the street rose, humped and ran into the clear, cloudless, grey-mauve 
horizon. There was something southern about it; it reminded one of 
Sebastopol, Kertch—Anapi. This was more than he could bear. With eyes 
half closed and head bowed from the light, staring intently at the pave- 
ment, staggering, stumbling, catching one spur in the other, the lieutenant 
retraced his steps. 

He returned to the hotel worn out with fatigue, as though he had done a 
long day’s march in Turkestan or the Sahara. With a final effort he got to 
his large empty room. It had been “done.” The last traces of her were gone 
except for one hairpin forgotten by her on the table. He took off his coat 
and looked at himself in the mirror. He saw reflected, skin bronzed and 
moustache bleached by the sun, the bluish whites of the eyes looking so 
much whiter on account of the tan, an ordinary enough officer’s face, but 
now wild and excited. And about the whole figure standing there in the 
thin white shirt and stiff collar was something pathetically young and ter- 
ribly unhappy. He lay down on the bed, on his back, resting his dusty 
boots on the footrail. The windows were open, the blinds were lowered. 
From time to time a slight wflnd billowed them out, letting in the heat, the 
smell of hot roofs and of all the radiant, but now empty, silent, deserted 
Volga country-side. He lay there, his hands under his head, and stared into 
space. In his mind he had a vague picture of the far-away south : sun and 
sea, Anapi. Then arose something fantastic, a town unlike any other town-^ 
the town in which she lived, which she had probably already reached. The 
thought of suicide stubbornly persisted. He closed his eyes and felt hot, 
smarting tears well up under his eyelids. Then at last he fell asleep, and 
when he woke he could see by the reddish-yellow light of the sun that it 
was evening. The wind had died down, the room was as hot and dry as an 
oven. Yesterday and this morning both seemed ten years ago. Unhurriedly 
he rose, unhurriedly he washed, drew up the blinds and rang for a samovar 
and his bill, and for a long time sat there drinking tea with lemon. Then he 
ordered a cab to be called and his things to be carried down. As he got into 
the cab with its faded red seat, he gave the waiter five roubles. “I believe I 
brought you here last night, your honour,” said the driver gaily as he 
gathered up the reins. 

By the time they reached the wharf, the Volga was roofed by the blue 
of the summer night. Multitudes of many-tinted lights were dotted along 
the river, and bright lamps shone from the masts of the ships. 

“I got you here in the nick of time,” said the cabdriver ingratiatingly. 

The lieutenant gave five roubles to him also, took his ticket and went to 
the landing-place. Just as it had dpne yesterday, the boat bumped gently as 
it touched the wharf, there , was the same slight dizziness from the un- 
steadiness, underfoot, the end of: a rope was thrown, there was a sound of 
foaming and rushing water under the paddles as the steamer backed 
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The brightly lighted, crowded steamer, smelling of food, seemed un- 
usually friendly and agreeable, and in a few minutes it was speeding 
forward up the river, whither in the morning she had been carried. 

The last glimmer of summer twilight gradually faded on the far horizon; 
capriciously, lazily reflecting their varied hues in the river, making here 
and there bright patches on the rippling surface under the dim dome of 
blue, the gleaming lights everywhere sprinkled in the darkness seemed to 
be swimming, swimming back. 

Under an awning on deck sat the lieutenant. He felt older by ten years. 

Alpes Maritimes, 1925. 


CAPTAIN RIBNIKOV 

Alexander Kuprin 

(1870-1938) 

TRANSLATED BY S. S. KOTELIANSKY AND J. MIDDLETON MURRY 


C3 N THE VERY DAY whcii the aw£ul disaster to the Russian fleet at Tsushima 
was nearing its end, and the first vague and alarming reports of that bloody 
triumph of the Japanese were being circulated over Europe, Stafl-Captain 
Ribnikov, who lived in an obscure alley in the Pieski quarter, received the 
following telegram from Ix^iutski Send lists immediately watch patient pay 
debts. 

Staff-Captain Ribnikov immediately informed his landlady that he was 
called away from Petersburg on business for a day or two, and told her not 
to worry about his absence. Then he dressed himself, left the house, and 
never returned to it again. 

Only five days had passed when the landlady was summoned to the police 
station to give evidence about her missing lodger. She was a tall woman of 
forty-five, the honest widow of an ecclesiastical official, and in a simple and 
straightforward manner she told all that she knew of him. Her lodger was 
a quiet, poor, simple man, a moderate eater, and polite. He neither drank 
nor smoked, rarely went out of the house, and had no visitors. She could 
say nothing more, in spite of all her respectful terror of the inspector of 
gendarmerie, who moved his luxurious moustaches in a terrifying way and 
had a fine stock of abuse on hand. , . , : 

During this five days' interval Staff^Cap tain Ribnikov ran or drove over 



658 


TELLERS OF TALES 

the whole of Petersburg. Everywhere, in the streets, restaurants, theatres, 
tramcars, the railway stations, this dark lame little officer appeared. He was 
strangely talkative, untidy, not particularly sober, dressed in an infantry 
uniform, with an alhover red collar — a perfect type of the rat attached to 
military hospitals, or the commissariat, or the War Office, He also appeared 
more than once at the Staff Office, the Committee for the Care of the 
Wounded, at police stations, at the office of the Military Governor, at the 
Cossack headquarters, and at dozens of other offices, irritating the officials 
by his senseless grumbling and complaints, by his abject begging, his typical 
infantry rudeness, and his noisy patriotism. Already every one knew by 
heart that he had served in the Army Transport, had been wounded in the 
head at Liao-Yang, and touched in the leg in the retreat from Mukden. 
‘Why the devil hasn’t he received a gratuity before now! Why haven’t they 
given him his daily money and his travelling expenses! And his last two 
months pay! He is absolutely ready to give his last drop of blood— damn it 
all — for the Czar, the throne, and die country, and he will return to the Far 
East the moment his leg has healed. But the cursed leg won’t heal — a hun- 
dred devils take it. Imagine only — ^gangrene! Look yourself ’ and he put 

his wounded leg on a chair, and was already eagerly pulling up his trouser; 
but he v/as stopped every time by a squeamish and compassionate shyness. 
His bustling and nervous familiarity, his startled, frightened look, which 
bordered strangely on impertinence, his stupidity, his persistent and frivo- 
lous curiosity taxed to the utmost the patience of men occupied in im 
portant and terribly responsible scribbling. 

In vain it was explained to him in the kindest possible way that he had 
come to the wrong place; that he ought to apply at such and such a place; 
that he must produce certain papers; that they will let him know the result. 
He understood nothing, absolutely nothing. But it was impossible to be very 
angry with him; he was so helpless, so easily scared and simple, and if any 
one lost patience and interrupted him, he only smiled and showed his gums 
with a foolish look, bowed hastily again and again, and rubbed his hands 
in confusion. Or he would suddenly say in a hoarse ingratiating tone : 

‘Couldn’t you give me one small smoke.? Fm dying to smoke. And I 
haven’t a cent to buy them. “Blessed are the poor. , . . Poverty’s no crime,” 
as they say — but sheer indecency.’ 

With that he disarmed the most disagreeable and dour officials. He was 
given a cigarette, and allowed to sit by the extreme corner of the table. Un- 
willingly, and of course in an off-hand way, they would answer his im- 
portunate questions about what was happening at the war. But there was 
something very affecting .and childishly sincere in the sickly curiosity with 
which this unfortunate, grubby, impoverished wounded officer of the line 
followed the war. Quite ' simply, out of mere humanity, they wanted to 
reassure, to inform, and encourage him; and therefore they spoke to him 
more frankly than to the rest. ; , 
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His interest in everything which concerned Russo-Japanese events was 
so deep that while they were making some complicated inquiry for him he 
would wander from room to room, and table to table, and the moment he 
caught a couple of words about the war he would approach and listen with 
his habitual strained and silly smile. 

When he finally went away, as well as a sense of relief he would leave a 
vague, heavy and disquieting regret behind him. Often well-groomed, 
dandified staff-officers referred to him with dignified acerbity : 

‘And that’s a Russian officer! Look at that type. Well, it’s pretty plain why 
we’re losing battle after battle. Stupid, dull, without the least sense of his 
own dignity — ^poor old Russia!’ 

During these busy days Captain Ribnikov took a room in a dirty little 
hotel near the railway station. 

Though he had with him a Reserve officer’s proper passport, for some 
reason he found it necessary to declare that his papers were at present in the 
Military Governor’s office. Into the hotel he took his things, a hold-all con- 
taining a rug and pillow, a travelling bag, and a cheap, new box, with some 
underclothing and a complete outfit of mufti. 

Subsequently, the servants gave evidence that he used to come to the 
hotel late and as if a little the worse for drink, but always regularly gave 
the door porter twopence for a tip. He never used to sleep more than three 
or four hours, sometimes without undressing. He used to get up early and 
pace the room for hours. In the afternoon he would go off. 

From time to time he sent telegrams to Irkutsk from various post offices, 
and all the telegrams expressed a deep concern for some one wounded and 
seriously ill, probably a person very dear to the captain’s heart. 

It was with this same curious busy, uncouth man that Vladimir Ivanovich 
Schavinsky, a journalist on a large Petersburg paper, once met. 

■ ■■ ■ II ■, •, 

Just before he went off to the races, Schavinsky dropped into the dingy 
little restaurant called ‘The Glory of Petrograd,’ where the reporters used 
to gather at two in the afternoon to exchange thoughts and information. 
The company was rough and ready, gay, cynical, omniscient, and hungry 
enough; and Schavinsky, who was to some degree an aristocrat of the news- 
paper world, naturally did not belong to it. His bright and amusing Sunday 
articles, which were not too deep, had a considerable success with the public. 
He made a great deal of money, dressed well, and had plenty of friends. 
But he was welcome at ‘The Glory of Petrograd’ as well, on account of his 
free sharp tongue and the affable generosity with which he lent his fellow- 
writers half-sovereigns. On this day the reporters had promised to procure 
a race-card for him, with mysterious annotations from the stable, „ 
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Vassily, the porter, took off Schavinsky’s overcoat, with a friendly and 
respectful smile. . - 

If you please, Vladimir Ivanovich, company’s all there. In the big saloon, 
where Prokhov waits.’ 

And Prokhov, stout, close-cropped, and red-moustached, also gave him 
a kindly and familiar smile, as usual not looking straight into the eyes of a 
respectable customer, but over his head. 

‘A long time since you’ve honoured us, Vladimir Ivanovich! This way, 
please. Everybody’s here.’ 

As usual his fellow-writers sat round the long table hurriedly dipping their 
pens in the single inkpot and scribbling quickly on long slips of paper. At 
the same time, without interrupting their labours, they managed to swallow 
pies, fried sausages and mashed potatoes, vodka and beer, to smoke and ex- 
change the latest news of the town and newspaper gossip that cannot be 
printed. Some one was sleeping like a log on the sofa with his face in a 
handkerchief. The air in the saloon was blue, thick and streaked with to- 
bacco smoke. 

As he greeted the reporters, Schavinsky noticed the captain, in his ordi- 
nary army uniform, among them. He was sitting with his legs apart, resting 
his hands and chin upon the hilt of a large sword. Schavinsky was not sur- 
prised at seeing him, as he had learned not to be surprised at anything in 
the reporting world. He had often seen lost for weeks in that reckless noisy 
company, — landowners from the provinces, jewellers, musicians, dancing- 
masters, actors, circus proprietors, fishmongers, cafAchantant managers, 
gamblers from the clubs, and other members of the most unexpected pro- 
fessions. 

When the officer’s turn came, he rose, straightened his shoulders, stuck 
out his elbows, and introduced himself in the proper hoarse, drink-sodden 
voice of an officer of the line : 

‘H’m! . . , Captain Ribnikov. . . . Pleased to meet you. . . . You’re a 
writer too ? . . . Delighted. ... I respect the writing fraternity. The press 
is the sixth great power. Eh, what.^^’ 

With that he grinned, clicked his heels together, shook Schavinsky’s hand 
violently, bowing all the while in a particularly funny way, bending and 
straightening his body quickly. 

Where have I seen him before.?’ the uneasy thought flashed across 
Schavinsky’s mind. ‘He’s wonderfully like some one. Who can it be.?’ 

Here in the saloon were all the celebrities of the Petersburg reporting 
world. The Three Musketeers— -Kodlufatzov, Riazhkin, and Popov— were 
never seen except in company. Even their names were so. easily pronounced 
together that they made an iambic tetrameter. This did not prevent them 
from eternally quarrelling, and from inventing stories of incredible extor- 
tion, criminal forgery, slander, and blackmail about each other. There was 
present also Sergey Koiidrashov, whose unrestrained voluptuousness had 
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gained him the name of ‘A Pathological Case, not a man’. There was also a 
man whose name had been effaced by time, like one side of a worn coin, 
to whom remained only the general nickname 'Matanya/ by which all 
Petersburg knew him. Concerning the dour-Iooking Svischov, who wrote 
paragraphs In the police courts,’ they said jokingly: ‘Svischov is an awful 
blackmailer—never takes less than three roubles.’ The man asleep on the 
sofa was the long-haired poet Piestrukhin, who supported his fragile, 
drunken existence by writing lyrics in honour of the imperial birthdays and 
the twelve Church holidays. There were others besides of no less celebrity, 
experts in municipal affairs, fires, inquests, in the opening and closing of 
public gardens. 

Said lanky, shock-headed, pimply Matanya: ‘They’ll bring you the card 
immediately, Vladimir Ivanovich. Meanwhile, I commend our brave captain 
to your attention. He has just returned from the Far East, where, I may say, 
he made mince-meat of the yellow-faced, squinting, wily enemy. . . . Now, 
General, fire away!’ 

The officer cleared his throat and spat sideways on the floor. 

‘Swine!’ thought Schavinsky, frowning. 

‘My dear chap, the Russian soldier’s not to be sneezed at!’ Ribnikov 
bawled hoarsely, rattling his sword. ‘ '‘Epic heroes!” as the immortal Suvorov 
said. Eh, what? In a word, . . . but I tell you frankly, our commanders in 
the East are absolutely worthless! You know the proverb: “Like master, 
like man.” Eh, what? They thieve, play cards, have mistresses . . . and 
every one knows, where the devil can’t manage himself he sends a woman.’ 

‘You were talking about plans, General,’ Matanya reminded him. 

‘Ah! Plans! Merci! . . . My head* ... I’ve been on the booze all day.’ 
Ribnikov threw a quick, sharp glance at Schavinsky. ‘Yes, I was just saying. 

. . . They ordered a certain colonel of the general staff to make a recon- 
naissance, and he takes with him a squadron of Cossacks — dare-devils. Hell 
take ’em! . . . Eh, what? He sets off with an interpreter. Arrives at a vil- 
lage, “What’s the name?” The interpreter says nothing. “At him, boys!” 
The Cossacks instantly use their whips. The interpreter says: “Butundu!” 
And “Butundu” is Chinese for “I don’t understand.” Ha-ha! He’s opened 
his mouth — the son of a bitch! The colonel writes down “village, Butundu.” 
They go further to another village. “What’s the name?” “Butundu.” “What! 
Butundu again?” “Butundu.” Again the colonel enters it “village, Butundu.” 
So he entered ten villages under the name of “Butundu,” and turned into 
one of Tchekhov’s types — “Though you are Ivanov the seventh,” says he, 
“you’re a fool all the same.” ’ 

‘Oh, you know Tchekhov?’ asked Schavinsky. 

‘Who? Tchekhov? Old Anton? You bet— damn him. . . . We’re friends 
— we’re often drunk together., . . . “Though you are the seventh,” says he, 
“you’re a fool all the same.” ’ ■ . . . , 

‘Did you meet him in the East?’ asked Schavinsky quickly*. \ ' 
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'Yes^ exactly, in. the East, Tchekhov and I, old man. , ‘Thoiagh you 
are the seventh- — — 

While he spoke Schavinsk^ observed him closely. Everything in him 
agreed with the conventional army type: his voice, manner, shabby uni- 
form, his coarse and threadbare speech. Schavinsky had had the chance of 
observing hundreds of such debauched captains. They had the same grin, 
the same ‘Hell take ’em’, twisted their moustaches to the left and right 
with the same bravado; they hunched their shoulders, stuck out their el- 
bows, rested picturesquely on their sword and clanked imaginary spurs. 
But there was something individual about him as well, something different, 
as it were locked away, v/hich Schavinsky had never seen, neither could he 
define it — some intense, inner, nervous force. The impression he had was 
this: Schavinsky would not have been at all surprised if this croaking and 
drunken soldier of fortune had suddenly begun to talk of subtle and in- 
tellectual matters, with ease and illumination, elegantly; neither would he 
have been surprised at some mad, sudden, frenzied, even bloody prank on 
the captain’s part. 

What struck Schavinsky chiefly in the captain^s looks was the different 
impressions he made full face and in profile. Side face, he was a common 
Russian, faintly Kalmuck, with a small, protruding forehead under a pointed 
skull, a formless Russian nose, shaped like a plum, thin stiff black mous- 
tache and sparse beard, the grizzled hair cropped close, with a complexion 
burnt to a dark yellow by the sun. . . . But when he turned full face 
Schavinsky was immediately reminded of some one. There was something 
extraordinarily familiar about him, but this ‘something’ was impossible to 
grasp. He felt it in those narrow coffee-coloured bright eagle eyes, slit side- 
ways; in the alarming curve of the black eyebrows, which sprang upwards 
from the bridge of the nose; in the healthy dryness of the skin strained over 
the huge cheekbones; and, above all, in the general expression of the face — 
malicious, sneering, intelligent, perhaps even haughty, but not human, like 
a wild beast rather, or, more truly, a face belonging to a creature of another 
planet. 

‘It’s as if I’d seen him in a dream!’ the thought flashed through Schavin- 
sky ’s brain. While he looked at the face attentively he unconsciously screwed 
up his eyes, and bent his head sideways. 

Ribnikov immediately turned round to him and began to giggle loudly 
and nervously. 

‘Why are you admiring me, Mr. Author? Interested? I!’ He raised his 
voice and thumped his chest with a curious pride. ‘I am Captain Ribnikov. 
Rib-ni-kov! An orthodox Russian warrior who slaughters the enemy, with- 
out number. That’s a Russian soldier’s song. Eh, what?’ 

Kodlubtzov, running his pen over the paper, said carelessly, without look- 
ing at Ribnikov, ‘And without number, surrenders.’ 

Ribnikov threw a quick glance at Kodlubtzov, and Schavinsky noticed 
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that strange yellow green fire^ flashed in his little brown eyes. But this 
lasted only an instant. The captain giggled, shrugged, and noisily smacked 
his thighs. 

'You can’t do anything; it’s the will of the Lord. As the fable says, Set a 
thief to catch a thief. Eh, what?’ 

He suddenly turned to Schavinsky, tapped him lightly on the knee, and 
with his lips uttered a hopeless sound: 'Phwit! We do everything on the 
off-chance — higgledy-piggledy— anyhow! We can’t adapt ourselves to the 
terrain; the shells never fit the guns; men in the firing line get nothing to 
eat for four days. And the Japanese — damn them— work like machines. 
Yellow monkeys— and civilisation is on their side. Damn them! Eh, what?’ 

'So you think they may win?’ Schavinsky asked. 

Again Ribnikov’s lips twitched. Schavinsky had already managed to notice 
this habit of his. All through the conversation, especially when the captain 
asked a question and guardedly waited the answer, or nervously turned to 
face a fixed glance from some one, his lips would twitch suddenly, first oh 
one side then on the other, and he would make strange grimaces, like con- 
vulsive malignant smiles. At the same time he would hastily lick his dry, 
cracked lips with the tip of his tongue — thin bluish lips like a monkey’s or 
agoat’s. 

'Who knows?’ said the captain. 'God only. . . . You can’t set foot on your 
own doorstep without God’s help, as the proverb goes. Eh, what? The cam- 
paign isn’t over yet. Everything’s still to come. The Russian’s used to victory. 
Remember Poltava and the unforgettable Suvorov. ... And Sebastopol! 

. . . And how we cleared out Napoleon, the greatest captain in the world, 
in 1812. Great is the God of Russia. What.?’ 

As he began to talk the corners of his lips twitched into strange smiles, 
malignant, sneering, inhuman, and an ominous yellow gleam played in his 
eyes, beneath the black frowning eyebrows. 

At that moment they brought Schavinsky coffee. 

'Wouldn’t you like a glass of cognac?’ he asked the captain. 

Ribnikov again tapped him lightly on the knee. 'No thanks, old man. I’ve 
drunk a frightful lot to-day, damn it. My noddle’s fairly splitting. Damn it 
all, I’ve been pegging since the early morning. “Russia’s joy’s in the bottle!” 
Eh, what?’ he cried suddenly, with an air of bravado and an unexpectedly 
drunken note in his voice. 

'He’s shamming,’ Schavinsky instantly thought. But for some reason he 
did not want to leave off, and he went on treating the captain. 

'What do you say to beer . . . red wine?’ 

'No thanks. I’m drunk already without that. Gran’ merci.’ 

'Have some soda?’ , ' ' ; 

The captain cheered up. ' 

‘Yes, yes, please. Soda, certainly. I could do with a glass.’ ' ; , 

They brought a siphon. Ribnikov drank a glass in large greedy gulps. 
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Even his hands began to tremble with eagerness, He poured himself out 
another immediately. At once it could be seen that he had been suffering 
a long torment of thirst. 

‘He’s shamming,' Schayinsky thought again. ‘What an amazing man! 
Excited and tired, but not the least bit drunk.’ 

it’s hot — damn it,’ Ribnikov said hoarsely. ‘But I think, gentlemen, Fni 
interfering with your business.’ 

‘No, it’s ail right. We’re used to it,’ said Riazhkin shortly. 

‘Haven’t you any fresh news of the war?’ Ribnikov asked. ‘A-ah gentle- 
men,’ he suddenly cried and banged his sword. ‘What a lot of iateresting 
copy I could give you about the war! If you like, I’ll dictate, you need only 
write. You need only write. Just call it: ReminisGences of Captain Ribnikov, 
returned from the Front. No, don’t imagine— I’ll do it for nothing, free, 
gratis. What do you say to that, my dear authors?’ 

‘Well it might be done,’ came Matanya’s lazy voice from somewhere. 
‘We’ll manage a little interview for you somehow. Tell me, Vladimir Ivano- 
vich, do you know anything of the Fleet?’ 

‘No, nothing, ... Is there any news?’ 

‘There’s an incredible story, Kondrashov heard from a friend on the 
Naval Staff. Hi! Pathological Case! Tell Schavinsky.’ 

The Pathological Case, a man with a black tragedy beard and a chewed- 
up face, spoke through his nose: 

‘I can’t guarantee it, Vladimir Ivanovich. But the source seems reliable. 
There’s a nasty rumour going about the Staff that the great part of our Fleet 
has surrendered without fighting — that the sailors tied up the officers and 
ran up the white flag — something like twenty ships.’ 

‘That’s really terrible,’ said Schavinsky in a quiet voice. ‘Perhaps it’s not 
true, yet? Still — nowadays, the most impossible things are possible. By the 
way, do you know what’s happening in the naval ports — in all the ships’ 
crews there’s a terrible underground ferment going on. The naval officers 
ashore are frightened to meet the men in their command.’ 

The conversation became general. This inquisitive, ubiquitous, cynical 
company was a sensitive receiver, unique of its kind, for every conceivable 
rumour and gossip of the town, which often reached the private saloon of 
‘The Glory of Petrograd’ quicker than the minister’s sanctum. Each one 
had his news. It was so interesting that even the Three Musketeers, who 
seemed to count nothing in the world sacred or important, began to talk 
with unusual fervour.. 

‘There’s a rumour going about that the reserves in the rear of the army 
refuse to obey orders. The soldiers, are shooting the officers with their own 
revolvers.’ 

‘I heard that the general in command hanged fifty sisters of mercy. Well, 
of course, they were only dressed as sisters of mercy.’ , . 
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round at Ribnikov. Now the talkative captain was 
silent; With his eyes screwed and his chest pressed upon the hilt of 
sword^yhe was intently watching each of the speakers in turn. Under the 
tight-stretched skin of his cheekbones the sinews strongly played^ and his 
lips moved as if he were repeating every word to himself. 

‘My God, whom does he remind me of?’ the journalist thought im- 
patiently for the tenth time. This so tormented him that he tried to make 
use of an old familiar trick . . . to pretend to himself that he had com- 
pletely forgotten the captain, and then suddenly to give him a quick glance. 
Usually that trick soon helped him to recall the name or a meeting-place, 
but now it was quite ineffective. 

Under his stubborn look, Ribnikov turned round again, gave a deep sigh 
and shook his head sadly. 

Awful news! Do you believe it? What? Even if it is true we need not 
despair. You know what we Russians say. “Whom God defends the pigs 
can’t eat,” — that’s to say, I mean that the pigs are the Japanese, of course.’ 

He held out stubbornly against Schavinsky’s steady look, and in his yel- 
low animal eyes the journalist noticed a flame of implacable inhuman hatred. 

Piestrukhin, the poet asleep on the sofa, suddenly got up, smacked his 
lips, and stared at the ofBcer with dazed eyes. 

Ah! . . . you’re still here, Jap mug,’ he said drunkenly, hardly moving his 
mouth. ‘You just get out of it!’ 

And he collapsed on the sofa again, turning on to his other side. 

‘Japanese!’ Schavinsky thought with anxious curiosity. ‘That’s what he’s 
like,’ and drawled meaningly: ‘You are a jewel, Captain!’ 

‘I?’ the latter cried out. His eyes lost their fire, but his lips still twitched 
nervously. ‘I am Captain Ribnikov!’ He banged himself on the chest again 
with curious pride. ‘My Russian heart bleeds. Allow me to shake your hand. 
My head was grazed at Liao-Yang, and I was wounded in the leg at Muk- 
den. You don’t believe it? I’ll show you now.’ 

He put his foot on a chair and began to pull up his trousers. 

‘Don’t! ... stop! we believe you,’ Schavinsky said with a frown. Never- 
theless, his habitual curiosity enabled him to steal a glance at Ribnikov’s 
leg and to notice that this infantry captain’s underclothing was of expensive 
spun silk. 

A messenger came into the saloon with a letter for Matan^^a. 

‘That’s for you, Vladimir Ivanovich,’ said Matanya, when he had torn 
the envelope. ‘The race-card from the stable. Put one on Zenith both ways 
for me. I’ll pay you on Tuesday.’ 

‘Come to the races with me, Captain?’ said Schavinsky. 

‘Where? To the races? With pleasure.’ Ribnikov got up noisily, upsetting 
his chair. ‘Where the horses jump? Captain Ribnikov, at your service. Into 
battle,. on the march, to the devil’s dam! Ha, ha, ha! That’s me! Eh, what?’ 
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Wheii^ were sitting in the eab, driving through Gabinetsky Street, 
Schaviiisky slipped his arm through the oiScer’s, bent right down to his ear, 
and said^ in a voice hardly audible: 

‘Don’t be afraid. I shan’t betray you. You’re as much Ribnikov as I am 
Vanderbilt. You’re an oiScer on the Japanese Staff. I think you’re a colonel 
at least, and now you’re a military agent in Russia. . . .’ 

Either Ribnikov did not hear the words for the noise of the wheels or he 
did not understand. Swaying gently from side to side, he spoke hoarsely 
with a fresh drunken enthusiasm: 

‘ We Ve fairly on the spree now! Damn it all, I adore it. Fm not Captain 
Ribnikov, a Russian soldier, if I don’t love Russian writers! A magnificent 
lot of fellows! They drink like fishes, and know all about life. “Russia’s joy 
is in the bottle.” And Fve been at it from the morning, old man!’ 

Ill 

By business and disposition Schavinsky was a collector of human docu- 
ments, of rare and strange manifestations of the human spirit. Often for 
weeks, sometimes for months together, he w-^atched an interesting type, 
tracking him down with the persistence of a passionate sportsman or an 
eager detective. It would happen that the prize was found to be, as he called 
it, ‘a knight of the black star’ — a sharper, a notorious plagiarist, a pimp, a 
souteneur, a literary maniac, the terror of every editor, a plunging cashier or 
bank messenger, who spends public money in restaurants and gambling 
hells with the madness of a man rushing down the steep; but no less the 
objects of his sporting passion were the lions of the season — pianists, sing- 
ers, litterateurs, gamblers with amazing luck, jockeys, athletes, and cocottes 
coming into vogue. By hook or crook Schavinsky made their acquaintance 
and then, enveloping them in his spider’s toils, tenderly and gently secured 
his victim’s attention. Then he was ready for anything. He would sit for 
whole sleepless nights with vulgar, stupid people, whose mental equipment, 
like the Hottentots’, consisted of a dozen or two animal conceptions and 
cliches; he stood drinks and dinners to damnable fools and scoundrels, 
waiting patiently for the moment when in their drunkenness they would 
reveal the full flower of their villainy. He flattered them to the top of their 
bent, with his eyes open; gave them monstrous doses of flattery, firmly con- 
vinced that flattery is the key to open every lock; he lent them money 
generously, knowing well that he would never receive it back again. In justi- 
fication of this precarious sport he could say that the inner psychological 
interest for him considerably surpassed the benefits he subsequently ac- 
quired as a realistic writer. It gave him a subtle and obscure delight to 
penetrate into the mysterious inaccessible chambers of the human soul, to 
observe the hidden springs of external acts, springs sometimes petty, some- 
times shameful, more often ridiculous than affecting— as it were, to hold 
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in his hand for a while, a live, warm human heart and touch its very pulse. 
Often in this inquisitive pursuit it seemed to him that he was completely 
losing his own ego,’ so much did he begin to think and feel with another’s 
soul, even speaking in his language with his peculiar words until at last he 
even caught himself using another’s gesture and tone. But when he had 
saturated himself in a man he threw him aside. It is true that sometimes 
he had to pay long and heavily for a moment’s infatuation. 

But no one for a long time had so deeply interested him, even to agita- 
tion, as this hoarse, tippling infantry captain. For a whole day Schavinsky 
did not let him go. He sat by the table and looked into Ribnikov’s very 
pupils. 

'Listen, Captain. No one can hear us now. . . . What’s the strongest oath 
I can give you that no one will ever hear of our conversation.? ... I am 
convinced, absolutely and beyond all doubt, that you’re a Japanese.’ 

1 am Capt ’ 

'No, no. Let’s have done with these tricks. You can’t hide your face, 
however clever you are. The line of your cheekbones, the cut of your eyes, 
your peculiar head, the colour of your skin, the stiff, straggling growth on 
your face — everything points beyond all shadow of doubt to you belonging 
to the yellow race. But you’re safe. I shan’t tell on you, whatever offers they 
make me, however they threaten me for silence. I shan’t do you any harm, 
if it’s only because I’m full of admiration for your amazing courage. I say 
more — I’m full of reverence, terror if you like. I’m a writer — that’s a man 
of fancy and imagination. I can’t even imagine how it’s possible for a man 
to make up his mind to it: to come thousands of miles from your country 
to a city full of enemies that hate you, risking your life every second — 
you’ll be hanged without a trial if you’re caught, I suppose you know.? 
And then to go walking about in an officer’s uniform, to enter every pos- 
sible kind of company, and hold the most dangerous conversations. The 
least mistake, one slip will ruin you in a second. Half an hour ago you 
used the word “holograph” instead of “manuscript.” A trifle, but very 
characteristic. An army captain would never use this word of a modern 
manuscript, but only of an archive or a very solemn document. He wouldn’t 
even say “manuscript,” but just a “book” — but these are trifles. But the one 
thing I don’t understand is the incessant strain of the mind and will, the 
diabolical waste of spiritual strength. To forget to think in Japanese, to for- 
get your name utterly, to identify yourself completely with another’s per- 
sonality — no, this is surely greater than any heroism they told us of in 
school My dear man, don’t try to play with me. I swear I’m not your 
enemy.’ 

He said all this quite sincerely, for his whole being was stirred to flame 
by the heroic picture of his imagmationl But the captain would not let 
himself be flattered. He listened to him, a:nd stared with eyes slightly closed 
at his glass, which he quietly moved oyer the tablecloth, and the corners 
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of his blue lips twisted nervously. And in his face Schavinsky recognised 
the same hidden mockery, the same deep, stubborn, implacable hatred, the 
peculiar hatred that a European can perhaps never understand, felt by a 
wise, cultured, civilised beast, made man, for a being of another species. 

‘Keep your kindness in your pocket,’ replied Ribnikov carelessly. ‘Let it 
go to hell. They teased me in the regiment too with being a Jap. Chuck it! 
I’m Captain Ribnikov. You know there’s a Russian proverb, “The face of 
a beast with the soul of a man.” I’ll just tell you there was once a case in 
our regiment ’ 

‘What v/as your regiment?’ Schavinsky asked suddenly. 

But the captain seemed not to have heard. He began to tell the old thread- 
bare dirty stories that are told in camp, on manoeuvres, and in barracks, and 
in spite of himself Schavinsky began to feel insulted. Once during the eve- 
ning as they sat in the cab Schavinsky put his arm round his waist, and 
drew him close and said in a low voice: 

‘Captain ... no, Colonel, at least, or you would never have been given 
such a serious mission. Let’s say Colonel, then. I do homage to your dar- 
ing, that is to the boundless courage of the Japanese nation. Sometimes 
when I read or think of individual cases of your diabolical bravery and con- 
tempt of death, I tremble with ecstasy. What immortal beauty, what divine 
courage there is, for instance, in the action of the captain of the shattered 
warship who answered the call to surrender by quietly lighting a cigarette, 
and went to the bottom with a cigarette in his lips! What titanic strength, 
what thrilling contempt for the enemy! And the naval cadets on the fire- 
ships who went to certain death, delighted as though they were going to a- 
ball! And do you remember how a lieutenant, all by himself, towed a tor- 
pedo in a boat at night to make an end of the mole at Port Arthur? The 
searchlights were turned on and all there remained of the lieutenant and 
his boat was a bloody stain on the concrete wall. But the next day all the 
midshipmen and lieutenants of the Japanese Fleet overwhelmed Admiral 
Togo with applications, offering to repeat the exploit. What amazing 
heroes! But still more magnificent is Togo’s order that the officers under 
him should not so madly risk their lives, which belong to their country 
and not to them. It’s damnably beautiful, though!’ 

‘What’s this street we’re in?’ interrupted Ribnikov, yawning. ‘'After the 
dug-outs in Manchuria I’ve completely lost my sense of direction in the 
street. When we were in Kharbin • , 

‘Do you remember the case of an officer who was taken prisoner and 
battered his head to pieces on a stone? But the most wonderful thing is 
the signatures of the Samurai. Of course you’ve never heard of it. Captain 
Ribnikov?’ Schavinsky asked with sarcastic emphasis. It’s understood, you 
haven’t heard of it. . . . You see General Nogi asked for volunteers to 
march in the leading column, in a night attack on the Port Arthur forts. 
Nearly the whole brigade offered themselves for this honourable death. 
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Since there were too many and they pressed in front of each other for 
the opportunity of death, they had to make application in writing, and some 
of them, according to an old custom, cut oif the first finger of their left 
hand and fixed it to their signature for a seal of blood. That’s what the 
Samurai did!’ 

‘Samurai,’ Ribnikov dully repeated. There was a noise in his throat as T 
something had snapped and spread. Schavinsky gave a quick glance to his 
profile. An expression such as he had never seen in the captain’s face be- 
fore suddenly played about his mouth and on his chin, which trembled 
once; and his eyes began to shine with the warm, tremulous light which 
gleams through sudden, brimming tears. But he pulled himself together 
instantly, shut his eyes for a second, and turned a naive and stupid face to 
Schavinsky, and suddenly uttered a long, filthy, Russian oath. 

‘Captain, Captain, what’s the matter with you?’ Schavinsky cried, almost 
in fright. 

‘That’s all newspaper lies,’ Ribnikov said unconcernedly. ‘Our Russian 
Tommy is not a bit behind. There’s a difference, of course. They fight for 
their life, however, — independence — and what have we mixed ourselves up 
in it for? Nobody knows! The devil alone knows why. “There was no 
sorrow till the devil pumped it up,” as we say in Russian, What! Ha, ha!’ 

On the race-course the sport distracted Schavinsky ’s attention a little, and 
he could not observe the captain all the while. But in the intervals between 
the events, he saw him every now and then in one or another of the stands, 
upstairs or downstairs, in the buffet or by the pari-mutuel. That day the 
word Tsuchima was on everybody’s lips — backers, jockeys, book-makers, 
even the mysterious, ragged beings that are inevitable on every race-course. 
The word was used to jeer at a beaten horse, by men who were annoyed 
at losing, with indifferent laughter and with bitterness. Here and there it 
was uttered with passion. Schavinsky saw from a distance how the captain 
in his easy, confident way picked a quarrel with one man, shook hands 
with others, and tapped others on the shoulder. His small, limping figure 
appeared and disappeared everywhere. 

From the races they drove to a restaurant, and from there to Schavinsky’s 
house. The journalist was rather ashamed of his role of voluntary detective; 
but he felt it was out of his power to throw it up, though he had already 
begun to feel tired, and his head ached with the strain of this stealthy strug- 
gle with another man’s soul. Convinced that flattery had been of no avail, 
he now tried to draw the captain to frankness, by teasing and rousing his 
feelings of patriotism. 

‘Still, I’m sorry for these poor Japs,’ he said with ironical pity. ‘When all 
is said, Japan has exhausted all her national genius in this war. In my 
opinion she’s like a feeble little man who lifts a half dozen hundredweight ^ 
on his shoulders, either in ecstasy or intoxibatidh^ or out. of mere bravado, ? 
and strains his insides, and is already beginning .to die a, lingering deaths 


670 


TELLERS OF TALES 


You see Russia’s an entirely different country. She’s a Colossus. To her the 
Manchurian defeats are just the same as cupping a full-blooded man. You’ll 
see how she will recover and begin to blossom when the war is over. But 
Japan will wither and die. She’s strained herself. Don’t tell me they have 
civilisation^ universal education^ European technique: at the end of it all, a 
Japanese is an Asiatic, half-man, half-monkey. Even in type he approaches 
a Bushman, a Touareg, or a Blackfellow. You have only to look at his facial 
angle. It all comes to this, they’re just Japs! It wasn’t your civilisation or 
your political youth that conquered us at all, but simply a fit of madness. 
Do you know what a seizure is, a fit of frenzy? A feeble woman tears chains 
to pieces and tosses strong men about like straws. The next day she hasn’t 
even the power to lift her hand. It’s the same with Japan. Believe me, after 
the heroic fit will follow impotence and decay; but certainly before that 
she will pass through a stage of national swagger, outrageous militarism 
and insane Chauvinism.’ 

Really?’ cried Ribnikov in stupid rapture, 'You can’t get away from the 
truth. Shake hands, Mr. Author. You can always tell a clever man at once.’ 

He laughed hoarsely, spat about, tapped Schavinsky’s knee, and shook 
his hand, and Schavinsky suddenly felt ashamed of himself and the tricks 
of his stealthy searching into human souls. 

‘What if I’m mistaken and this Ribnikov is only the truest type of the 
drunken infantry-man. No, it’s impossible. But if it is possible, then what 
a fool I’m making of myself, my Godl’ 

At his house he showed the captain his library, his rare engravings, a 
collection of old china, and a couple of small Siberian dogs. His wife, who 
played small parts in musical comedy, was out of town. Ribnikov examined 
everything with a polite, uninterested curiosity, in which his host caught 
something like boredom, and even cold contempt. Ribnikov casually opened 
a magazine and read some lines aloud. 

‘He’s made a blunder now,’ Schavinsky thought, when he heard. his ex- 
traordinary correct and wooden reading, each separate letter pronounced 
with exaggerated precision like the head boy in a French class showing off. 
Evidently Ribnikov noticed it himself, for he soon shut the book and asked: 

‘But you’re a writer yourself?’ 

‘Yes I do a bit.’ 

‘What newspapers do you write for?’ 

Schavinsky named them. It was the sixth time he had been asked that 
question that day. 

‘Oh, yes, yes, yes. I forgot, I’ve asked you before. D’you know what, Mr. 
Author?’ 

‘What is it?’ 

‘Let us do this. You write and I’ll dictate. That is, I won’t dictate . . . 
oh, no, I shall never dare.’ Ribnikov rubbed his hands and bowed hur- 
riedly. ‘You’ll compose it yourself, of course. I’ll only give you some thoughts 
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and— what shall I call them — -reminiscences of the war? Oh^ what a lot of 
interesting copy I have! . . 

Schavinsky sat sideways on the table and glanced at the captain cnn- 
ningiy screwing up one eye. 

‘Of course, I shall give your name?’ 

‘Why, you may. Fve no objection. Put it like this: “This information was 
supplied to me by Captain Ribnikov who has just returned from the 
Front.’”': . 

‘Very well. Why do you want this?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Flaving your name in it. Do you want it for future evidence that you 
inspired the Russian newspapers? What a clever fellow l am, eh?’ 

But the captain avoided a direct answer, as usual. 

‘But perhaps you haven’t time? You are engaged in other work. Well, 
let the reminiscences go to hell! You won’t be able to tell the whole story. 
As they say : “There’s a difference between living a life and crossing a field.” 
Eh, what? Ha, ha, ha 1’ 

An interesting fancy came into Schavinsky’s head. In his study stood a big, 
white table of unpainted ash. On the clean virgin surface of this table all 
Schavinsky’s friends used to leave their autographs in the shape of apho- 
risms, verses, drawings, and even notes of music. He said to Ribnikov: ‘See, 
here is my autograph-book, Captain. Won’t you write me something in 
memory of your pleasant meeting, and our acquaintance which’ — Schavin- 
sky bowed politely — ‘I venture to hope will not be short-lived?’ 

‘With pleasure,’ Ribnikov readily agreed. ‘Something from Pushkin or 
Gogol?’ 

‘No ... far better something of your own.’ 

‘Of my own? Splendid.’ 

He took the pen and dipped it, thought and prepared to write, but 
Schavinsky suddenly stopped him, 

‘We’d better do this. Here’s a piece of paper. There are drawing-pins in 
the box at the corner. Please write something particularly interesting and 
then cover it with the paper and fasten the corners with the drawing-pins. I 
give you my word of honour as an author, that for two months I won’t put 
a finger on the paper and won’t look at what you’ve written. Is that all 
right? Well, write then. I’ll go out of the room so as not to hinder you.’ 

After five minutes Ribnikov shouted to him: ‘Please come in.’ 

‘Ready?’ Schavinsky asked, entering. 

Ribnikov drew himself up, put, his hand to his forehead in salute and 
shouted like a soldier: ‘Very good, sir.’ 

‘Thanks. Now we’ll go to the “Buff/’ or somewhere else,’ Schavinsky said, 
‘There we’ll think what we’ll do next. I shan’t let you out of my sight to-day, 
Captain.’ 

‘With the greatest pleasure/ Ribnikov said in a hoarse bass, clicking his 
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heels. He lifted up his shoulders and gave a military twist to his moustaches 
on either side. 

But Schavinsky, against his own will, did not keep his word. At the last 
moment before leaving his house the journalist remembered that he had 
left his cigarette-case in the study and went back for it, leaving Ribnikov 
in the hall. The piece of white paper, carefully fastened with drawing-pins, 
aroused his curiosity. He could not resist his temptation; he turned back 
stealthily and after lifting a corner of the paper quickly read the words 
written in a thin, distinct and extraordinary elegant hand : Though you are 
Ivanov the seventh, you’re a fool all the same.’ 

IV 

Long after midnight they were coming out of a suburban cafe-chantant 
accompanied by the well-known musical comedy actor Zhenin-Lirsky, the 
young assistant Crown-Prosecutor Sashka Strahlmann, who was famous all 
over Petersburg for his incomparable skill in telling amusing stories about 
the topic of the day, and Karyukov, the merchant’s son, a patron of the arts. 

It was neither bright nor dark. It was a warm, white, transparent night, 
with soft chatoyant colours and water like mother-of-pearl in the calm 
canals, which plainly reflected the grey stone of the quay and the motionless 
foliage of the trees. The sky was pale as though tired and sleepless, and 
there were sleepy clouds in the sky, long, thin and woolly like clews of 
ravelled cotton-wool. 

‘Where shall we go, now.?’ said Schavinsky, stopping at the gate of the 
gardens. ‘Field-Marshal Oyama! Give us your enlightened opinion.’ 

All five lingered on the pavement for a while, caught by a moment of the 
usual early morning indecision, when the physical fatigue of the reveller 
struggles with the irresistible and irritating yearning after new and piquant 
sensations. From the garden continually came patrons, laughing, whistling, 
noisily shuffling their feet over the dry, white cobble-stones. Walking hur- 
riedly, boldly rustling the silk of their petticoats emerged the artistes wear- 
ing huge hats, with diamonds trembling in their ears, escorted by dashing 
gentlemen, smartly dressed, with flowers in their buttonholes. With the 
porter’s respectful assistance these ladies fluttered into carriages and pant- 
ing automobiles, freely arranging their dresses round their legs, and flew 
away holding the brims of their hats in their hands. The chorus-girls and 
the flics du jardin of the higher class drove off alone or two together in 
ordinary cabs with a man beside them. The ordinary women of the street 
appeared everywhere at once, going round the wooden fence, following 
close on the men who left on foot, giving special attention to the drunken. 
They ran beside the men for a long while, offering themselves in a whisper 
with impudent submissiveness, naming that which was their profession 
with blunt, coarse, terrible words. In the bright, white twilight of May, 
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their faces seemed like coarse masks, blue from the white of their com- 
plexions, red with crimson colour, and one’s eyes were struck with the 
blackness, the thickness and the extraordinary curve of their eyebrows. 
These naively bright colours made the yellow of their wrinkled temples 
appear all the more pitiable, their thin, scraggy necks, and flabby, feeble 
chins. A couple of mounted policemen, obscenely swearing, rode them 
down now and then with their horses’ mouths afoam. The girls screamed, 
ran away, and clutched at the sleeves of the passers-by. Near the railing of 
the canal was gathered a group of about twenty men— it was the usual early 
morning scandal, A short, beardless boy of an officer was dead-drunk and 
making a fuss, looking as though he wanted to draw his sword; a policeman 
was assuring him of something in an unconvincing falsetto with his hand 
on his heart. 

A sharp, suspicious-looking type, drunk, in a cap with a ragged peak, 
spoke in a sugary, obsequious voice: ^Spit on ’em, yer honour. They ain’t 
worth looking at. Give me one in the jaw, if you like. Allow me to kiss yer 
’aiid.’''': ■ ■■■ ' -- ' . . . 

A thin, stern gentleman at the back, whose thick, black whiskers could 
alone be seen, because his bowler was tilted over his face, drawled in a low, 
indistinct voice: What do you stand about talking for? Pitch him into the 
water and have done with it!’ 

*But really, Major Fukeshima,’ said the actor, ‘we must put a decent finish 
to the day of our pleasant acquaintance. Let’s go off with the little ladies. 
Where shall it be, Sashka?’ 

‘Bertha?’ Strahlmann asked in reply. 

Ribnikov giggled and rubbed his hands in joyful agitation. 

Women? “Even a Jew hanged himself for company’s sake,” as the Rus- 
sian proverb says. Where the world goes there go we. Eh, what? “If we’re 
going, let’s go,” as the parrot said. What? Ha, ha, hal’ 

Schavinsky had introduced him to the young men, and they had all had 
supper in the cafe-chantant, listened to the Roumanian singers, drinking 
champagne and liqueurs. At one time they found it amusing to call Ribni- 
kov by the names of different Japanese generals, particularly because the 
captain’s good nature was evidently unlimited. Schavinsky it was who began 
this rude, familiar game. True he felt at times: that he was behaving in an 
ugly, perhaps even treacherous, way to Ribnikov, but he calmed his con- 
science by the fact that he had not breathed a word of his suspicions, which 
never entered his friends’ heads at all. 

At the beginning of the evening he was watching Ribnikov. The captain 
was noisier and more talkative than anybody: he was incessantly drinking 
healths, jumping up, sitting down, pouring the wine over the tablecloth, 
lighting his cigarette the wrong end. Nevertheless, Schavinsky noticed that 
he was drinking very little. . , , .y , 

Ribnikov had to sit next the journalist again in the cab. Schavinsky was 
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almost sober. He was generally distinguished for a hard head in a spree, 
but it was light and noisy now, as though the foam of the champagne was 
bubbling in it. He gave the captain a side-glance. In the uncertain, drowsy 
light of the white night Ribnikov’s face wore a dark, earthy complexion. 
All the hollows were sharp and black, the little wrinkles on his forehead 
and the lines round his nose and mouth were deepened. The captain him- 
self sat with a weary stoop, his hands tucked into the sleeves of his uniform, 
breathing heavily through his open mouth. Altogether it gave him a worn, 
suffering look. Schavinsky could even smell his breath, and thought that 
gamblers after several nights at cards have just the same stale, sour breath 
as men tired out with insomnia or the strain of long brain work. A wave 
of kindly emotion and pity welled up in Schavinsky ’s heart. The captain 
suddenly appeared to him very small, utterly worn out, affecting and 
pitiable. He embraced Ribnikov, drew him close, and said affably : ‘Very 
well, Captain, I surrender. I can’t do anything with you, and I apologise if 
Eve given you some uncomfortable minutes. Give me your hand.^ 

He unfastened the rose he wore in his coat which a girl in the garden had 
made him buy, and fixed it in the buttonhole of the captain’s great-coat. 

‘This is my peace-offering, Captain. We won’t tease each other any more.’ 

The cab drew up at a two-storied stone house standing apart in a pleas- 
ant approach. All the windows were shuttered. The others had gone in ad- 
vance and were waiting for them. A square grille, a handsbreadth wide, set 
in the heavy door, was opened from inside, and a pair of cold searching 
grey eyes appeared in it for a few seconds. Then the door was opened. 

This establishment was something between an expensive brothel and a 
luxurious club. There was an elegant entrance, a stuffed bear in the hall, 
carpets, silk curtains and lustre-chandelierSj and lackeys in evening dress 
and white gloves. Men came here to finish the night after the restaurants 
were shut. Cards were played, expensive wines kept, and there was always 
a generous supply of fresh, pretty women who were often changed. 

They had to go up to the first floor, where was a wide landing adorned 
by palms in tubs and separated from the stairs by a balustrade. Schavinsky 
went upstairs arm-in-arm with Ribnikov. Though he had promised himself 
that he would not tease him any more, he could not restrain himself: ‘Let’s 
mount the scaffold, Captain!’ 

‘I’m not afraid,’ said he lazily. ‘I walk up to death every day of my life.’ 

Ribnikov waved his hand feebly and smiled with constraint. The smile 
made his face suddenly weary, grey and old, 

Schavinsky gave him a look of, silent surprise. He was ashamed of his 
importunity. But Ribnikov. passed it off immediately. 

‘Yes to death. ... A soldier’s always ready for it. There’s nothing to be 
done. Death is the trifling inconvenience attached to our profession.’ 

Schavinsky and Karyukov the art-patron were assiduous guests and 
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honoured habitues of the house. They were greeted with pleasant smiles 
and low bows. 

A big, warm cabinet was given them, in red and gold with a thick, bright 
green carpet on the floor, with sconces in the corners and on the table, 
They were brought champagne, fruit and bonbons. Women came— three at 
first, then two more — then they were passing in and out continually. With- 
out exception they were pretty, well provided with bare, white arms, neck, 
bosom, in bright, expensive, glittering dresses. Some wore ballet skirts ; one 
was in a schooIgirPs brown uniform, another in tight riding-breeches and a 
jockey’s cap. A stout elderly lady in black also came, rather like a landlady 
or a housekeeper. Her appearance was decent; her face flabby and yellow. 
She laughed continually the pleasant laugh of an elderly woman, coughed 
continually and smoked incessantly. She behaved to Schavinsky, the actor, 
and the art-patron with the unconstrained coquetry of a lady old enough 
to be their mother, flicking their hands with her handkerchief, and she 
called Strahlmann, who was evidently her favourite, Sashka. 

'General Kuroki, let’s drink to the success of the grand Manchurian 
army. You’ll be getting mildewy, sitting in your corner,’ said Karyukov. 

Schavinsky interrupted him with a yawn: ‘Steady, gentlemen. I think you 
ought to be bored with it by now. You’re just abusing the captain’s good 
nature.’ 

Tm not offended,’ replied Ribnikov, ‘Gentlemen! Let us drink the health 
of our charming ladies.’ 

‘Sing us something, Lirskyl’ Schavinsky asked. 

The actor cheerfully sat down to the piano and began a gipsy song. It was 
more recitation than singing. He never moved the cigar from his lips, 
stared at the ceiling, with a parade of swinging to and fro on his chair. The 
women joined in, loud and out of tune. Each one tried to race the others 
with the words. Then Sashka Strahlmann gave an admirable imitation of a 
gramophone, impersonated an Italian opera, and mimicked animals. Karyu- 
kov danced a fandango and called for bottle after bottle. 

He was the first to disappear from the room, with a red-haired Polish girl. 
After him followed Strahlmann and the actor. Only Schavinsky remained, 
with a swarthy, white-toothed Hungarian girl on his knees, and Ribnikov, 
by the side of a tall blonde in a blue satin blouse, cut square and open half- 
way down her breast. 

’ ‘Well, Captain, let’s say goodbye for a little while,* said Schavinsky, get- 
ting up and stretching himself. ‘It’s late — we’d better say early. Come and 
have breakfast with me at one o’clock, Captain. Put the wine down to 
Karyukov, Madame. If he loves sacred art, then he can pay for the honour 
of having supper with its priests. Mes compliments!'' ' 

The blonde put her bare arm round the captain’s neck and kissed him, 
and said simply: ‘Let us go too, darling. It really is late/ 
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She had a little gay room with a bright blue paper, a pale blue hanging 
lamp. On the toilet-table stood a round mirror in a frame of light blue 
satin. There were two oleographs on one wall, ‘Girls Bathing’ and The 
Royal Bridegroom,’ on the other a hanging, with a wide brass bed along- 
side..: 

The woman undressed, and with a sense of pleasant relief passed her 
hands over her body, where her chemise had been folded under her corset. 
Then she turned the lamp down and sat on the bed, and began calmly to 
unlace her boots. 

Ribnikov sat by the table with his elbows apart and his head resting in 
his hands. He could not tear his eyes from her big, handsome legs and 
plump calves, which her black, transparent stockings so closely fitted. 

Why don’t you undress, officer?’ the woman asked. Tell me, darling, 
why do they call you Japanese General?’ 

Ribnikov gave a laugh, with his eyes still fixed upon her legs. 

‘Oh, it’s just nonsense. Only a joke. Do you know the verses: 

“It hardly can be called a sin, 

If something’s funny and you grin! . . 

Will you stand me some champagne, darling. . . . Since you’re so stingy, 
oranges will do. Are you going soon or staying the night?’ 

‘Staying the night. Come to me.’ 

She lay down with him, hastily threw her cigarette over on to the floor 
and wriggled beneath the blanket. 

‘Do you like to be next to the wall?’ she asked. ‘Do if you want to. O-oh, 
how cold your legs are! You know I love army men. What’s your name?’ 

‘Mine?’ He coughed and answered in an uncertain tone; ‘I am Captain 
Ribnikov. Vassily Alexandrovich Ribnikov!’ 

‘Ah, Vasya! I have a friend called Vasya, a little chap from the Lycee. Oh, 
what a darling he is!’ 

She began to sing, pretending to shiver under the bedclothes, laughing 
and half-closing her eyes; 

‘ “Vasya, Vasya, Vasinke, 

It’s a tale you’re telling me.” 

‘You are like a Japanese, you know, by Jove. Do you know who? The 
Mikado. We take in the Nw4 znd there’s a picture of him there. It’s late 
now— else I’d get it to show you. You’re as like as two peas.’ 

. ‘Fm very glad,’ said Ribnikov, quietly, kissing her smooth, round shoul- 

‘Perhaps you’re really a Japanese? They say you’ve been at the war. Is it 



CAPTAIN RIBNIKOV 


677 


true? O-oh, darling, I’m afraid of being tickled. Is it dreadful at the war?’ 

'Dreadful ... no, not particularly. . . Don’t let’s talk about it,’ he said 

wearily. ■‘What’s . your name?’"' 

'Clotilde. . . . No, I’ll tell you a secret. My name’s Nastya. They only 
called me Clotilde here because my name’s so ugly. Nastya, Nastasya“ 
,, sounds like a cook.’ 

‘Nastya,’ he repeated musingly, and cautiously kissed her breast. ‘No, it’s 
a nice name. Na-stya,’ he repeated slowly. 

‘What is there nice about it ? Malvina, Wanda, Zhenia, they’re nice names 
—especially Irma. . . . Oh, darling,’ and she pressed close to him. ‘You 
area dear . . . so dark. I love dark men. You’re married surely?’ 

‘No, I’m not.’ 

‘Oh, tell us another. Every one here says he’s a bachelor. You’ve got six 
children for sure!’ 

It was dark in the room, for the windows were shuttered and the lamp 
hardly burned. Her face was quite close to his head, and showed fantastic 
and changing on the dim whiteness of the pillow. Already it was different 
from the simple, handsome, round grey-eyed, Russian face of before. It 
seemed to have grown thinner, and strangely changing its expression every 
minute, seemed now tender, kind, mysterious. It reminded Ribnikov of 
some one infinitely familiar, long beloved, beautiful and fascinating. 

‘How beautiful you are!’ he murmured. ‘I love you. ... I love you!’ 

He suddenly uttered an unintelligible word, completely foreign to the 
woman’s ear. 

‘What did you say?’ she asked in surprise. 

‘Nothing. . . . Nothing. . . . Nothing at all. . . , My dear! Dear woman 
. . . you are a woman. ... I love you. . . 

He kissed her arms, her neck, trembling with impatience, which it gave 
him v/onderful delight to suppress. He was possessed by a tender and 
tempestuous passion for the well-fed, childless woman, for her big young 
body, so cared for and beautiful. His longing for woman had been till now 
suppressed by his austere, ascetic life, his constant weariness, by the intense 
exertion of his mind and will: now it devoured him suddenly with an in- 
tolerable, intoxicating flame. 

‘Your hands are cold,’ she said, awkward and shy. In this man was some- 
thing strange and alarming which she could in no way understand. ‘Cold 
hands and a warm heart.’ ■ 

‘Yes, yes, yes. . . . My heart,’ he repeated it like a madman, ‘My heart is 
warm, my heart. . . 

Long ago she had grown used to the outward rites and the shameful 
details of love; she performed them several times every day— mechanically, 
indifferently, and often with silent disgust. Hundreds of men, from the 
aged and old, who put their teeth in a glass of water for the night, to 
youngsters whose voice waa Only ' beginning! to break and was bass and 



678 


TELLERS OF TALES 

soprano at once, civilians, army men, priests in mufti, baldheads and men 
overgrown with hair from head to foot like monkeys, excited and impotent, 
morphomaniacs who did not conceal their vice from her, beaux, cripples, 
rakes, who sometimes nauseated her, boys who cried for the bitterness of 
their first fail — they all embraced her with shameful words, with long kisses, 
breathed into her face, moaned in the paroxysm of animal passion, which, 
she knew beforehand, would then and there be changed to unconcealed 
and insuperable disgust. Long ago all men’s faces had in her eyes lost every 
individual trait — as though they had united into one lascivious, inevitable 
face, eternally bent over her, the face of a he-goat with stubbly, slobbering 
lips, clouded eyes, dimmed like frosted glass, distorted and disfigured by 
a voluptuous grimace, which sickened her because she never shared it. 

Besides, they were all rude, exacting and devoid of the elements of shame. 
They were ludicrously ugly, as only the modern man can be in his under- 
clothes, But this elderly little officer made a new, peculiar, attractive impres- 
sion on her. His every movement was distinguished by a gentle, insinuating 
discretion. His kiss, his caress, and his touch were strangely gentle. At the 
same time he surrounded her imperceptibly with the nervous atmosphere 
of real and intense passion which even from a distance and against her will 
arouses a woman’s sensuality, makes her docile, and subject to the male’s 
desire. But her poor little mind had never passed beyond the round of 
everyday life in the house, and could not perceive this strange and agitating 
spell. She could only whisper shyly, happy and surprised, the usual trivial 
words: 'What a nice man you are! You’re my sweet, aren’t you.f^’ 

She got up, put the lamp out, and lay beside him again. Through the 
chinks between the shutters and the wall showed thin threads of the whiten- 
ing dawn, which filled the room with a misty blue half-light. Behind the 
partition, somewhere an alarm-clock hurriedly rang. Far away some one 
was singing sadly in the distance. 

‘When will you come again.?’ the woman asked. 

‘What?’ Rubnikov asked sleepily, opening his eyes. ‘When am I coming? 
Soon — tomorrow. . . 7 

‘I know all about that. Tell me the truth. When are you coming? Ill be 
lonely without you.’ 

‘M ni. ... We will come and be alone. . . . We will write to them. They 
will stay in the mountains . . .’ he murmured incoherently. 

A heavy slumber enlocked his body; but, as always with men who have 
long deprived themselves of sleep, he could not sleep at once. No sooner 
was his consciousness overcast with the soft, dark, delightful cloud of 
oblivion than his body was shaken by a terrible inward shock. He moaned 
and shuddered, opened his eyes wide in wild terror, and straightway 
plunged into an irritating, transitory state between sleep and wakefulness, 
like a delirium crowded with threatening and confused visions. 

The woman had no desire to sleep. She sat up in bed in her chemise 
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clasping her bended knees with her bare arms, and looked at Rihnikov with 
timid curiosity. In the bluish half-light his face grew sharper still and yel- 
lower, like the face of a dead man. His mouth stood open, but she could 
not hear his breathing. All over his face, especially about the eyes and 
mouth, was an expression of such utter weariness and profound human 
suffering as she had never seen in her life before. She gently passed her 
hand back over his stiff hair and forehead. The skin was cold and covered 
all over with clammy sweat. Ribnikov trembled at the touch, cried out in 
terror, and with a quick movement raised himself from the pillow. 

‘Ah! Who’s that, who?’ he cried abruptly, wiping his face with his shirt- 
sleeve. 

‘What’s the matter, darling?’ the woman asked with sympathy. ‘You re 
not well? Shall I get you some water?’ 

But Ribnikov had mastered himself, and lay down once more. 

‘Thanks, it’s all right now. I was dreaming, . . . Go to sleep, dear, do.’ 

‘When do you want me to wake you, darling?’ she asked. 

‘Wake. ... In the morning. . . . The sun will rise early. . . . And the 
horsemen will come. ... We will go in a boat. . . . And sail over the river. 

. . .’ He was silent and lay quiet for some minutes. Suddenly his still, dead 
face was distorted with terrible pain. He turned on his back with a moan, 
and there came in a stream from his lips mysterious, wild-sounding words 
of a strange language. 

The woman held her breath and listened, possessed by the superstitious, 
terror which always comes from a sleeper’s delirium. His face was only a 
couple of inches from hers, and she could not tear her eyes away. He was 
silent for a while and then began to speak again, many words and unin- 
telligible. Then he was silent again, as though listening attentively to some 
one’s speech. Suddenly the woman heard the only Japanese word she knew, 
from the newspapers, pronounced aloud with a firm, clear voice : 

‘Banzai!’ 

Her heart beat so violently that the velvet coverlet lifted again and again 
with the throbbing. She remembered how they had called Ribnikov by the 
names of Japanese generals in the red cabinet that day, and a far faint sus- 
picion began to stir in the obscurity of her mind. 

Some one lightly tapped on the door. She got up and opened. 

‘Clotilde dear, is that you?’ a woman’s gentle whisper was heard. ‘Aren’t 
you asleep? Come in to me for a moment. Leonka’s with me, and he’s 
standing some apricot wine. Come on, dear!’ 

It was Sonya, the Karaim,^ Clotilde’s neighbour, bound to her by the 
cloying, hysterical affection which always pairs off the women in these 
establishments. 

^The Karaim are Jews of the pure original stock who entered Russia long before the main 
immigration and settled in the Crimea. Under the Tsarist regime, they were free from the 
ordinary Jewish restrictions. ' ^ ^ ‘ , 
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‘All right, ril come now. Oh, IVe something very interesting to tell you. 
Wait a second. Ill dress.’ 

‘Nonsense. Don’t. Who are you nervous about. Leonka? Come, just as 
you, are] . 

She began to put on her petticoat. 

Ribnikov roused in his sleep. 

‘Where are you going to?’ he asked drowsily. 

‘Only a minute. . . . Back immediately. ... I must , . .’ she answered 
hurriedly tying the tape round her waist. ‘You go to sleep. Ill be back in a 
second.’ 

He had not heard her last words. A dark heavy sleep had instantly en- 
gulfed him, 

VI 

Leonka was the idol of the whole establishment, beginning with Madame, 
and descending to the tiniest servant. In these places where boredom, in- 
dolence, and cheap literature produce feverishly romantic tastes, the ex- 
treme of adoration is lavished on thieves and detectives, because of their 
heroic lives, which are full of fascinating risks, dangers and adventures. 
Leonka used to appear in the most varied costumes, at times almost made 
up. Sometimes he kept a meaning and mysterious silence. Above all every 
one remembered very well that he often proclaimed that the local police had 
an unbounded respect for him and fulfilled his orders blindly. In one case 
he had said three or four words in a mysterious jargon, and that was enough 
to send a few thieves who were behaving rowdily in the house crawling 
into the street. Besides there were times when he had a great deal of money. 
It is easy to understand that Henrietta, whom he called Genka and with 
whom he had an assiduous affair, was treated with a jealous respect. 

He was a young man with a swarthy, freckled face, with black mous- 
taches that pointed up to his very eyes. His chin was short, firm and broad; 
his eyes were dark, handsome and impudent. He was sitting on the sofa in 
his shirt-sleeves, his waistcoat unbuttoned and his necktie loose. He was 
small but well proportioned. His broad chest and his muscles, so big that 
his shirt seemed ready to tear at the shoulder, were eloquent of his strength. 
Genka sat close to him with her feet on the sofa; Clotilde was opposite. 
Sipping his liqueur slowly with his red lips, in an artificially elegant voice 
he told his tale unconcernedly: 

‘They brought him to the station. His passport — Korney Sapietov, resi- 
dent in Kolpin or something of the kind. Of course the devil was drunk, 
absolutely. “Put him into a cold cell iand sober him down.” General rule. 
That very moment I happened to drop into the inspector’s office. I had a 
look. By Jove, an old friend: Sanka the Butcher— triple murder and sacri- 
lege., Instantly I gave the constable on duty a wink, and went out into the 
corridor as though nothing had happened. The constable came but to me.^ 
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‘‘WHat’s the matter, Leonti Spiridonovich?” ‘‘Just send that gentleman 
round to the Detective Bureau for a minute.” They brought him. Not a 
muscle in his face moved. I just looked him in the eyes and said’:—Leonka 
rapped his knuckles meaningly on the table — “Is it a long time, Sanka, 
since you left Odessa and decided to honour us here?” Of course he’s quite 
indifferent—playing the fool Not a word. Oh, he’s a bright one, too. “I 
haven’t any idea who Sanka the Butcher is. I am . . . so and so.” So I come 
up to him, catch hold of him by the beard— hey, presto— the beard’s left in 
my hand. False! . . . “Will you own up now, you son of a bitch?” “I haven’t 
any idea.” Then I let fly straight at his nose — once, twice — a bloody mess. 
“Will you own up?” “I haven’t any idea.” “Ah, that’s your game, is it? I 
gave you a decent chance before. Now, you’ve got yourself to thank. Bring 
Arsenti the Flea here,” We had a prisoner of that name. He hated Sanka to 
death. Of course, my dear, I knew how they stood. They brought the Flea. 
“Well, Flea, who’s this gentleman?” The Flea laughs. “Why Sanka the 
Butcher, of course! How do you do, Sanichka? Have you been honouring 
us a long while? How did you get on in Odessa?” Then the Butcher gave 
in. “All right, Leonti Spiridonovich. I give in. Nothing can get away from 
you. Give us a cigarette.” Of course I gave him one. I never refuse them, out 
of charity. The servant of God was taken away. He just looked at the Flea, 
no more. I thought, well, the Flea will have to pay for that. The Butcher 
will do him in for sure.’ 


‘Do him in?’ Genka asked with servile confidence, in a terrified whisper. 
‘Absolutely. Do him in. That’s the kind of man he is!’ 

He sipped his glass complacently. Genka looked at him with fixed, 
frightened eyes, so intently that her mouth even opened and watered. She 


smacked her hands on her lips. 

‘My God, how awful! Just think, Clotilduchka! And you weren’t afraid, 
Leonya?’ 

‘Well, am I to be frightened of every vagabond?’ 

The rapt attention of the woman excited him, and he began to invent a 
story that students had been making bombs somewhere on Vassiliev Island, 
and that the Government had instructed him to arrest the conspirators. 
Bombs there were — it was proved afterwards — twelve thousand of them. 
If they’d all exploded then not only the house they were in, but half Peters- 
burg, perhaps, would have been blown to atoms. , . . Next came a thrilling 
story of Leonka’s extraordinary heroism, when he disguised himself as a 
student, entered the ‘devil’s workshop,’ gave a sign to some one outside the 
window, and disarmed the villains in a second. He caught one of them by 
the sleeve at the very moment when he was going to explode a lot of bombs. 

Genka groaned, was terror-stricken, slapped her legs, and continually 
turned to Clotilde with exclarhations: . ' . ; ; - 

‘Ah! what do you think of all that? Just think what scoundrels these 
students are, Clotilduchka! I never, liked themr._i 'V',; 
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At last, stirred to her very depths by her lover, she hung on his neck and 
began to kiss him loudly. 

‘Leonichka, my darling! It’s terrible to listen to, even! And you aren’t 
frightened o£, any thing!’ 

He complacently twisted his left moustache upwards, and let drop care- 
lessly: 'Why be afraid? You can only die once. That’s what I’m paid for/ 

Clotilde was tormented all the while by jealous envy of her friend’s mag- 
nificent lover. She vaguely suspected that there was a great deal of lying in 
Leonka’s stories; while she now had something utterly extraordinary in 
her hands, such as no one had ever had before, something that would im- 
mediately take all the shine out of Leonka’s exploits. For some minutes she 
hesitated. A faint echo of the tender pity for Ribnikov still restrained her. 
But a hysterical yearning to shine took hold of her, and she said in a dull, 
quiet voice: 'Do you know what I wanted to tell, Leonya? I’ve got such a 
queer visitor to-day/ 

‘H’m. You think he’s a sharper?’ he asked condescendingly. Genka was 
offended. 

‘A sharper, you say! That’s your story. Some drunken officer/ 

'No, you mustn’t say that,’ Leonka pompously interrupted. 'It happens 
that sharpers get themselves up as officers. What was it you were going to 
say, Clotilde?’ 

Then she told the story of Ribnikov with every detail, displaying a petty 
and utterly feminine talent for observation : she told how they called him 
General Kuroki, his Japanese face, •his strange tenderness and passion, his 
delirium, and finally how he said 'Banzai!’ 

‘You’re not lying?’ Leonka said quickly. Keen points of fire lit in his eyes. 

‘I swear it’s true! May I be rooted to the ground if it’s a lie! You look 
through the keyhole, I’ll go in and open the shutter. He’s as like a Japanese 
as two peas/ 

Leonka rose. Without haste, with a serious look, he put on his overcoat, 
carefully feeling his left inside pocket. 

‘Come on,’ he said resolutely. ‘Who did he arrive with?’ 

Only Karyukov and Strahimann remained of the all-night party. Karyukov 
could not be awakened, and Strahimann muttered something indistinctly. 
He was still half drunk and his eyes were heavy and red. 

'What officer? Blast him to hell! He came up to us when we were in the 
"Buff,” but where he came from nobody knows.’ 

He began to dress immediately, snorting angrily. Leonka apologised and 
went out. He had already managed to get a glimpse of Ribnikov’s face 
through the keyhole, and though he had some doubts remaining, he was a 
good patriot, distinguished for impertinence and not devoid of imagina- 
tion. He decided to act on his own responsibility. In a moment he was on 
the balcony whistling for help; 
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VII 

Ribnikov woke suddenly as though an imperative voice within him had 
said 'Wake up’. An hour and a half of sleep had completely refreshed him. 
First of all he stared suspiciously at the door: it seemed to him that some 
one was watching him from there with a fixed stare. Then he looked round. 
The shutter was half open so that every little thing in the room could be 
seen. The woman was sitting by the table opposite the bedj silent and pale^ 
regarding him with big, bright eyes. 

'What’s happened?’ Ribnikov asked in alarm. 'Tell me, what’s been hap- 
pening here?’ 

She did not answer, but her chin began to tremble and her teeth chat- 
tered. 

A suspicious, cruel light came into the officer’s eyes. He bent his whole 
body from the bed with his ear to the door. The noise of many feet, of men 
evidently unused to moving cautiously, approached along the corridor, and 
suddenly was quiet before the door. 

Ribnikov with a quick, soft movement leapt from the bed and twice 
turned the key. There was an instant knock at the door. With a cry the 
woman turned her face to the table and buried her head in her hands. 

In a few seconds the captain was dressed. Again they knocked at the 
door. He had only his cap with him; he had left his sword and overcoat be- 
low. He was pale but perfectly calm. Even his hands did not tremble while 
he dressed himself, and all his movements were quite unhurried and adroit. 
Doing up the last button of his tunic, he went over to the woman, and sud- 
denly squeezed her arm above the wrist with such terrible strength that her 
face purpled with the blood that rushed to her head. 

'You!’ he said quietly, in an angry whisper, without moving his jaws. ‘If 
you move or make a sound, I’ll kill you. . . 

Again they knocked at the door, and a dull voice came: 'Open the door, 
if you please.’ 

The captain now no longer limped. Quickly and silently he ran to the 
window, jumped on to the window-ledge with the soft-spring of a cat, 
opened the shutters and with one sweep flung wide the window frames. 
Below him the paved yard showed white with scanty grass between the 
stones, and the branches of a few thin trees pointed upwards. He did not 
hesitate for a second; but at the very moment that he sat sideways on the 
iron frame of the window-sill, resting on it with his left hand, with one 
foot already hanging down, and prepared to leap with his whole body, the 
woman threw herself upon him with- ^ piercing cry and caught him by 
the left arm. Tearing himself away, he made a false movement and sud- 
denly, with a faint cry as though of surprise, fell in an awkward heap 
straight down on the stones. ' ’ \ . 

Almost at the very second the; bid door Tell flat into the room. First 
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Leonka ran in^ out of breath, showing his teeth; his eyes were aflame. After 
him came huge policemen, stamping and holding their swords in their left 
hands. When he saw the open window and the woman holding on the 
frame and screaming without pause, Leonka quickly understood what had 
happened. He was really a brave man, and without a thought or a word, 
as though he had already planned it, he took a running leap through the 
window. 

He landed two steps away from Ribnikov who lay motionless on his side. 
In spite of the drumming in his head, and the intense pain in his belly and 
his heels from the fall, he kept his head, and instantly threw himself heavily 
with the full weight of his body on the captain. 

'Ah. IVe got you now,’ he uttered hoarsely, crushing his victim in mad 
exasperation. 

The captain did not resist. His eyes burned with an implacable hatred. 
But he was pale as death, and a pink froth stood in bubbles on his lips. 

'Don’t crush me,’ he whispered. 'My leg’s broken.’ 


HYDROMEL 

Vassili Iretsky 

( i 882~ ) 

TRANSLATED BY D. C. ANDERSON 


Jrom his long-legged English father Bromley had inherited obstinacy and 
perseverance, from his Cossack mother a poetic love for the open vastness 
of the biack-soil plains. These strangely dissimilar qualities managed some- 
how to blend without friction; so an individual was formed. 

When his education at a forestry school was completed, Bromley nego- 
tiated for a plot of land in the province of Viatka. While waiting for the 
ofEcial documents confirming his purchase, he established himself on the 
plot with his wife and two-year-old child. 

The property comprised a: meadow not yet fully cleared, a tiny copse of 
half a score pine trees, and an insignificant little stream without source or 
end, which lost itself ineffectually somewhere in the valley below. 

Bromley pitched his tent in the, meadow, installed his family and effects, 
and set to work. Almost entirely with his own hands he built a small house 
in the^ Tyrolean style, He bought a horse,, small but sturdy and stout- 
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hearted; and two cows. He erected a greenhouse and, last of all, some bee- 
hives. Thus, in four years he became a person of consequence in the eyes 
of his neighbours. They looked at his little six-hectares estate, a neat patch- 
work of natural colours*— like a picture in a children’s story-book— and said 
'There’s a nice Job donel” 


It was not easy to astonish the bee-keepers of that district, a district 
which might have been created especially for apiculture, under the direct 
protection too of St. Sosima and St. Savati; nevertheless Bromley aston- 
ished them. Except perhaps in the Caucasus there were no bees like his in 
the whole country. 

And the variety of gear he had! Smokers, feeding troughs, baskets for 
catching the swarms: there was no end to it all; like a museum it was. The 
whole of Bromley’s time was spent on this work; and he never rested con- 
tent till everything down to the last little detail was perfection itself. More- 
over his bees paid him handsomely. Fifty-two hives yielded him ten quin- 
tals of honey, to say nothing of the wax. 

With his flaming mop of red hair, Bromley bore himself with an air of 
proud independence. "Like a Greek god” the neighbours said; and they 
called him Jupiter, a nickname, sadly inappropriate though it was, which 
stuck to him to the end of his life. His eyes shone with the concentrated 
light of a man completely absorbed in his work; their restlessness was all 


too human to justify the divinity attributed to him. 

Each year the mottled mosaic of Bromley’s enclosure acquired some new 
splash of colour. One y^ar the hives would be repainted; another year there 
might be a new fence; or even the pink and white of a chubby baby mak- 
ing its first experiments in crawling against the brilliant green carpet of the 
lawn. . ■ ' ■ • ' . . , 

On the holding now lived three little girls, as slender, supple and ruddy 
as fox cubs. And on one fine day arrived a stiflf-backed lady with unsmiling 
eyes and a fringed parasol, the English governess Bromley had engaged for 
his children. 

The varied sounds carried by the hot summer wind across the holding— 
the chirping of crickets, the buzzing of bees, the lowing of cows, the cluck- 
ing of hens, the squeaking of the windlass of the well, were now added to 
by the rise and fall of scales played listlessly on a piano. 

Now and then Bromley would pause from his cares as head of a family 
and survey his little kingdom. He would listen to all these sounds, breathe 
deep the scents of the earth, and let his whole being fill with a sense of the 
goodness of things that told him beyond doubt that he was a happy man. 
Then, after a quick look round to make sure no one was near to spy on his 
idleness, he would throw himself down in the long grass and a benign 
smile would curl his lips as he lent his ear to the eternal language of the 
countryside. Suddenly, close, at hand he might, hear the furious buzzing of 
a bee trapped in the tangled grass; he would seek it out, then help it to free 
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itself from its green saarCj and watch it fly away free again. With its sac 
full of honey, it would make for its home in the hive; and Bromley would 
remember his duties. He would jump to his feet and set his hand once 
more to those labours which made him too resemble a busy bee. 

According to his passport, Bromley’s religion was orthodox; but he 
never went to church. He believed in God and loved Him: he looked on 
Him as the great calm source of all power, as the designer of that great 
pulse-beat which controls all living things. 

From time to time he would open his heart about such matters to his 
wife. Quiet and thoughtful, she would listen; but she did not share his be- 
liefs. Her conception of God was peace and silence ; all uncertainty, change, 
and unrest were hostile to Him. Such things, she asserted, were in the 
dominion of the Devil. With an indulgent smile Bromley gave his con- 
sidered opinion: '‘Peace and silence form a rest from trouble. This rest must 
be earned: to have value it must be preceded by anxiety. At the same 
time, if this rest never came to us, all trouble and anxiety would have been 
suffered in vain.” 

Late one night Bromley was wakened by noises made by the horses in the 
stable. He put on his dressing-gown and went out on to the balcony to in- 
vestigate. The noises ceased; but Bromley stayed outside to listen to the 
silence of the close night. Presently he became aware of a deep rhythmical 
breathing. He whispered to himself: “It is the earth breathing in deep sleep 
at the end of her hard day’s work”. Then, added to this thought, came un- 
bidden the secret suspicion that what he heard was the breathing of God 
himself enjoying a sweet repose. 

One winter’s day grim-visaged trouble made its entrance into the clear- 
ing. Against the white carpet of wind-swept snow appeared first one horse, 
then a second, then a third. The horses, spattered with snow-flakes and 
smelling of their stables, carried each a surly-Iooking man wearing epau- 
lettes and a fur cap. Under their arms were black portfolios crammed to 
bursting-point with papers. The hinges of the gate groaned mournfully as 
they threw it open. This groaning started other harsh noises. The old dog 
Rex echoed it with a bark; then, fearing his own temerity, put his tail be- 
tween his legs and slunk into his kennel from whose shelter he could in- 
spect these uninvited guests with more safety. The purpose of their visit 
was unknown to him, but he feared it deeply: he set up a plaintive howling 
as they disappeared one by one through the porch of the house, without 
even troubling to brush the snow ojSf their coats. When Bromley saw his 
visitors he too could have howled had he not inherited his English father’s 
self-control. 

One of the men, in a. tone needlessly loud for the little dining-room, 
bawled at him: “In accordance with. the, orders of the Ispolkom,^ you are to 

^Executive Committee. 
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submit yourself unquestioningly to my authority. Here is the Warrant and 
the Party Certificate. You are understood to own a number of hives: the 
whole lot are to be nationalized for the benefit of the workers : that goes 
for all the honey and wax you’ve got too.” Then one of the others, a man 
wearing a stoker’s gloves, added: “For your own good I advise you not to 
try on any bluff or to waste our time. Hand over everything you’ve got; If 
you don’t — you’ll be shot. We aren’t leaving here empty-handed.” 

Bromley clenched his teeth, and said : “I can see it’s useless for me to dis- 
pute your power to carry out what you threaten. I’ll give you some honey 
and wax; but you mustn’t take all I’ve got of it; you must leave me some 
to feed the swarms on. Even you can understand they’d all be dead in a 
week without food.” 

“Comrade,” answered the first speaker, “we’ve got our orders and we’re 
going to carry them out. The workers’ and peasants’ government com- 
mands you categorically to hand back everything you’ve filched from them. 
Don’t start arguing the point. If you don’t hand over your stuff with good 
grace it won’t make any difference : we’ll take it all the same. As to what you 
say about the bees, you can put in a special petition.” 

Bromley saw it was futile to oppose them further. He went to his study, 
took a large bunch of keys from a hook on the v/all, threw a sheep-skin 
cloak round his shoulders, and strode to the front-door. 

His wife and daughters were terror-struck when they saw the look on his 
face. All four of them stood trembling with fright. 

So disaster began. 

In the heated shed where the hives were kept, unqualified hostility was 
established at once. In ordinary business dealings Bromley was apt to be 
curt; now he was very brusque: to every word addressed to him he replied 
aggressively. He pointed to the kegs of honey^ and gruffly suggested they 
be carried out into the yard; then he stood back to watch with a cold eye 
while his property was taken from him. The five intruders sweated and 
grunted as they carried out the heavy kegs. Soon they were tired. Bromley 
still watched them motionless. 

“Eh, citizen,” one of the men said, straightening his back, “you look as if 
you thought rather a lot of yourself. We may have to teach you a sharp 
lesson. How d’you fancy the idea of finding out what it’s like to spend three 
months in an underground prison?” 

Then the leader addressed him. “My friend’s right,” he said. “You just 
stop standing there plotting sabotage. Send for someone to help us. You’re 
bound to have got some poor proletarian employed on the place.” 

“I have no one,” Bromley answered quietly. “The man I had left me last 
autumn.” 

“Then you can do the job yourself! For once in a way you can work for 
the proletariat, instead of the other way on. And, anyhow, parasites have 
been formally prohibited.” . , : , -- • : , • 
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Bromley threw him a contemptuous look. '‘Parasites/’ he said looking 
him up and down, "are people who live by the honest labour of others. All 
my life I have never worked less hard than any ordinary workman, and 
perhaps a good deal harder. This honey was produced by my labour, cer- 
tainly not by yours; yet you assume the ” He was not given time to 

finish. An obscene oath burst from the leader, followed by: "In accordance 
with my powers I have the right in the event of resistance to arrest and 
shoot you. You are resisting: I arrest you!” 

Bromley spent the next few days in an underground cellar. What im- 
pressed itself deepest on his memory of that time was not the prison bars 
nor the damp walls, but the never-ceasing tramp of feet from one part of 
the building to another across piles of broken furniture, smashed crockery, 
and an ankle-deep litter of paper. 

In addition to the soldiers guarding him, there were numbers of officials 
who bustled here and there as busy as flees, bawling at each other as they 
clumped about. And as they clumped about they ate. 

At the prison gates, in a cloud of thick yellowish steam, a crowd of men 
and women shoved and buzzed like a swarm of hungry bees. "What about 
those warrants.?” "Can I buy one?” "Where?” "Who from?” "Mister com- 
rade, can we get anything to eat here? We’ve just come from Glasovo.” 
"My horse was commandeered .five days ago; no one’s paid me a cent.” 
"Who can tell me anything?” 

"Comrades,” shouted one of the officials, "the information bureau is op- 
posite. This office is only for the verification of warrants.” 

"Tell me, my dear,” babbled one old woman, "which of these gentlemen 
are the Commissars?” 

After many postponements Bromley’s interrogation unexpectedly began, 

"Are you the proprietor Bromley?” 

"Proprietor? When I own only six and a half hectares and not a single 
labourer? I did have one, but he left me a long while ago.” 

"Henceforward you will exploit no one. You are a proletarian now.” 

"Not a proletarian, a peasant.” 

"A peasant, and you wear a tie? Don’t tell stupid lies!” 

His questioners were three in number: a jolly-looking sailor, a scowling 
mistrustful workman with tired and crafty eyes, and a third man who was 
difficult to place. He wore a leather cap. and his face was clean-shaven; he 
sat silent and there was a cruel twist to his mouth. 

On the table, which was littered with papers, were a hunk of bread, a 
sausage, and a lady’s mother-of-pearl handbag. 

The sailor, apparently taking no interest in the talk, was cleaning his 
nails with a bent fork. Suddenly, with a child-like grin, he exclaimed: 
"Comrade, you’re talking rot! You’ye made profits out of your land. That 
sort of thing’s been stopped. Now’s: the time for the workers to make a bit 
of profit for a change. That’s all there, is to it.” 
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Bromley spoke up. “The only thing that matters is the bees. The land’s 
not worth enough to worry about.” 

With his min^ the welfare of his little buzzing 

friends, he began to explain quietly and clearly how bees should be looked 
after. The sailor stopped cleaning his nails and listened attentively. It 
amused him to hear that such tiny creatures needed so much care. He lit 
a cigarette, shut his eyes, and imagined this strange kingdom of the in- 
sect world laid out before him. 

The workman pretended not to be interested in anything Bromley was 
saying. In reality he was much interested and much surprised. 

The silent man in the leather cap was waiting impatiently for Bromley to 
finish; only then would his role begin. His ill-nature got the better of him; 
interrupting Bromley in the middle of a sentence, he stuttered out in a 
monotonous foreign accent: “All that’s got nothing to do with the case.” 
The sailor put his hand on Bromley’s arm to restrain him. The three inter- 
rogators exchanged glances, then took up pens and wrote ; 

“The land of the proprietor Bromley is nationalized for the benefit of 
the working-class, furthermore it will provide accommodation for the 
children. Comrade Tchelishkin is appointed Commissar over the prop- 
erty. A proportion of the honey not to exceed four pounds per month will 
be granted to Bromley on the condition that he behaves properly. Comrade 
Tchelishkin will live on the property in a style calculated to provide him 
with substantial nourishment corresponding to human needs.” 

Bromley set out for his home accompanied by Tchelishkin and the lat- 
ter’s strange-looking mistress, a lethargic and discontented woman. After 
the bustle of the big government headquarters which the whole town had 
become, the open country slowly helped his troubled spirits to grow calmer. 

For some way the three of them walked in silence, with occasional fur- 
tive glances at each other. When they had covered seven kilometres 
Tchelishkin could stand the silence no longer. He started a conversation 
with his mistress, though his words were really addressed at the frowning 
Bromley. After a bit he spoke to him direct. “You’ll find me a strict man,” 
he said, “and they’ve given me my instructions and a copy of the proceed- 
ings in your case: I’m going to abide by them. But if you on your side will 
fall in with the instructions I shan’t have anything against you, and we’ll 
get on all right together. What d’you say about it?” 

“What can I say?” replied Bromley. “Your idea’s quite sensible — in the 
circumstances.” T 

“The situation’s like this, it seems to me,” went on Tchelishkin, “you’ll 
do your work conscientiously; and I’ll just keep an eye on things as an ac- 
credited representative of the people. That way we won’t have any cause to 
quarrel. But the first thing to be done is to form a servants’ committee.” 

Bromley chuckled. “How can we form a servants’ committee? The only 
people on the whole place are myself, my wife, and an old nurse.” ■ 
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Tchelishkin felt the irony and resented it; but it did not defeat him. 
“That's just like your sort of people," he said with 'as much contempt as he 
could put into his tone. “That's just how you intellectuals argue, like a lot 
of wriggling snakes! You say there’s no committee; well, Fm telling you 
there’s jolly well got to be one! You’re behind the times with all your silly 
excuses. A servants’ committee there’s got to be! This show’s going to be 
runproperly.’’- 

“All right; but where shall I find the members?" 

/■/.“Organize- them.": ' 

Tchelishkin’s mistress had been listening quietly; her silence became un- 
bearable to her: she chipped in with: “See he does it without any monkey- 
business, though. We all know what these bourgeois are like!" 

Bromley sighed. He thought: “This is going to be a tussle to see which of 
us can hold out longest.” 

The days that followed were filled with irritating fuss. 

“I may not have had a grand education like some people,” declared 
Tchelishkin, “but I do know something about bees." And he demanded the 
keys of the bee-house j the wood-shed, and the provision store. He reckoned 
up the amount of honey in stock, and calculated that half the quantity 
would suffice to feed the bees during the winter: so he took two full casks 
into town. When he got back he had a requisition order for hay in his 
pocket. 

Thus were sown the seeds of discord; they germinated on the question 
of living-quarters. 

Tchelishkin’s mistress took a fancy to the study: for nothing in the world 
would Bromley give it up. From morning to night their wrangling was 
heard from one end of the house to the other. The frightened children, too 
terrified to speak, hid in corners. Bromley’s wife hated rows: she would 
have preferred martyrdom to them any day. Now she counselled conces- 
sion to all demands; but Bromley would not give in. 

“You’ve shown quite plainly," said Tchelishkin, “that you have the true 
instincts of a capitalist; therefore I arrest you.” 

He took him into town. 

They set out scowling and muttering at each other; but after a while the 
snow and ice on the road cooled their tempers. Tchelishkin was the first to 
speak. 

“You’ve been behaving like an owl— if I may use the expression. I know 
what you’re thinking, you’re thinking Fm being unreasonable. It’s obvious 
you never heard F was made a chevalier of the order of St. George. No; 
you’re the one who’s being unreasonable. Why? I’ll tell you. Simply because 
you refuse to acknowledge the Revolution. Hasn’t the Revolution hap- 
pened? It certainly has! From the moment it happened, you should have 
realized you’d got to reckon with it, and give up all these silly airs and 
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graces. But no; you must go on acting like a perfect specimen of the ancient 
regime.’’,^ 

Bromley looked at him, but made no answer. He thought: ''The fellow’s 
out of his mind. Some devil has possessed him.” 

Once again they found themselves in the yellow fog of the government 
office. OiScials still strode about, and as they strode they shouted and 
chewed. The air smelt of ink, sweat, and soot. 

The interrogation was peaceable, and even had a feeling of lazy good- 
nature to it; but the verdict surprised even Tchelishkin. 

"The horse belonging to the proprietor Bromley shall be entered on the 
register and put at the disposal of the transport service. His hay, flour, and 
cattle are requisitioned.” 

Tchelishkin was extremely put out by the turn events had taken, for it 
struck at his own comfort. He was in a murderous mood. Once outside the 
office, he threw all the blame on Bromley. 

"Call yourself an intellectual?” he shouted at him. "Not enough intel- 
ligence even to get us out of a mess like this!” 

Bromley said nothing, and brooded. "If only they’ll leave the bees alone!” 
he prayed. And the bees with their long hungry proboscides knew not a 
word of what was going on. Their thoughts and dreams and hopes were 
centred only on the returning sunshine which soon would warm their 
wings again. 

The high snow-drifts lost their dazzling whiteness, then melted; the 
black earth began to peep out again; and the scent of last year’s rotting 
vegetation struck the nostrils : Spring was announcing herself. 

Bromley had just started on cleaning out the hives when the order 
arrived : "Deliver up half your hives to be distributed among more needy 
people.” He sighed and resigned himself to the inevitable. In the order 
nothing was said about sending honey as feed for the confiscated bees, and 
anyhow he could not spare it; yet compassion smote him for the defence- 
less little creatures. He packed some honey to go with them, though he 
knew quite well that the bees’ new masters would simply eat it with their 
teas. He had given it, however; what more could he do? 

All of them were needed to carry the bees to town — his wife, his daugh- 
ters, and Bromley himself. Bromley seemed to have become taller and thin- 
ner; and, as he strode along with his copper hair bared to the wind and his 
eyes fixed on the far horizon, he resembled nothing less than a Viking. To 
cheer himself up he thought: "I will breed fresh swarms.” 

Then summer came. Once more the sun’s rays made heavy the atmos- 
phere, the music of bees was heard,, and the sweet scent of rye in the ear 
was carried on the breeze. At moments Bromley felt that everything was 
back where it had been in the good old- days. The eternal regular move- 
ment animating all living matter! What was it? God? But no; the strength- 
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giving spirit was divine no longer, for everything Bromley knew and 
loved was slowly being destroyed. 

At the end of June the bees began to swarm. Tchelishkin, in the pride of 
his commanding position, pipe in mouth, strolled masterfully about the 
holding. He watched very closely the detail of all work going on. His mind 
was made up to learn this job of bee-keeping against the coming day when 
this red-headed bourgeois should finally give him cause to chase him out. 
Then he would be proprietor. 

Bromley looked up from his work in the bee-house. ‘Tor the love of 
God, don’t smoke!” he pleaded. “Bees can’t bear tobacco smoke.” 

“Well, I never!” rejoined Tchelishkin. 

“I tell you it’s true! Not only smoking either! Onions and garlic as well. 
If they smell them on your breath, they get terribly upset; and they may 
get all out of condition.” 

Tchelishkin laughed. “Is that so.? Sounds to me like sabotage on their 
part. Perhaps they’ve formed a committee.” Tchelishkin laughed again. 

A new order came; “Dispatch your new hives to the agricultural bureau 
without delay.” 

Bromley paled as he read it; then he stroked his chin. An idea came to 
him, a brilliant idea; a smile quivered in the corners of his mouth; only just 
in time did he screen it from Tchelishkin’s watching eye. “No,” thought 
Bromley, “the agricultural bureau shan’t have all the profits of all my 
labour!” He would hide the swarms in the woods — ^in boxes fitted into hol- 
low trees far from the prying eyes of treacherous men. “God help me in 
this!” 

Early next morning, while Tchelishkin still snored into his mistress’s 
ear, Bromley scoured the forest for the most hidden and inaccessible places. 
On the tops of trees he placed hives, and there carried the swarms. Tchelish- 
kin noticed nothing, neither bees full of honey flying into the woods, nor 
that the swarms had mysteriously disappeared. True he did ask once or 
twice why fewer bees were about. Then Bromley would scrutinize the 
hives with care, and scratch his head. “Have you smoked in here?” he 
asked. “You must have done! That’s a thing bees never forgive. Is there no 
way of convincing you that that is not just an idea of my own?” Bromley 
rejoiced at the easy success of his stratagem. 

In the autumn, when Bromley was gathering in the honey, a District 
Committee arrived at the house followed closely by a Commission from the 
town. Both stayed for two days. 

In the morning they quarrelled rowdily, after noon they gave themselves 
up to a plentiful and pacific meal, and in the evening they set to quar- 
. relling again: each party threatening to arrest the other. In the end they 
divided the honey among themselves and decamped, taking all the poultry 

In their quarrels the townsmen ranged themselves against the villagers. 
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‘‘You rascals, how dare you let him keep a piano? What right has he to 
have one? What have you got to say about it? What times d’you think 
we’re living in? The old regime? Is Proletariat only an empty word to you? 
And you say political power’s been put into better hands!” 

The villagers were abashed, and decided without further parley that the 
piano be requisitioned for the Youth Circle. Tchelishkin was as furious as a 
polecat; his mistress abandoned her role of lady and swore like a peasant; 
as for Bromley , . . 

The imperturbability he had inherited from his father stood him now in 
good stead: without it he would have sobbed like a child. But he was a 
strong man, energetic and enduring, and had never known the meaning 
of the w^ord despair. But his poor wife wept silently and in secret: to hide 
her tears from her children she retired to her bedroom and cried into her 
pillow. Yes, Bromley had never known despair; but it was not far off now. 

Although it was only autumn, hunger was beginning to make itself felt. 
With a sigh and a frown, Bromley sent the children out to gather mush- 
rooms, while he himself ventured into the villages to try to barter house- 
hold ornaments for flour. As for Tchelishkin, realizing what winter would 
be like on that place, he hurried back into town to get some other post 
there. On taking his leave of Bromley, he handed him an order allowing 
him to remove all the blankets, pillows and curtains. 

The concealed hives yielded good honey: the breed had not deteriorated. 
Above all Tchelishkin was gone, Tchelishkin who for so many long un- 
happy days had strode about to remind them of their misfortunes; now they 
could collect their thoughts and reflect; fill their hearts with hope, and plan 
for the future. They will never come here again! They will forget us! They 
will leave us in peace while our wounds heal! Keep quiet and don’t talk 
about them! Keep still and hide like a field-mouse when it sees a bird of 
prey wheeling against the sky above it! 

The hives were still out in the woods, where Bromley had to go secretly, 
noiselessly, to tend them, under the shielding silence of the forest. He was 
thinking of bringing them back again to the warm for the winter when a 
man came looking for him. The executive committee wished to see him, he 
was told: they had come to a decision. 

He walked to the town with anxiety gnawing at his heart, like a man on 
the watch for a bear. What new catastrophe could be waiting for him? 
But how hard it was to divine what those savage disturbers 'of the peace 
might want! The meaning of frost-feathers on window panes was easier 
,rq::::deciphef.;: 

Once again he was in the presence of those untidy piles of scribbled 
paper, those ink-stains, that irritating uproar which seemed to lead no- 
where, There was a smell of decay and cheap tobacco. From behind the 
table tired eyes stared at him, then dropped uneasily to a portfolio of 
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''It is propGsed/V he heard said, “to set up a children’s colony in your 
district. To be precise, in the words of the written order: ‘On the holding 
of the proprietor Bromley’. The order also says: ‘Expropriate the house 
within twenty-four hours’.” Bromley bowed his head: the inevitable and 
irrevocable was coming about. The tired eyes fixed their attention on a 
blot of ink, and their owner went on hurriedly: “From the humanitarian 
point of view you have all my sympathy; but what else can I do? We must 
find somewhere to put the children. As to the ‘twenty-four hours’, don’t let 
that worry you too much: it’s only put in to make it sound important. 
Everyone who writes tries to make himself sound important; that’s what 
paper’s for. But there’s always a way to get round the law. You will have 
three days’ grace. Three days, but no longer. Bear that in mind.” 

Bromley strode home with paces as long as if he were walking on stilts. 
He accepted the fact that he must now depart; and his mind was occu- 
pied only by the consideration of what articles of his moveable property 
he should take with him, what leave, what hide. The nearer he got to his 
home, the more eager he was to arrive so that he might have done with 
this sorry business. 

Sad hours followed. His wife’s first thought was for the ikons, which she 
took from the walls and crammed tightly into a hamper. Bromley had 
always carefully refrained from referenGes to her piety; now restraint was 
thrown to the winds. “What d’you want with all that rubbish?” he cried. 
“You’re mad!” 

With a look of horror his wife turned her meek blue eyes to him and 
murmured in anguish: “You too? You’ve become a bolshevik! At last 
they’ve succeeded in contaminating even you!” 

Yes, yes, anything you like! But was this a time for praying and weeping? 
The enemy was at the gate; they must hurry. In a stony silence he emptied 
cupboards, chests of drawers, trunks, of all their contents; and packed the 
most essential things in hampers. His dry lips were tight-pressed for he too 
hated parting with so many things they had known and lived with for many 
years. His wife’s dresses seemed to him a superfluous encumbrance, yet 
from consideration for her he packed them too. 

The household packing done, he went to the apiary, to bid a last sad fare- 
well to all the bulky and diverse apicultural implements he would have 
to leave behind. In orderly rows on the shelves stood the smokers, clean and 
burnished; next to them the baskets for taking up the swarms, the feeding- 
troughs, the graters, funnels for straining the wax, tea-pots, syringes, 
frames, basins for heating the , wax, buckets, honey-strainers, coarse and 
fine; an army of utensils he had chosen with so much care and which had 
served him well for so many , years. All now to be left behind, all to be 
abandoned! O dear God! For the last time he touched them, caressed 
them. There stood the Vingham smoker, shaped like a torpedo, shining 
even in the gloom; how often had his loving fingers unscrewed its parts, 
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cleaned and reassembled them with care and precision! There too stood the 
Dultia feeder. Shall I take it with me, shall I take them all? 

His wife entered the bee-shed and watched him as he quickly set to 
work. “Why take all these things,” she inquired, “when the bees must stay 
behind?” 

“The bees stay behind? How can you imagine such a thing? You must 
be mad!” . 

She asked no more questions, merely wondered how they were to carry 
such a load, how house it in an already over-crowded flat in town? She 
was surprised still more later, when he loaded not one single hive onto the 
wagonette. 

They set out in the night along the rough country roads, their ears strain- 
ing for hostile noises in the darkness. The cloudy shadows of that autumn 
night made them imagine almost they were fleeing from the shame of 
some misdeed. 

At dawn they reached the house of Bromley’s sister-in-law. Creeping like 
thieves, so as not to be seen by other tenants, they climbed the stairs. The 
children were wrapped in shawls and sent to lie in a dark corner, where 
they soon dropped off to sleep. The two women— Bromley’s wife and sister- 
in-law — wandered distracted from room to room, their eyes streaming with 
tears : like dripping candles, Bromley thought. But he was calm : a practical 
idea, tempering the gloom of his misfortunes, lay at the back of his mind. 
He sat busy thinking it over. 

For several days they talked only in undertones, as if some dread disease 
were in their midst; and the women arranged and rearranged the furniture, 
taking care to make no noise in doing it. They were surprised and alarmed 
at Bromley’s air of having nothing to fear. He spoke in normal tones, 
tramped about the house without a thought for the noise he made, and 
even chatted loudly with the neighbours. Then one fine day he disappeared. 

Late next night he returned to them. His clothes were sodden and mud- 
smeared as if he had been through a marsh. On his back was a great bundle 
of firewood; but when the bundle was untied out came four of his precious 
hives. The whole operation was carried out so secretly that, save his wife, 
no one was aware of it. She asked him where he had found the bees. With a 
knowing look he answered: “Where from but the hives I hid in the woods?” 
The others had been too dangerous to approach. 

Bromley’s active nature was satisfied only when he was sure of con- 
stant work; this satisfaction he thought to get by taking a job in an office; 
but it turned out to be sadly incomplete. Days passed and he grew morose. 
There was nothing now to hope for but a miracle. 

Bromley hated idle chatter. Unless the talk concerned a practical matter, 
of vital interest to himself, he let his attention wander to reveries of owner- 
ship, past and, possibly, to come. It was bad for him to have ample time now 
for such reveries, It led to his putting off of urgent duties. A pair of shoes 
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needed solmg? Ah well, what does it matter? Later on when times are 
better Fll buy a new pair. So he waited, fabricating comfortable fictions to 
excuse his idleness. 

Suddenly his mood changed : the sharp goad of conscience pricked him; 
he jumped to his feet. “Work, work, work!” he exclaimed. “I must work!” 
He threw back his shoulders and grappled with life anew. 

Telling no one of his purpose he settled to a task of sawing, planing, and 
boring, with a stubbornness which was all his own. His duties at the office 
— making entries in pale thin ink in ledgers, and adding columns of figures 
under the heading “Current and distributing account”— hindered him not 
at all. His boring, sawing, and planing went on. 

Then spring came again to give warmth to the air, cockchafers started 
their singing; and the bees, drunk with liberty, took flight from the home 
Bromley had built them and buzzed happily under the sky-light of the 
attic. 

Bromley too was drunk, drunk with joy. He looked quite youthful again 
as he smiled and said: “We had to go through with it, but here we still 
are!” Everything now seemed to him as it had been in the happy past, for 
could he not listen all day to the music produced against the blue sky by 
those cheerful little creatures who worked only to make themselves useful 
to others? Misfortunes were forgotten; no more notice was taken of over- 
crowding, insufficient food, nightly intrusions, or worn-out shoes. Summer 
passed at a gallop ; the sunshine quickly healed the wounds of winter and 
gave strength to the belief: “Everything will be all right. Perhaps not to- 
day, nor tomorrow, nor even the day after tomorrow; but for certain a time 
is coming when everything will be all right.” 

One thing only made Bromley uneasy. A lot of talk was going around 
about bees being kept in the attic of a certain house. People were aston- 
ished when they heard such a thing was being done; they got excited 
about it; they envied. “That chap will be a bee-keeper till he dies,” they 
said. “For two pins he’d set up a hive on the church steeple.” But Bromley 
was bothered by this talk. He wished he could shield his hccs from all those 
curious eyes and dangerous tongues. They will destroy my work with their 
chatter, he said to himself. Yet, though he pondered on the problem at his 
work, at his leisure, he could find no way to silence the chatterers. His fears 
were well-founded for, sure enough, the talk reached the ears of the authori- 
ties; and soon some uninvited guests presented themselves at his front 

They searched the whole house, then reached the attic. 

“Where did you get these bees?” they wanted to know. 

* “From the woods. They are half-wild/’ 

“What right have you to keep them?” . 

^ “Since when has it been forbidden Can you show me the decree?” He 
spoke calmly, but only because he was keeping a tight hold on his temper 
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and his fears. The men exchanged looks, and appeared to agree with his 
argument. With a nod they left him. 

Then autumn came and the time for gathering the honey. Now he was 
to see the real significance of the men’s silent and empty-handed departure. 
No sooner had he gathered all the honey than they called again. This time 
they did not leave behind them even enough honey to feed the bees dur- 
ing the coming winter. 

So the light of day went out for Bromley. His last defences had been car- 
ried; this final pillaging had broken his spirit. His shoulders drooped, his 
mouth sagged, his whole being pictured dumb wretchedness. Somehow he 
contrived to feed the bees— -they could hardly be left to die— but his saw- 
ing and planing were heard no more. Why work hard for nothing.'^ He let 
his arms drop to his sides: for the whole winter they hung limp like wet 
whip thongs. Wounded to the innermost core of his being, he mooned 
silently about the house without appearing even to notice his wife and chil- 
dren.-/ 

At last the day came when he bethought himself of two hives which he 
had once made for travelling. He fixed them with a strap to his shoulders, 
packed a change of linen and a little food in his haversack, and set out for 
Petrograd. There, surely in the general turmoil of a great city he would be 
able to pass unnoticed; there people would leave him in peace. Pray God 
they would! 

It was not a long journey, two and a half days to be exact; yet a terrible 
anxiety lay on Bromley every foot of the way, with every telegraph-pole 
that flashed by, at every station. Six times armed bands swept like snow- 
storms down upon the train and invaded the carriages. On the pretext of 
searching for contraband goods they clawed over everything. They smashed 
in boxes, thrust their ramrods through pillows, ripped, scattered, and 
swore; and finally took to themselves what they wanted — bread, butter, a 
sucking-pig, but above all flour: when they found it a white cloud would 
arise, and some poor traveller would scowl in impotent rage. 

Bromley’s bees always provoked suspicion. “Bees ? What d’you want with 
bees? I expect it’s really alcohol you’re carrying. Or even brandy; eh, com- 
rade? You’d better open it up,” 

Each time the same argument would follow. 

“What’s the good of opening it? I tell you it’s only bees! If I open the 
hive the whole swarm will die. Your smoke will get at them. Bees can’t 
abide smoke.” 

“Oh, they can’t abide smoke, can’t they? Then they’ll have to get used 
to it. And we still don’t know they, really are bees. Look here, comrade, 
you’d better stop this funny game, and show us what you’ve got. It’s our‘ 
duty to make sure; we’ve got our orders; and we’re used to tricks like 

“I give you my word of honour they’re nothing but bees.” . ^ ^ 
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‘Word of honour! YouVe thought of a fine way of convincing us! Word 
of honour indeed! A word of honour nowadays is worth less than a Soviet 
rouble. Stop wasting our time!” 

“All right; put your ear against the hive: youll hear them buzzing.” 

“I can’t hear any buzzing. What a daft trick! Here, Karatkoff, break open 
this musical box. Well get at the truth all right.” 

Six times this scene was re-enacted. Six times Bromley’s heart stopped 
beating and froze with fear. The bees would perish, tobacco smoke would 
poison them, they would weaken and fall sick. And, in the intervals when 
he dropped off, nightmares haunted and followed him. He saw before him 
great red hands with dirty fingers. Take them away! Take them away! 

After the sixth search he became calmer, and was settling himself down 
to sleep when someone shouted to him: “You just w^ait a bit! There’s still 
the stop at Mga. That’s where you’ll find you’ll really sweat.” 

“What is there special about that station.'^” 

“Special.?” The man laughed loosely, tapped his nose, and gave a know^- 
ing wink to his neighbours. “You’re not telling me you haven’t heard! 
You’ve never heard about Liga? You’ll soon find out about him. There’s a 
brigand for you. Not a man, he isn’t. He’s a devil, an imp of hell, the 
strangler of speculators — Anathase Liga!” The passengers trembled. “Even 
if you’ve got a trading-permit, he just spits on it. The authorities are too far 
away to touch him. There’s not a trick he’s not up to. He can twist any- 
thing you say to make it mean what he wants it to mean. He could prove 
that the good God himself was a speculator. That’s the sort of a fellow 
Liga is!” 

Hearts beat faster or slower according to their habit under the stress of 
fear. Then — ^Liga appeared. 

He was thin, consumptive, and sharp-featured as a hawk. Entering a car- 
riage like a general at a review, he made a haughty inspection of all those 
who were delivered into his power, and at once began to shout. Like Julius 
Caesar he referred to himself in the third person, and took no trouble to 
hide the admiration he felt for himself. 

“Good morning, citizens! I, Anathase Liga, chief of the demarcation 
line, have the honour to salute you. No doubt you’ve heard of me already. 
Allow me to feel you all over a litde. So as not to waste time, don’t bother 
to do any unnecessary undressing; and don’t try to think of any tricks to 
play on me. If any of you have got contraband goods in here, declare them. 
You know quite well you can’t fool me.” 

He spoke fast, and all the time his sharp little eyes were untying all the 
knots, piercing into valises, hampers, bales, and penetrating to the bottom 
of portfolios, into bags hung round necks, into waistcoat-pockets. 

Sometimes speculators and peasants travelling with provisions, especially 
when they belonged to the red army, tipped each other the wink, and so 
crowded up a carriage that it was diiEcult for inspectors to get into it; 
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indeed they took a grave risk in going in^ for a serious assault was easy in 
such dark and crowded conditions. 

In cases like that Liga would stand at the door glaring at the heads, feet, 
and buttocks protruding from the benches. He would let out a contemptu- 
ous roar: “Ha, you thought you’d made a nice little trap for Liga! You said 
to yourselves he’ll be too frightened to come in! Never! Liga is afraid of no 
man. Liga has ten hefty bodyguards round him. Would anyone care to feel 
their muscles? Youll find Liga a pretty shrewd fellow; and the luck is gen- 
erally on his side, what’s more. You enjoy being crowded like this, do you? 
Well, move up a bit closer: you’ll keep warmer.” 

His fearless energy was born of a consumptive’s impetuosity, the im- 
petuosity which had won him three St. George’s Crosses in the war, and 
afterwards had helped him to climb the steep ladder of executive power. 
He revelled in enterprises of danger and difficulty, missions impossible of 
achievement; and real enjoyment came to him when he could bring to his 
activities his powers of subtle imagination. For example, his imagination 
once prompted him to stop in front of a sleepy and demure-looking lady, 
and say: “I hope madam will forgive me, but the exigencies of the service 
compel me to undress her.” To the accompaniment of a chorus of laughter 
mixed with a few muttered expressions of outraged sensibility, he graciously 
led his victim out of the carriage, with an invitation to step into his office. 
There on the spittle-covered floor he made her undress. As he expected, a 
small bag of diamonds fell from her corset, some gold ten-rouble pieces 
nestled in her stockings, and a belt containing alcohol was round her waist. 
Leaving to an underling the task of drawing up a report, he returned to 
the carriage to acquaint the uneasy ant-hill there with all that had just hap- 
pened. 

“I beg you all to be calm. You know Liga will never cheat you of a little 
entertainment. Liga has just had the good luck to find twenty-two 
diamonds and the equivalent of six million roubles which will go to Mos- 
cow to be shared out among the poor. Now who else would like to un- 
dress? Whose turn is it?” 

Under the flash of his penetrating little blood-shot eyes heads were low- 
ered — as birds try to hide themselves at the sight of a gun — but some- 
times too late; sometimes a victim hid a guilty look too slowly. 

There were times, of course, when Liga was not so lucky. On some occa- 
sions his imagination led him too far; but these did not trouble him 
greatly: he knew all the ways of getting out of a predicament. 

Once he undressed an engineer, and found nothing. He felt him all over, 
ripped the lining of his coat, ransacked his luggage; there was no contra- 
band. He decided to let the man go in peace, but this engineer had other 
ideas. He explained himself as a person of importance, charged by Lenin 
himself with a task of electrification. 

“I demand an enquiry,” he said with indignation. “What right had you to 
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ur>d ess me? What cause was there? The matter shall mot rest at this!” 

Liga snorted; for a moment he was worried; then quickly calm came back 
to him: he had thought of a way out; a look as if he had just remembered 
something crossed his thin face. He opened the engineer’s valise again, 
and rummaged inside it. He found what he wanted, a small envelope 
which he now rapped on the table. ‘‘Tchourakoff,” he ordered, “write down 
this report. On such and such a date, in such and such a month, in the 
presence of so and so . . . and all the rest of it . . . then : 'In the sus- 
pected valise ’were found four improper drawings and three pornographic 
photographs. This constitutes an offence against the morals of the workers 
and peasants. The said drawings and photographs have been confiscated to 
the State. They are forwarded herewith. I await your necessary instruc- 
tions.’ ” Then he turned to the discomforted engineer. “Are you satisfied, 
citizen? Sign here, and you will receive a copy.” 

Several times people warned Liga to take care. “One day you will get 
caught,” they said, “Someone will denounce you. Your conduct is not 
always— ■shall we say?— quite correct. You haven’t done so badly out of all 
those diamonds and gold bracelets and millions; you make a pretty good 
thing too out of all the flour and butter. Take care, you may find yourself 
put up against a wall.” 

Liga laughed. “Don’t you worry about Liga! Liga could clear himself of 
anything. Just try and see if you can prove I’ve made a profit out of my 
job. You think someone may denounce me, someone may say: 'He has 
hidden a hundred million roubles’? Suppose they do. What then? Where 
are those millions? I’ve been in the hands of the Cheka once already. For 
three months they kept me in a dungeon and grilled me; and what came 
of it? I’d got into their hands through the cleverest of all examining magis- 
trates, Lekasse himself. There’s a man for you! Not one scrap of pity! He 
boasts that no one ever gets away from him: they all go to the wall — but 
not Liga. I just talked to him as if I were talking to a father confessor.” 

“You confessed?” 

“I confessed nothing, I denied everything. 'What have I done wrong?’ I 
said to him. 'All you can say is I have a rather hasty temper. What does that 
matter to the government of workers and peasants? They’ve got a hasty 
temper themselves.’ The magistrate laughed and released me.” 

“Excuse me, but what have you got there, citizen?” he asked Bromley. 

“Bees, honey-bees.” 

“Carrying a swarm, are you? Now isn’t that nice! All the same I think 
you’d better show it to me.” 

“How can I show it to you?” , 

“In whatever way you please, but, show it. Bees are fond of honey and 
have no marked objection to sugar. Perhaps it’s , really sugar you’re carry- 
ing. What makes you hesitate? You can; be quite frank about your pos- 
sessions with me. That’s what I’m, here :£pr> to help people to be frank.’” 
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“As God is my witness, these are bees and only bees!” 

“Look here> citizen, why drag God into this dirty company ?” He swept 
his arm round the carriage. “You can see for yourself all these people are 
nothing but speculators and traders. And Tm not so sure about you. To 
put it plainly, I don't believe a word you’re saying.” 

“Very well. Have the goodness to put your ear here. . . . Now can you 
hear them, buzzing?” 

“Not yet. We’d better stir them up a bit to verify your story. From the 
little education I had I seem to remember that bees are afraid of smoke. 
Well just blow a little in through this hole.” 

Bromley shuddered. “Please, please! Theyll all die! They’re almost dead 
now, in this suffocating atmosphere.” 

Liga must have heard the ring of truth in that cry, for he made no more 
effort to verify Bromley’s story; yet he was never very willing to concede 
a point. Garefully watching the effect of his words, he said slowly: “All 
right, I believe you; but why haven’t you taken out a permit? It appears 
that these bees are not government property; perhaps they belong to the 
workers and peasants . . . Ah, you see what I’m getting at? Yes, itll be 
best for all parties if you come with me while I write out a report. I’m sure 
you won’t mind waiting here till I receive the necessary instructions and the 
matter can be fully cleared up. Thatll be better for the bees too; they’ll be 
glad of a rest after travelling so far.” 

Bromley stood up. In a resigned but dignified manner he passed the 
strap of the hives across his shoulders; then said, weighing every word: “I 
must obey your orders; but I’d like you to know what I think of you. You 
are behaving wickedly, inhumanely. I am carrying these bees because I am 
a specialized bee-keeper. For no reason I can understand you want to harm 
me. The bees will die, I know that: I’ve been breeding this sort for eight 
years now; then, through a caprice of yours . . 

“Cut it short, citizen. They’ll be worrying at Petrograd why the train’s 
late.” 

“Through a caprice of yours all my hard work will be undone. I am 
ready.” Then he remembered something. He stooped down and drew from 
under the seat a black earthenware pot. “You’d better have the honey too. 
It was food for the bees. Six times I’ve managed to hide it from the bandits. 
Now I give it to you quite willingly.” 

Liga blinked his eyes and looked at him closely. Then in a tone no one 
had ever heard him use before he said: “All right, all right! Liga is not a 
dog. He knows how to give way when he comes up against someone 
honest. Bon voyage, citizen.” 

A voice from the corner of the carriage said: “Bravo, Liga! You’re not 
such a bad fellow after all.” Then when Liga. had disappeared the same 
voice said: “This chap here’s a lucky chap all right! He’s got the knack of , 
getting what he wants.” . 
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In the gloomy twilight could be heard cries of anger coming from pil- 
laged carriages further along the train; then the train moved, gathered 
speed laboriously, and with many grating sounds proceeded on its way. 

Is that the last of it? wondered Bromley to himself. Can I dare hope 
my troubles are at an end ? 

When, five hours later, the long lines of the houses of the capital came 
into view, he drew a deep sigh of relief. Arrived! God be praised! 

The train with passengers leaning like a long row of mud-splashes from 
every window steamed into Petrograd station soon after night had de- 
scended. Bromley made his way irresolutely through the crowed, then had 
difficulty in convincing himself that there were no cabs or trams to carry 
him the remainder of his journey. With a heavy heart he set out on foot 
for Lesnoi. He had not walked many paces through the soggy slush of 
snow before he realized it would be next to impossible for him to reach the 
suburbs of the city that night. Two hives weighing fifty kilos, and a heavy 
sack on shoulders already loaded down with the weariness of three days 
sitting in a train with no continuous sleep made his footsteps lag. He 
halted, swung the load from his shoulders, and sat himself down on the 
granite pedestal of a monument. Where, he wondered, could he pass the 
night? 

After a few seconds he became conscious of someone sitting beside him. 
He looked down and saw a quite tiny person muttering and swearing over 
the contents of a large sack, a child of perhaps thirteen years. 

''Could you tell me of somewhere to sleep tonight?” Bromley asked. 

"Sorry, I can’t,” the urchin answered dryly as he busied himself in empty- 
ing his pockets. "As a matter of fact I’ve got some lodgings not far from 
here, though I don’t know if they’ll let me in again. Anyhow it’s not lodg- 
ings I’ve got really; it’s more like a corner of a room.” 

"D’you think they’d let me in? I will pay. I’ll pay with bread. I’ve got a 
long way to go, to Lesnoi.” 

The boy was silent for a moment. "My landlady’s a pretty hard woman, 
what you might call a Tartar. I shouldn’t think she’d let you in: she’s too 
afraid of typhoid. Where d’ you come from? , , . Oh, from Viatkal It 
might do the trick if you said you came from Zvanka.” 

They set off side by side. For twenty paces there was silence; then 
Bromley asked: "What d’you do for an occupation?” 

"Same as everyone else, I speculate. I’ve just been to Vologda looking for 
butter.” 

"Did you get much?” 

"I got a lot of it, though there’s not much left with me now. Thirty-five 
pounds I bought; but train thieves stole fifteen, and the curds I had as v/elL 
But that’s what speculation’s like. Tell me, citizen, what’s butter worth in 
Viatka now? Is there a shortage there?” 
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“I can’t really sayj’Vreplied Bromley a little ashamed of his ignorance of 
commerce. ''I think it’s a thousand.” Then he added: “Have you any 
parents.?”:, 

“Not now,” the boy replied. “All I’ve got’s an invalid brother. He’s eight, 
but he can’t use his legs. I have to find food for him: I pay for his board 
and lodging. It’d be best for him if he died soon; I shan’t be able to do 
much more for him. I’ve been arrested four times. I go to Vologda every 
week, or to Tcherepovetz or Viatka. Fve had typhus. It got me at Vologda. 
I was in bed a month and a half, and ever since then my legs have been 
weak and Fve had a cough. I’ll die soon. What’ll happen to my little 
brother.? That bothers me. Look here, citizen, don’t go and tell my land- 
lady he’s my brother. I pretend he’s only my cousin. My surname’s differ- 
ent from his.” 

“How did that happen?” 

“It was just a bit of necessity.” He stepped over a gutter, then added 
carelessly: “I stabbed one of the brigands in the hand. I meant to get him in 
the side, but I only cut his hand. They put me down to go to a peni- 
tentiary colony, but I slipped out of that all right, then I changed my name. 
That’s to say, I didn’t really change my name. What I did was to buy an 
identification card for a pound of butter.” He laughed. “Now I’m like an 
actor, I go about with someone else’s name. D’you think it matters.? Before 
I die I’ll confess about it. The long and short of it is, Fm a globe-trotter.” 

Shifting his sack onto the other shoulder the boy asked gently : “Tell me, 
citizen, can you think out a way of making sure my little brother gets what 
he needs.? You see, when I’m dead there’ll be no one to get food for him. 
He can’t look after himself. Fve just been to a fortune-teller. I gave her half 
a pound of butter to tell me without any mincing of words what my future 
was. She said I’d die soon. That’s all right for me, but there’s my brother. 
I once won a million and a half at cards. I thought it’d do to fix up my 
little brother’s life for him, but it didn’t work out like that. The whole lot 
went on caramels and chocolate. I bought him a quilt though, but nothing 
else. D’you think you could advise me what to do.?” 

“How old are you.?” Bromley asked. 

“Twelve,” answered the young globe-trotter, “but even so I can read and 
write.” 

Bromley had no time to think over the boy’s question. He had suddenly 
to duck his head to enter the dark passage of a porter’s lodge in which his 
feet dragged in mud below and water dripped down his neck from above. 
Then they crossed a dismal courtyard impregnated with the stink of cats 
and bathed with the rank effluvium of an ancient dwelling. 

“What’s your name,?” asked Bromley; 

“Gania, Gabriel.” 

“Well, Gabriel, plead my cause weih Fm very tired. It’s a long way to 
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Gania clicked his tongue with compassion and said: “Yes, that’s a long- 
long way, and a state of siege has been declared. You’re forbidden to be 
out after eleven.” Then he pulled hard at a cracked bell. A dog barked. 
Footsteps dragged themselves nearer. A cautious unfriendly voice asked: 
"Who’s there.?” 

"Me.” 

"Me who.?” 

“Me, of course!” 

Cautiously the door was opened. The landlady listened to Bromley’s re- 
quest with a half-hostile attitude, and refused firmly. “I’ve no rooms vacant. 
You can’t have lodgings if you’re not registered. Etc. Etc.” 

Since he was on the point of collapse with fatigue, Bromley pleaded 
humbly with no effort to conceal his misery. “No, no, I won’t let you in!” 
the landlady screamed. Then she turned angrily to Gania: “As for you, you 
have no right to live here at all. In future you can find somewhere else. 
D’you think this is a hotel.?” 

Bromley sighed. He was by now resigned to having to move on some- 
where else, but he ventured questioningly: “A pound of honey?” 

The landlady reflected for an instant, then to confirm what she thought 
she had heard, asked: “What d’you say?” 

“I will give you one pound of honey for a night’s lodging,” 

“In advance?” 

“Yes, yes!” Bromley exclaimed excitedly. With great relief he slipped the 
strap of the hives from his shoulder: he felt that in another moment he 
would have fallen where he stood. Half an hour later he was stretched his 
full length on a straw mat and his cloak was over him. A night-light 
burned brightly, till by-and-by it spluttered out. The bees were out in the 
corridor. Gania was sitting on the foot of his brother’s bed. While waiting 
for sleep to claim him, Bromley listened to the little globe-trotter’s soft 
voice telling his ailing brother all about his expedition in search of butter 
and all his grand plans for the future. He remembered the words of his 
wife, “Unrest and uncertainty are the opposites of God: they lie in the 
domination of the Devil.” Then, his imagination half paralysed by drowsi- 
ness presented to him, not Gania sitting on the foot of the bed, but a perky 
little imp possessed of the spirit of cunning and knowing well how to use it 
to further his mischievous ends. Suddenly a torturing thought came to him: 
the bees? Were they still alive? Would they die in this used-up air? Would 
this cold and the jolting of their journey prove too much for their re- 
sistance? Was all his work to be brought to nothing? Were all his hopes to 
be crushed? If only the good God had not planned that for him! 

His sleep was sound, though punctuated by a short and vivid dream. He 
saw himself at his old home taking up a new swarm, while beyond him the 
white frocks of his three little girls frisked in and out of the hives against 
the brilliant metallic green of the grass. 
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In the morning he had a quiek conference with Gania. If the latter went 
to Viatkaj he would go and see Bromley’s wife, and hand her a letter ask- 
ing her to provide him with shelter and tell him all the news. Then Bromley 
threw the strap of the hives across his shoulders, and set out for Lesnoi. 

As he trudged by muddy pavements and snow-strewn streets he won- 
dered whether he would find the landlady he had known still in charge of 
his old apartments. When he had known her she was fifty: that was ten 
years ago. Perhaps she had died.f^ Perhaps she had moved.? Alternately he 
felt convinced: “She will still be there”; “She will be gone”. He tried to 
tell his fortune in this by counting the numbers of the windows in the 
houses he passed : an even number would mean he found his old landlady, 
an odd number— the dreaded reverse. Seven times he tempted providence. 
Six houses in Viborg Road gave a favourable result. His anxiety assuaged, 
he gave his mind to other matters. “When I’ve got myself settled in, 111 sell 
my gold watch; then I’ll be able to buy a board and fix the hives by the 
window. There’ll be a little hole in the window they can fly out by.” 

The melting snow around him stank putrid from the rotting rubbish it 
contained; yet in the midst of this miasma of decay he imagined suddenly 
he smelt the sweet perfume of acacias. He remembered there were acacias 
at the house he was making for. Was this sudden feeling that he smelt 
them a kindly message that after all his troubles his quest would be suc- 
cessful.? Or was it trying to tell him the acacias had been cut down, cut 
down as the fence would have been to feed the stove? Derelict and forlorn 
the house rose before his imagination like a plucked fowl. Pray God this 
had not happened! His misgivings grew as he trudged forward. 

His anxiety was not justified. He found everything he had hoped for: his 
old landlady, the acacias, and even a room free. True the room was empty 
of furniture, there was no glass in the windows, the skirting had been torn 
away, but — ^it was a room. The landlady too had the same pillaged and 
patched appearance. Instead of shoes on her feet was a multiplicity of thick 
old socks, and the rest of her resembled a busted pillow. 

When she first opened the door to Bromley she eyed him with a cold sus- 
picious eye; then recognition twisted her wrinkles into smiles; in a shrill 
voice, which matched ill with her thick curves, she welcomed him: “You? 
It’s not possible!” 

“Yes, it is me.” 

Yes, yes, she thought, Mr, Bromley it certainly is, but a changed Mr. 
Bromley; his bearing was different and his eyes were tired now and yellow, 
sad, and a little dim. His red hair too had lost its golden sheen. One thing 
however remained the same — the stubborn line of his eyebrows. That still 
showed vigour, youth, and staying-power. As she looked at him her memo- 
ries made her blush. She recollected shamefacedly the love she had felt for 
this bright student, the advances she had been the first to make, the cold 
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Bromley quickly told the story o£ his misfortunesj and ended: ‘1 want to 
try my luck in Petrograd. Can you take me in? It’s my last throw.” 

The landlady glanced at the bees and nodded her shawl-covered head. 
“You stay here with me and do what you like. I know yoUj you’re one of 
the obstinate ones.” 

Her words seemed to lighten by a thousand kilos the weight on Bromley’s 
back. He threw back bis shoulders, and his heart beat normally again. The 
memory of his troubles slipped from him. He felt an urge to shout with 
joy! But no, the blows fate had dealt him had taught him not to be excited 
by a trifling triumph. Now that the problem of where to live was solved, his 
mind flicked back to his bees; but it was quickly recalled by the demands 
of friendship : he told his landlady about his three red-headed little girls, his 
quiet and thoughtful wife, and the fresh green meadow where he had 
pitched his tent those long years ago. Then he fell silent and went up to 
his room. 

In solitude there he set himself to the labours he had planned. He bought 
some planks and carpenter’s tools, mended the windows and stove, and 
above all fed his bees. Their need of care was great: the journey had upset 
them more than even he had feared. They shivered as if frozen; they seemed 
almost to want to die. But Bromley knew he would pull them through, and 
everything would come right again as it had been in the long-distant past. 
An almost heavenly strength possessed him as his spirits rose. 

In his mind’s eye he saw the arrival in Petrograd of his quiet wife and 
noisy children. Then he saw himself accepting a nice comfortable job in 
the pine forest; there they would all live in a little wooden house, and a 
meadow could be seen through the windows (how could anyone live with- 
out a green meadow?) and also this was the most important thing— on the 
grass would be a mottled mosaic of bee-hives. He thought he could already 
feel the waving steamy heat of the burning summer sun, and hear the most 
beautiful music in the world, the buzzing music of those industrious little 
creatures which God had sent onto earth to set an example to us all. Already 
too he was inhaling the sweet aromas of evening as they lapped against his 
face like rollers of the ocean; he saw the bees at the close of day, tired, with 
their full honey-sacs flying slowly home to their hives; and he heard the 
sonorous timbre of his daughters’ laughter. This last thought brought him 
back from his reverie. What was happening to his wife and daughters ? 

Remembering Gania’s promise to call at his home in Viatka, he hurried 
across the city. As he strode along he thought out the best way of placing 
the feeding-troughs and wondered whether it would be necessary to plant 
some mignonette. 

Gania was not at home when he arrived; but his little paralysed brother 
foraged in a mess of broken chocolate and sunflower seeds under his pillow, 
and produced a crumpled envelope. Bromley tore it open, and the mean- 
ing of the few words he read in a clumsy^ childish hand surged over him 
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like a flood of corroding poison: “Our darling mother died yesterday of 
Spanish flu.” 

For once the fortitude and self-control he had inherited from his father 
did not serve him. He let out a roar of anguish. A fierce hatred shook his 
whole body. Against whom? He could not have said. The little invalid 
gazed at him with the big compassionate eyes of an ikon, and sensed the 
presence of grief. Although this was a stranger’s grief and he was ignorant 
of its cause, he began sobbing silently. 

Bromley regained control of himself. A decision was called for. His chil- 
dren were there in Viatka with no one to look after them: here were his 
bees in the same condition. His blood was there : here was the altar of his 
hopes. He clenched his teeth, and set himself to unravel the knot. The two 
possible solutions to the dilemma inevitably clashed. 

Because bees do not like smoke, Bromley had never tasted tobacco; now 
he felt an irresistible envy for all smokers. As soon as he was out again in 
the street he bought himself a packet of cigarettes; then he said to himself: 
“Before I have finished the packet, I must have made up my mind.” 

He set out on the streets to Lesnoi as he had done twelve days before. 
Again he sought to discover his fate by counting the windows of the 
houses: even numbers, he would go back to Viatka; odd numbers, he 
would stay in Petrograd. He had not walked half the way, however, nor 
finished the cigarettes before he made the sudden and irrevocable decision 
to stay. He had left Viatka without a thought about whether he had the 
right to leave or not; perhaps a second time he would not be allowed to 
leave. In that event the bees in Petrograd would certainly perish. He must 
stay here and send for his children. 

When he got home he went straight up to bed, without seeing his land- 
lady, After any deep emotion he usually slept heavily and long — ^like a new- 
born baby, as they say in story-books. Now he slept for fifteen hours on 
end. When he woke again he had a racking headache and his legs were 
weak. The calm assurance he had felt when he took his decision to stay in 
Petrograd had somewhat waned. However he sat down and wrote a letter 
to friends at Viatka about his children; but a dull indifference to what 
might happen had got him in its clutches. Nevertheless he attended to his 
bees with his usual affection: he filled their feeder with sugared water, then 
lighted the stove with care not to make a smoke. This duty done, he set 
himself to planing a piece of wood, for some small boxes were needed. But 
he groaned at his work. A clogging tiredness weighed him down. Was it 
from grief? he wondered. 

The tiredness became too much for him. He put his tools aside, and lay 
down on the pallet, pulling his cloak around him; quickly he fell into a 
light disturbed sleep. 

It was as if only one half of his consciousness slept. The waking part 
stood watching everything that happened to the other. Fantastic appari- 
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tions went in and out of it illuminated by a red-hot fire; then they piled 
themselves together into heavy round blocks of varying sizes. They made 
noises too. At first they resounded like balls in a skittle-alley, then they 
tinkled, then, when they struck his skull and started spinning, they made 
a rattling sound. It was incomprehensible and meaningless; but his waking 
part went on watching closely while the little blocks swallowed the big 
ones and hungrily chewed them into tiny pieces. Still unsatiated they at- 
tacked his head from every side, sometimes coming near his teeth. Then 
he snapped at them and tried to chew them to ease the pressure on his 
skull He did not succeed in this; but soon some large grindstones came 
to his aid. They had no difficulty in crushing all the blocks, but they went 
further: as if by accident, they swallowed the side of his head which lay on 
the pillow. Then followed terrible minutes, terrible because each grind- 
stone had a face at the base of which waggled a jaw resembling the snout 
of a pig. But eventually everything ended well: the grindstones started 
turning, the faces moved, and the jaws chewed and gnashed with fury. 
Occupied with their own work, they paid no more attention to Bromley. He 
sighed with relief, sat up quickly, and looked around him. His room was 
in darkness, and his head seemed not to belong to him: it had become hor- 
ribly heavy, and pivoted as if it had been set in motion by invisible pistons. 

‘1 must have caught cold,” thought Bromley, vexed. He remembered a 
tin of aspirin he had put on a shelf soon after he arrived there two weeks 
ago. He would take some now. He tried to rise, but the effort required was 
too much for him: his head fell back on the pillow, the last ounce of 
strength left his body, and dreams recaptured him. 

This time the dream was of a snow-storm with mounted men in great 
fur caps riding through it. Then everything became a blank. 

Four days later the landlady knocked timidly on his door. She knev/ his 
liking for solitude, and would never enter his room without being called, 
even to make the bed. Now, getting no answer to her knocking, she 
knocked again, and again and again and again. Then she cautiously opened 
the door, and threw a quick look round the room. She saw Bromley lying 
with his eyes open, wild, and bloodshot. On the bare floor he was lying: the 
mattress, blankets, and pillow had been tossed aside. Great runnels of hot 
dirty sweat trickled across his temples and splashed to the floor boards, 
whence rose a thin thread of steam. 

The landlady looked at his eyes, and fled the room terrified. A few 
minutes passed and she returned accompanied by a white-coated student. 
In silence and with every care they tried to get him back into bed. He re- 
sisted them: he shouted, kicked, and threw off again the pillow they had 
placed under his head. So they tied his body and legs in the bedding; then 
they left the room. 

For several minutes Bromley lay still uttering incoherent groans. Sud- 
denly he sat up, shook himself, and placed his elbows on a chair beside 
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him. With a great effort he succeeded in standing to his full height, drag- 
ging with him the blankets, mattress, and pillow which were tied to him. 
He took a step forward, panted, and stood still. He seemed to be listening 
for something, and his face shone with the gleam of happy madness. 

The hot rays of the spring sunshine had set the bees in a flutter and were 
calling them out of doors. They buzzed feverishly in their hives and 
crowded in and out through the hole in the window. Listening to the 
familiar happy sound, Bromley, hobbled like a horse, tottered to greet them, 
his face glowing with joy. 

Standing there in the sunshine he once again resembled a Greek god. 
Tall and defiant, his copper-coloured hair shining like an aureole round his 
head, his body swathed in steam from the feverish sweat: the picture was 
of a divine being hovering in the clouds. 

But a weight on his back and on his legs, an insupportable weight, 
anchored him to the earth and made him powerless. With growing irrita- 
tion he shook himself, he threatened some invisible enemy with his bony 
fists, then, with the violence of despair, tried to throw off his ridiculous 
bonds, a pillow, a mattress, and a quilt. For a moment his arms thrashed 
like flails, then slowly grew feeble, and his strength ebbed never to rise 
again...: 

The famished bees, now four days without food, crept for the thousandth 
time sadly, hopefully, and uselessly along their empty feeding-trough. Then 
they dragged themselves across the floor towards their master, and there 
they stood perplexed in front of his cold and glazing eyes. 
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Pantaleimon Romanof 

(1884- ) 

TRANSLATED BY STEPHEN GRAHAM 


It seems as if there never had been so naagnificent a spring before. 

But, dear Verusha, I feel sad. 

Sad, ill, as if Fd done something rather second-rate. . . . 

Fve a bottle with a broken neck in my window at the hostel, and a broken 
withered little branch of bird cherry in it. I brought it home last night. . , . 
And when I look at that bottle, somehow I want to cry. , , i 
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ril be brave and tell you all. I lately made the acquaintance o£ a comrade 
from another faculty. I am far removed from sentiment of any kind, as he 
would say; far from bewailing lost innocence, and even further from any 
gnawing of conscience over my first '‘fall.” But there is something that rubs 
me up the wrong way, not clear, confused, ever present, 

111 tell you later, with “shameless” frankness, how it all happened. But 
first of all I would like to put some questions to you. 

When you and Paul were united, for the first time, didn’t you wish that 
the day of your first love might be to you a sort of festival day, somehow or 
other different from the everyday.? 

For instance, would it have seemed humiliating to you, on that spring 
festival day of your life, to go out of doors in dirty boots, or to wear a torn 
or soiled blouse? 

I ask you because all my acquaintances, the folk of my own age, look 
on the matter differently. I do not seem to have sufficient pluck to think 
and act just as 1 feel. 

It needs a good deal of effort to go against the accepted opinion of those 
among whom one lives. 

With us the accepted attitude towards the beautiful is one of youthful 
disdain, and it is the same with regard to any daintiness or correctness of 
attire or fastidiousness in the home. 

Our hostel is all dirt, filth, disorder, tumbled beds. Cigarette ends on the 
window ledges, flimsy partitions between the cubicles all covered with torn 
placards and advertisements. Ther is not one of us who tries to beautify his 
dwelling, and as there is a rumour that we are going to be transferred to 
another building, the students are even more careless than they would be 
ordinarily, and frequently do deliberate damage to the place. 

It is as if there were someone or other before whom we are ashamed 
to be seen occupying ourselves with such trifles as a clean and beautiful 
room and healthy fresh air in it. It is not because we have serious business 
on hand and no time, but because we feel obliged to despise everything 
connected with care for beauty. 

That is the more strange because we all know that the powers that be, 
our poverty-stricken proletarian powers, spend a vast amount of money 
and energy simply to make everything beautiful, putting flower-gardens all 
over the place, the like of which was unknown under the old regime of 
squires and capitalists, though they prided themselves on their love of an 
elegant, beautiful life. All Moscow gleams with stucco, and our university, 
which stood a hundred years looking like a tumble-down police station, 
has now been converted into the most beautiful building in Moscow. 

, And we . . . feel an involuntary pride in the fact that it is so beautiful 
But for all that, our own life inside these walls, purified by our new gov- 
ernment, our own life is dominated by filth and disorder. 

All the girls and our men-comradcs behave as if they were afraid of being 
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accused of delicacy and good manners. They deliberately cultivate a coarse 
and debauched way of talking and slap one another on the hips. And when 
they refer to sex they make use of the most coarse expressions, the most 
disgusting street slang. 

•The most abominable epithets have with us full civic rights. And when 
some of our girls, I will not say all, a few, feel mortified, something even 
worse sets in. The rest try to accustom them '‘to the mother tongue.” 

Cynicism, the tone of coarse debauch and the trampling underfoot of all 
fastidiousness alone have success. Perhaps it is because we are a poverty- 
stricken lot, and having nothing to spend on dress, we just spit upon the 
whole business or like to pretend that we do. Or it may be that we think 
of ourselves as the soldiers of the revolution, for whom naturally senti- 
mental notions and fastidiousness have no place. But if we are soldiers of the 
revolution we ought somehow to take an example from the power we have 
set up, and strive for beauty in life not simply for the sake of the beautiful, 
but for the sake of cleanliness and health. For that reason it seems about 
time that we decided to give up this exaggerated, over-emphasised barracks 
style. 

But, you know, the majority like it. To say nothing of our men, our girls 
like it; it gives them more freedom and demands little exercise of will on 
their part. 

But this neglect of the beautiful, the pure and the healthy leads to an 
appalling hooliganism in our intimate relationships. It begets a coarseness, 
a lack of ceremony, a fear of showing the least human delicacy of feeling 
or of sensibility or care towards one’s woman friend or any of the girls. 

It all comes from the fear of infringing the unwritten moral code. 

Things are different with you at the academy. I am sometimes sorry that 
I entered the university. My mother, who is a village midwife, looks up to 
me with a sort of pious respect as to a higher being, but I often wonder 
what she would think if she saw the filth in which we live and heard the 
latest bad language that we habitually use. 

For us love does not exist; we have only sexual relationships. And so, 
love is scornfully relegated to the realm of "psychology,” and our right to 
existence is only understood physiologically. 

The girls live with their men friends, and it is a small matter to go with 
them for a week or a month, or promiscuously, for one night only. And 
anyone who is trying to find in love anything beyond the physiological is 
laughed down as mental or a bad case. 

n 

What does he think he is? An ordinary student in high boots and a blue 
blouse unbuttoned at the neck.. He always pushes back his untidy locks 
from his brow with his hands. 
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His eyes attracted me. When he is by himself and is walking along the 
corridors one feels a great seriousness and calm in his eyes. 

But directly he fell in with any of his felloW'-students he became, it seemed 
to me^ exaggeratedly noisy, loose and coarse. The girls inspired him with 
self-confidence because he was handsome, the men because he was clever. 
He seemed to be afraid to lose the sort. of leadership which he had. 

I saw two men in him, one possessing a good deal of inner strength and 
seriousness of mind, the other a vulgar wag who irritated you by the way 
he had of showing off and impressing others with the appearance of being 
very coarse, much more coarse than, in fact, he is. 

Yesterday at sunset we went out for the first time together. Evening still- 
ness had settled on the city and the street noises were subdued. The air 
was fresh and there was a pleasant odour of the damp earth coming from 
the squares. 

“Come along to my place, I don’t live far from here,” said he. 

“No, Fm not coming.” 

“What’s that? Etiquette?” 

“It’s not etiquette at all. That, in the first place. In the second place, it’s 
very pleasant out of doors at the mbmenti” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

We walked along the quay and stood for a while at the drawbridge. A 
girl came selling branches of bird cherry blossom, ! bought a spray of it 
and had to wait a long while for my change. He stood to one side, look- 
ing at me and frowning slightly. 

“Can’t you get on without cherry blossorn.f^” 

“I can. But it’s better with cherry blossom than without.” 

“I manage always without cherry blossom, and somehow it does not turn 
out badly,” said he, grinning unpleasantly. 

Two girls were ahead of us. A whole crowd of students were mauling 
them, and when they tore themselves away the students burst into fits of 
laughter, stared after the girls and called out things after them. 

“They’ve put the girls in a bad temper. Went to them without cherry 
blossom, and the girls took fright,” said my companion. 

“Why do you dislike cherry blossom so much?” I asked. 

“Well, it all ends the same way, cherry blossom or no cherry blossom. 

. . . Why mince matters?” 

“You speak in that way because you have never loved.” 

“Why is that necessary?” 

“Then what is there in a woman for you?” 

“Oh, drop this Chinese ceremoniousness and call me thou, don’t call me 
you! As for woman, there is something there for me, and I dare say it 
amounts to a good deal.” , . 

, “I shan’t call you you. If everyone uses thou there is no pleasure in it.” 

We passed some lilac bushes. I stopped a moment to pin the cherry bios- 
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som to my blouse. He made a sudden movement, pushed back my bead and 
tried to kiss' me., v 

I pushed him back. 

“Don't want to; all right, don’t!" said he calmly. 

“I don’t want it. As you don’t love anyone, it’s all the same to you what 
woman you kiss. If instead of me it had been someone else, you’d have 
wanted to kiss her just the same." 

“Quite right A woman also kisses whom she wants to, and does not 
confine herself to one. We had a little beano lately, and the fiancee of a 
friend of mine who was there kissed me with as much gusto as she did 
him. And if it had been someone else near her, she’d have done the same 
by him. And. that couple are marrying for love at the registration office 
and the rest of it.” 

I was annoyed in the depths of myself when I heard him speak thus. I 
had fancied that he was not entirely indifferent to me. How many times 
had he sought my glance even when I was in a dense crowd of other stu- 
dents! And why should he spoil this delightful spring evening with licen- 
tious and coarse ideas, when one craved tenderness and quiet conversation.? 

I hated him at that moment. We were passing a bench on which a lady 
of a kind was sitting. She wore silk stockings and her legs were crossed 
above the knees. She raised her eyes whenever anyone went by. 

My companion stared fixedly at her. And having gone on a few steps he 
turned round and stared at her again. I felt as if I had been stung. 

“Let’s sit down here," said he at the next bench. He wanted to sit down 
there so that he could continue to stare at her. 

All at once I felt so upset that I felt I might begin to cry. Fearing lest 
I should break down, I told him I did not want to be with him any longer 
and said good-bye. 

He was taken aback, and evidently bewildered. 

“Why?" he asked. “Don’t you like me to be sincere? Would it be better 
if I dressed my ideas up and lied?" 

“I’m sorry you do not possess anything that does not need to be dressed 
up." 

“Well, what are you going to do about it?” said he, as if not at first grasp- 
ing what I meant. “In that case I’ll be going also. Good-bye." He held my 
hand in his for a moment. “Only it’s foolish, it’s foolish,” he repeated, and 
threw my hand down and strode away towards his homie. 

I also was taken by surprise. I did not think that he would go away. 

I stopped on the corner of the boulevard and looked round. It was one 
of those May nights when you feel that the life encompassing you is for 
that night only and never to be repeated. The moon, with wisps of cloud 
about her, stood on high in a warm, cloudy yellow haze. The far-distant 
sunset tones were lost behind the roofs of many houses and the Kremlin 
towers. And the infrequent street lights were dimmed by the moonlight, v; 
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And there were gay crowds of young men and girls in the brightly lighted 
square in front of the cathedral, and loving couples on the garden seats 
under low-branching, close-cropped trees and lilac bushes. 

There was a murmur of light conversation and laughter; one saw the 
glowing ends of cigarettes. Everyone seemed affected, intoxicated by the 
awakening warmth of the night and eager not to lose a moment of it. 

But when such a night strikes no chord in your soul, when you are lonely 
and miserable and have no companion, you feel very sad, you could not feel 
:Worse. 

A few moments earlier I had been indifferent whether he was with me 
or not. But the thought of his staring at that woman on the bench preyed 
oil my mind. I felt a tearful anxiety, and I weakened to such an extent that 
I wanted nothing else in the world but that he should be with me. 

In a word— don’t condemn me— I could not bear to be like one who has 
been expelled from the glad company, thrown out from the choir, this 
spring festival night. 

And without considering what it might mean, I retraced my steps and 
hurried towards his house. 

Ill 

There was but one thought in my head : he might have gone out, I might 
be late, I might remain solitary. And then I reproached myself for break- 
ing away from him so ridiculously without making the slightest effort to 
bring out the good side of his character. 

I reflected that in this I had behaved in just the same way as those who 
shrug their shoulders at unpleasant conditions and do nothing to better 
them. It meant that I wanted to get something better without any expense 
of energy on my part. 

I went under the gateway of the old stone house and felt the strange 
contrast of the air of the warm May night out of doors and the cold reek of 
unheated walls. 

There are still many entrances like this in Moscow, with unwashed doors 
and rags of old advertisements hanging from them, filthy outer stairways 
scribbled over and unswept. 

He didn’t at all expect to see me again. Apparently he was about to sit 
down to work. There was a slight table that looked like a plasterer’s 
trestles set up against one of the walls. An electric lamp bulb hung on a 
cord from the ceiling, but had been pulled over to the table and was fixed 
there by a nail. 

“So, the heroine has returned!” he exclaimed. “Evidently thought better 
of it. So much the better.” 

He came up to me grinning and took me by the arm. Perhaps he was 
going to kiss me or stroke me, but he did neither. 
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was sorry we quarrelled and I wanted to put it right,” said I . 

“What was there to put right? Wait a moment, 111 put a notice on the 
door that Fm not at home. Otherwise someone may come.” 

He wrote out the notice, standing at the table, and then went out with 
it. Alone in the room, I had a look round. 

This room of his had the same general character as that staircase. The 
walls were scrawled with telephone numbers; cigarette ends and scraps of 
paper littered the unswept floor. There was a tumbled, unmade bed along- 
side one of the walls, just as in one of our rooms at the hostel; dirty dishes 
on the window-ledge, empty bottles, butter-paper, egg-shells, cans. 

I felt somewhat embarrassed and could not think what I would say to him 
when he came back. It would not be very wise to be silent, as that might 
be construed to mean something quite different. 

Then it occurred to me to ask myself why he had gone out to fix that 
notice on the door. What if someone did come? 

Suddenly I understood, and at the thought I went dizzy and caught my 
breath. With a beating heart I went to the window-ledge, having the inten- 
tion of clearing away the bottle and cigarette boxes to make a place to sit 
down. I saw that my hand trembled. All the same I did clear the ledge and 
lay down on it on my stomach. 

I had never felt before such an agitated tension of expectation as I did as 
I lay there listening for what might happen behind my back. 

My only regret was that the best minutes of my life and happiness, per- 
haps of my first day of love, must be accomplished in the midst of the 
leavings of yesterday’s food in this bespattered, dirty room. 

That was why, when he came back into the room, I suggested we go out 
for some fresh air. 

An expression of surprise and vexation flitted across his face. 

“Why?” he asked. “Haven’t you just come from out there?” 

Then his voice changed. 

“I’ve fixed it so that nobody is likely to disturb us. Don’t talk nonsense. 
I’m not going to let you out anywhere now,” said he hurriedly. 

“I don’t like being here.” 

“Ah, beginning all that over again . . said he crossly. “What’s the mat- 
ter? Where do you want to go to?” 

His speech was choking and rapid, and his hands trembled when he 
thought to restrain me from going. 

My hands also trembled, and my heart beat so violently it was dark be- 
fore my eyes. A conflict was raging in my mind, the mood of surrender, 
the feeling that no one would disturb us, and the mood of protest, en- 
gendered by his thievish hurried whisperirig, his greedy haste and the loss 
of his calm and self-restraint. He seemed to have only one thing at heart, 
to succeed before any of his comrades burst in upon him. He showed im- 
patience and irritation at the slightest show of resistance on my part. , 


m6.' ;■ 

We women even in free love cannot look too squarely at the actual Fact. 
For us the fact is always at the end of the chapter, while at the beginning 
we are charmed by the man himself, his mind, his talents, his soul, his 
tenderness. We always begin by desiring something other than physical 
union. When this other desire has not been satisfied and a woman falls a 
victim to the momentary impulse of her senses, she experiences a disgust 
with herself instead of a fullness and happiness. She becomes hostile to the 
man as towards an accomplice in her fall, as towards a gross being who has 
forced her to have disagreeable and abominable sensations. 

The unmade bed, those egg-shells in the window, the dirt, his furtive 
glances, and the feeling that things were not going the way they should, had 
alreacly discountenanced me. 

/‘I can’t remain!” I exclaimed, almost in tears. 

“Now what’s the matter? Don’t you like the furniture? Not enough 
poetry in it? But I’m not some baron • . •” he cried with ill-concealed 
vexation. 

I suppose the expression on my face changed at his shouting, for, as if 
anxious to undo the impression he might have made by these words, he 
began to calm me in hurried whispers. 

'That’s all right, dear, stop . . . it’s quite true someone might come in.” 

I ought most certainly to have gone away then. But the fact of being 
alone with him there enkindled such sheer desire in me as in him. I chose 
to deceive myself and stayed on in the false expectation that something 
would intervene. ... 

"Wait, I’ll make some poetry for you,” said he, and turned out the light. 

That was better truly, for one did not see the dirty bed nor the bottles 
nor the cigarette ends on the floor. 

I stood at the window with my back to him. He came up behind me and 
put an arm round my neck while I remained looking out at the window. 
I could not see the expression of his face, but I was grateful to him for that 
embrace. I would have liked to stand there for a long, long while. 

But his impatience got the better of him. He kept thinking that his com- 
rades might come in. "How long will you stand there?” he asked, leading 
me away from the window with his arm. 

When we got up he first of all turned on the light. 

"Oh, I don’t want any light,” I cried in misery and alarm. 

He looked at me with astonishment, and shrugging his shoulders, turned 
the light out again. Then he went back to the bed and began to tidy it. 

"I must put my room-mate’s bed straight, otherwise Vanya’ll guess right 
away that I’ve had a lady in tho room,” said he. 

He was fussing around the bed and was on all-fours on the floor, evi- 
dendy looking for something. I wb left alone. Presently he came up to me. 
Almost against my will I :^ye a deep sigh and turned my head round to 
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see him. I was struggling with all my strength to overcome my feelings. He 
stretched out- a hand. , 

“There/’ said he^ “your hairpins. I crawled and crawled about the floor. 
Why must you be absolutely wdthout light.? You’d better be off now or 
somebody will be along. Fll see you out by the back way. The front door 
will be :shut now.” ; "f' 

We did not say a word to one another, and somehow seemed to he 
.avoiding one /another’s eyes., ,, 

When I got into the street I walked some way mechanically, without a 
thought. Then suddenly I felt something metallic in my hand and I shud- 
dered, remembering that it was the hairpins which he had put in my palm. 
I even stood and gazed at them. They were certainly hairpins, nothing 
more or less. 

Still holding them in my hand, I staggered home. I still had that spray 
of crumpled blossom on my blouse, and it hung loose like a rag. 

And the same wonderful night held sway over the town. The moon stood 
high over the masses of buildings, and the little clouds were like curling 
smoke. The same vague, misty horizon lay far away over the city. 

And there was the same aroma of apple blossom, bird cherry and 
grass..,. 
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Vassili Grossman 

(1908- ) 

TRANSLATED BY JOHN RODKER 


It was strange to see Vavilova’s dark weather-beaten face turn red. 

What are you laughing at.?’ she said at last. ‘Don’t be silly.’ 

Koziriov took a paper from the table, looked at it and, shaking his head, 
burst out laughing again. 

‘Oh, I can’t help it/ he said laughing, . . report . . , of the Commissar 
of the first battalion . . . forty days’ leave because of pregnancy.’ 

‘Well, all right. But who will take your place.? Perelmutter, of the politi- 
cal section.?’ ■ ’ ' 

‘Perelmutter is a staunch Communist/ said VavUoya* : : i \ j 
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‘You’re all staunch/ remarked Koziriov, and, lowering His voice, as though 
he were talking about something shameful, asked: 

‘Are you going to have the baby soon, Glaudia?’ 

‘Yes, soon,’ answered Vavilova and, taking off her fur cap, wiped the 
perspiration off her forehead. 

1 would have got rid of it,’ she said in a bass voice. ‘But I waited too 
long: you know yourself that at Groubeshov I never got off my horse for 
three months. And when I went to the hospital the doctor refused to do it.’ 

The corners of her lips drooped as though she were going to cry. 

‘I even threatened the damned fellow with my Mauser, but he refused— 
he said it was too late.’ 

She went out, and Koziriov remained sitting at the table and looking at 
the report. 

‘So this is Vavilova,’ thought he. ‘Nothing very womanish about her— 
carries a Mauser, wears leather breeches, has led her battalion in the attack 
any number of times, and even her voice is not a woman’s — yet Nature 
must tell in the end, apparently.’ 

And for some reason he was resentful and felt a little sad. 

On the report he wrote ‘Order,’ and waving his nib hesitatingly over the 
paper, sat frowning — ^how should he word it 

‘Leave of forty days to be given from this day’: he pondered a little and 
added ‘On account of illness,’ then above that scribbled in ‘woman’s illness,’ 
swore to himself, and crossed out ‘woman’s illness.’ 

‘Now make soldiers of them!’ he said, and called his orderly. 

‘Our Vavilova, eh.?’ he said loudly and angrily. ‘You’ve heard, I suppose.?’ 

‘Yes, I’ve heard,’ answered the orderly, and shaking his head spat on the 
ground. 

Together they condemned Vavilova and all women generally, made a 
few jokes, laughed, and then Koziriov ordered him to fetch the Staff Com- 
mander and said : . 

‘You must go and see her — tomorrow, I should say; find out whether 
she is in a private house or in hospital, and how she’s getting on.’ 

Then he and the Staff Commander hung over the table till next morn- 
ing, their fingers moving over the map, speaking in short abrupt sentences 
— the Poles were approaching. 

Vavilova went to live in a room requisitioned for her. 

The little house stood in the Yatki, as the market-place was called, and 
belonged to Chaim Abraham Leibovich Magazannik, whom the neigh- 
bours and even his own wife called Chaim Tuter, which means Tartar. 

Vavilova’s entry into the house was not effected without a scandal She 
was brought to the house by an employee of the communal department, 
a thin lad in a leather jacket and Red Army helmet. Magazannik swore 
at him in Jewish: the youth was silent and shrugged his shoulders. 
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Then Magazannik went over to the Russian language. 

‘What impudence these whipper-snappers have/ he shouted to Vavilova, 
as though he expected her to share his indignation. That’s all they could 
think of. Of course, there are no bourgeois in the town. There’s only one 
room left for the Soviet, and that one belongs to the poor man Magazan- 
nik. Only from a working-man with seven children can they take a room. 
What about Litvak the grocer? And Khodorov the clothier? And Ash- 
kenazi, the leading millionaire in the town ? ’ 

Around him stood Magazannik’s children, seven ragged curly-pated 
angels gazing at Vavilova with their coal-black eyes. As big as a house, she 
was twice as tall as their father. They thought it all terribly funny and very 
interesting. 

Finally Magazannik was pushed aside, and Vavilova passed into her room. 

Such a concentrated smell of human beings coming from the sideboard, 
the flat feather beds which were as dark and flabby as the breasts of the old 
women who had once received those feather beds as part of their dowry, 
and the chairs with their gaping seats, assailed her nostrils, that she took 
a deep breath as though she were going to plunge into deep water. 

At night she could not sleep. The Magazannik family snored on the other 
side of the wall like an orchestra composed of many instruments, from the 
droning double-bass to the high flutes and violins. The closeness of the sum- 
mer night, the heavy smells — everything seemed to suffocate her. 

What smells there were in the room! 

Of kerosene, of garlic, of perspiration, of goose dripping, of unwashed 
linen. The odours of the human animal. 

She felt her swollen dilated belly; at times the living being within her 
kicked and turned round. 

For months she had struggled with it, honestly and persistently: sprung 
heavily from her horse; at ‘Subotniks’^ in the towns, silent and strenuous, 
she rolled about pine blocks weighing many poods; drank herbs and in- 
fusions in the villages; used up so much of the iodine belonging to the 
regimental chemical stores that the surgeon thought of sending a complaint 
to the sanitary department of the brigade; scalded herself with boiling 
water in the bath-house until she was covered with blisters. 

But it obstinately went on growing, preventing her from walking and 
from riding; she suffered from nausea, vomited, and was drawn down to 
the earth. 

At first she laid all the blame on that sad and ever-silent man who had 
been stronger than herself, and had found a way . through her thick leather 
jacket and cloth tunic to her woman’s heart. She saw how he was the first 
to run on the little wooden bridge which was so terrible in its simplicity, 
how the enemy’s machine-gun crackled, and how he seemed to vanish; the 
empty greatcoat threw its arms up and falling, hung over the brook. 
^Saturday (Sabbath). A collective voluntary effort to hasten the completion o£ 'some Job. 
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She flew past Him on her ardent little horse and the battalion^ as though 
it were pushing her, poured after her. 

After this it remained. It was to blame for everything. And now Vavilova 
lay conquered, and it victoriously kicked her with its heels, and lived in her. 

In the morning, when Magazannik was getting ready to go to work, and 
his wife was giving him breakfast, driving away flies, children, and the cat, 
he said, speaking in a low voice and glancing at the wall of the requisitioned 
room: 

'Give her some tea, a plague on her." 

He basked in the sunlit columns of dust, the smells, the children’s cries, 
the cat’s miaowing, the grumbling of the samovar. He did not feel like 
going to the workshop : he loved his wife, his children, his old mother, and 
he loved his home. 

He went away sighing, and in the house only women and children re- 
mained.' ■ ' ■ " 

The Yatki market-place seethed the whole day long. Peasants were selling 
birch wood, white as though it had been chalked all over; peasant- women 
were rustling their wreaths of onions; old Jewish women sat over fluffy 
hills made of geese with their legs tied together. Out of this luxuriant white 
flower the goose-seller would pull out a living petal with a sinuous neck 
and her customers would blow on the tender fluff between its legs and feel 
the yellow fat under the soft warm skin. 

Dark-legged girls in coloured kerchiefs carried tall red pots full to the 
brim with wild strawberries, and timidly, as though they were going to run 
away, looked at their customers. Moist yellow lumps of butter wrapped 
in downy leaves of green burdock were being sold from carts. 

A blind beggar, with the white beard of a wizard, wept tragically and as 
though in prayer as he held out his hand, but his terrible grief touched no 
one: everybody passed him with indifference. A peasant-woman tore the 
smallest onion off her wreath and threw it into the old man’s iron basin. 
He felt it all over, and leaving off his prayers, said angrily: 

'May your children provide for you like this in your old age,’ and once 
again started crooning his prayer, the prayer which was as ancient as the 
Jewish people. 

People were selling, buying, touching, feeling, raising their eyes thought- 
fully to the heavens as though they expected somebody in the tender blue 
sky to advise them whether they should buy a pike or whether it were bet- 
ter to buy a carp. Meanwhile everybody went on making a deafening noise, 
swearing, abusing each other, and laughing. 

Vavilova tidied up and swept the room. She put away her greatcoat, fur 
cap, and boots. Her head was bursting, from the street noises. The little 
Tuters were rfiaking a noise inside the house, and she seemed to be asleep 
and having an unpleasant strange dream, y 

When Magazannik came in tie evening after work, he stood amazed in 
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the doorway : at the table sat his wife Bella and by her side sat a huge 
woman in a wide dress^, with loose slippers on her bare feet, and a bright 
kerchief tied round her head,; they were laughing together softly, talking to 
each other, and holding up tiny toyJike baby clothes in their big fat hands. 

In the day-time Bella had gone into Vavilova’s room. Vavilova was stand- 
ing by the window, and Bella’s sharp woman’s eye saw her condition. 

d beg your pardon,’ said Bella with determination, ‘but you’re pregnant.’ 

And Bella, throwing up her hands, laughing and lamenting, started fuss- 
ing round her.; 

‘Yes,’ said she. ‘Children — you don’t know yet what a misfortune they 
are,’ and she pressed and squeezed the youngest Tuter against her bosom, 
‘They’re such a misfortune, such a calamity, such a nuisance. Every day 
they want to eat, and not one week passes but one has a rash, or another 
the fever, or another an abscess. And Doctor Baraban, God bless him, takes 
ten pounds of the best rye flour for every visit.’ 

She stroked little Sonia’s head. 

‘And they’re all alive — I haven’t lost one.’ 

She discovered that Vavilova knew nothing, did not know how to do 
anything, and understood nothing. She bent down immediately before 
Beila s great knowledge. She listened to Bella and asked her questions, and 
Beila, laughing with pleasure at the Commissar’s knowing nothing, told her 
about everything. 

How to feed and bath the baby and put him to sleep, what must be done 
to prevent his crying at night, how many napkins and shirts one must have, 
how new-born babies scream themselves hoarse, turn blue, and it seems as 
though one’s heart must stop beating for fear that the baby may die, how 
to cure diarrhoea, what causes the itch, how the spoon suddenly begins to 
make a noise in the baby’s mouth and by that you can tell that, he is begin- 
ning to cut his teeth. 

A complicated world with its own laws, customs, joys, and sorrows, 

Vavilova knew nothing of this world. And Beila condescendingly, like 
an elder sister, introduced her to it. 

‘Get out of the way,’ she screamed at the children, ‘out into the yard!’ 
And when only the two of them were left in the room, Beila, her voice 
lowered to a whisper, started telling her about the confinement. O, this was 
not a simple thing. Like an old soldier,, Beila told the young recruit about 
the great pangs and joys of childbirth, 

‘Giving birth to children,’ said she^ ‘you think is a simple matter, like a 
war: bang-bang and it’s all over; oh no, by no means, it’s not nearly as 
simple,’ V ■, ‘ ' 

Vavilova listened to her. For the first . time, during the whole of her 
pregnancy, she had met a person who spoke about this accidental and un- 
pleasant thing which had overtaken her as a happy event which would be 
the most important and necessary occdrrencfe' in l^fjavpova’s life.’ 
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And in the evening the discussion was continued this time with Tuter 
participating. No time was to be lost: after supper Tuter took a candle and 
climbed up to the attic and making a great din, dragged down an iron cradle 
and a bath for the new human being. 

'Don’t worry, Comrade Commissar/ he said laughingly, his eyes spar- 
kling. 'Our business, which you are taking on, is in full swing.’ 

'Be quiet, be quiet, you rascal,’ uttered his wife. 'It’s not for nothing that 
people call you the Tartar.’ 

At night Vavilova lay in her bed. The heavy smells no longer oppressed 
her as they had done the night before. She had become used to them, and 
did not even notice them. She did not want to think about anything. 

She seemed to hear horses neighing somewhere, and to see a long line of 
brown horses’ heads: each had a white patch on the forehead. The heads 
were incessantly moving, nodding, and baring their teeth. She thought about 
the battalion, and remembered Kirpichov, the political instructor of the 
second company. All was quiet on the Front. Who was lecturing about the 
July days? The surveyor must be rated soundly for having delayed the ar- 
rival of the boots. And then they could cut up cloth themselves for puttees. 
In the second company there were a good many dissatisfied men, especially 
that curly-headed fellow who sang songs of the Don. Vavilova yawned and 
closed her eyes. The battalion went away far far into the distance, into the 
pink corridor of the dawn, between the wet stacks of snow. And her 
thoughts about it were somehow unreal. 

It pushed her impatiently with its little heels. Vavilova opened her eyes 
and sat up in bed. 

‘A girl or a boy?’ she asked aloud. And she suddenly felt how the heart 
in her bosom became big and warm and began to throb. 

'A girl or a boy?’ 

The confinement began in the day-time. 

‘Oh!’ screamed Vavilova hoarsely, woman-like, as she felt a sharp, all- 
penetrating pain seize her suddenly. 

Bella put her to bed. Sioma ran gaily for the midwife, 

Vavilova held Bella’s hand and said quietly and rapidly: 

‘It’s begun, Bella, and I thought it would start only in ten days. It’s begun, 
Bella.’ 

Then the pains passed away, and to Vavilova it seemed that they need 
not have sent so quickly for the midwife. 

But half an hour later the pains started again. Vavilova’s face turned quite 
dark and the sunburn on it looked dead: as though it had been laid on by 
accident. Vavilova lay with clenched teeth; she looked as if she were think- 
ing of something shameful and painful, as if she were about to jump up 
and cry ‘What have I done, what have I done?’ as she covered her face with 
her hands in despair. 

The children were peeping into the room, the blind grandmother was 
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heating a large saucepan of water on the stove. Bella kept looking at the 
door: the expression of anguish on Vavilova’s face frightened her. At last 
the midwife came. Her name was Rosalia Samoilovna. Her hair was cut 
short and she was stocky and redTaced. The house was immediately filled 
with her querulous penetrating voice. She scolded Beila, the children^ and 
the old grandmother. Everybody started running around her. The primus 
stove in the kitchen started humming. The table and chairs were taken out 
of the room; Beila washed the floor with as much haste as though she were 
putting out a fire; Rosalia Samoilovna herself drove the flies away with a 
towel Vavilova watched her and it seemed to her as though the Com- 
mander of the army had arrived at Staff Headquarters. He was also stocky, 
red-facedj and querulous, and he used to come when something had gone 
wrong at the Front, and everybody would read the communiques and look 
at each other and whisper, as though a dead or dangerously sick man lay 
there. And the Commander would brutally tear aside this veil of mystery 
and silence— shouting, abusing, giving orders and laughing, as though bag- 
gage trains cut off and regiments surrounded by the enemy were none of 
his business. 

She submitted to Rosalia Samoilovna’s dictatorial voice, answered her 
questions, turned round, and did everything she ordered her to do. At 
times she seemed to be losing consciousness; the walls and ceiling seemed 
to lose their sharpness of surface and outline, to be breaking and falling 
on her in waves. The midwife’s loud voice would bring her to herself again 
and she could see her red perspiring face and the white tail-ends of the 
kerchief round her neck. She thought of nothing now. She wanted to howl 
like a wild beast and to bite the pillow. Her bones seemed to crack and to 
break, and the clammy sickening perspiration stood out in drops on her 
forehead. She did not scream, however, but only ground her teeth and, con- 
vulsively tossing her head about from side to side, gulped in the air. 

Now and again the pains left her as though she had never had any, and 
in astonishment she would look about her, listen to the noise of the market, 
and gaze with, wonder at the glass on the stool and the picture on the wall. 

But when the child, furious in his desire to live, started tearing at her 
again, she felt the horror of the renewed pangs and a confused feeling of 
joy: let it be as soon as possible — after all it was inevitable. 

Rosalia Samoilovna said in a low voice to Beila: 

If you think that I should have liked to have my first child at thirty-six, 
you’re mistaken, Beila.’ 

Vavilova did not hear her words, but she felt frightened because the 
midwife had spoken in a low voice. 

‘What, shan’t I live?’ she asked. 

She did not catch Rosalia Samoilovna’s answer. 

Beila stood in the door pale and flustered, and said, shrugging her shoul- 
ders : 
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‘Well, well And who wants this torture— neither she, nor the child, nor 
the father, may he perish^ nor God in Heaven. Who was the clever person 
who invented it for our misfortune?’ 

The confinement lasted for many hours. 

When Magazannik came home he sat on the steps outside. He was as 
worried as though it was his Beila who was in childbirth. The twilight 
deepened, and the windows were lit up. Jews were returning from syna- 
gogue, carrying their prayer clothes under their arm. In the moonlight the 
empty Yatki market-place, the little houses, and the streets seemed pictur- 
esque and mysterious. Cavalry-men in riding-breeches marched about the 
brick pavements clinking their spurs. Girls were eating sunflower seeds and 
laughing at the Red Army men. One of them was saying in a quick patter : 

‘And I eat sweets and throw the papers at him, and I eat and throw the 
papers at him.’ 

‘Ay,’ said Magazannik, ‘we didn’t have enough troubles of our own, but 
the whole Partisan Brigade must come and be confined in my house.’ Sud- 
denly he began to listen intently and half rose from where he was sitting. 
From behind the door he heard a man’s hoarse voice. 

The voice was shouting such violent obscene oaths that Magazannik, 
after listening for a while, shook his head and spat on the ground : it was 
Vavilova, mad with pain in the final phase of labour, fighting with God, 
with woman’s cursed lot. 

‘That I understand,’ said Magazannik, ‘that I understand: a Commissar 
is having a baby; while Beila can only say one thing “Oh mother, oh 
mother?”’ 

Rosalia Samoilovna slapped the new-born baby on his wrinkled damp 
buttocks and announced: 

‘A boy!’ 

‘What did I say!’ exclaimed Beila triumphantly, and opening the door, 
cried out exultantly: 

, ‘Chaim, children, a boy!’ 

And the whole family clustered in the doorway and talked excitedly to 
Beila. Even the blind grandmother felt her way to her son and smiled at the 
great miracle. She moved her lips, her head trembled, her dead hands felt 
their way over her black kerchief. She was smiling and whispering silently. 
The children pushed her away from the door but she stretched out her neck 
and tried to get in: she wanted to hear the voice of ever-triumphant life. 

Vavilova looked at the new-born child. She was surprised that such an 
insignificant bit of reddish-blue flesh could have caused such terrible suffer- 

She had imagined that her child would be big, freckly, and snub-nosed, 
with a bristling red head, and that, he would immediately start fighting and 
kicking, crying , loudly, and trying to. get away. But he was a weak little 
fellow^, like an oat-stem grown, up in a cellar; he could not keep his little 
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head up; his small crooked legs moved about as though they were dried 
up; his whitish-blue eyes were blind; and his whimper could hardly be 
heard. It seemed as though, if the door were suddenly opened, he would 
be extinguished like the thin bent candle that Bella had fastened to the 
edge of the cupboard. 

And although it was like a hot-house in the room, she stretched out her 
arms and said; ' 

‘He is cold ; give him to me/ 

The little man whimpered, moving his head about. Vavilova was afraid 
to move, but she looked at him sideways and watched his movements. 

‘Eat, eat, little son,Vshe said, and began to cry. 

/Sonny, sonny,’ she murmured, and one by one the tears fell from her 
eyes, and the transparent drops ran down her dark cheeks and over the 
pillow. 

She remembered the silent man, and felt pity for them both with a sharp 
maternal pang. For the first time she wept for him who was killed in the 
battle at Korosten: for he would never see his son. 

And this tiny helpless creature was born without his father, and she cov- 
ered him up with her blanket so that he should not feel cold. 

But perhaps she was crying for quite a different reason. At any rate 
Rosalia Samoilovna, smoking a cigarette and sending the smoke through the 
open window-pane, said : 

‘Let her cry, let her cry. That calms the nerves better than bromide. My 
patients always cry after childbirth/ 

On the third day after the baby was born, Vavilova got up. Her strength 
returned to her rapidly: she walked about a great deal, and helped Bella in 
the house. When no one was at home she would sing softly to the little 
man : the little man was called Aliosha, Alioshenka. 

‘You ought to see,’ Bella said to her husband, ‘this Russian woman is 
quite mad. She has already been three times to the doctor with him. The 
door mustn’t be opened in the house, because he might catch cold, or be 
woken up, or he’s feverish. In fact, she’s just like a good Jewish mother.’ 

‘Well, why not?’ answered Magazannik. ‘If a woman puts on leather 
breeches do you think she turns into a man?’ And he shrugged his shoul- 
ders and closed his eyes. 

A week later Koziriov and the chief of staff came to see Vavilova. They 
smelt of leather, tobacco, and horse sweat. Aliosha was asleep in his cradle, 
which was covered by a piece of muslin to protect him from the flies. 
Creaking in a most deafening manner, like two new boots/they went up to 
the cradle and looked at the thin little face of the sleeping child. His face 
was twitching in his sleep : the twitching was due only to movements of 
the skin, but these movements gave the face various expressions — some- 
times of melancholy, sometimes of anger, and sometimes a smile. . ■ 

The two commanders exchanged a look. . r ; / : 
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■ ‘Yes/ said Koziriov. 

TeSj indeed/ said the Chief of StaflF. 

Then they sat down and started telling Vavilova the latest news. The 
Poles had taken the offensive, and our forces were retreating. Of course 
this was temporary. The fourteenth army was rallying at Zhmerinka. Di- 
visions were approaching from the Urals. The Ukraine would be ours. In 
a month’s time a change would probably take place. But meanwhile the 
Poles were making themselves unpleasant. 

Koziriov uttered an o 

‘Shut up/ said Vavilova. ‘Don’t make such a noise — you’ll wake him.’ 

‘Yes, our blood is always up/ said the Chief of Staff, and burst out laugh- 
ing. 

‘You’re always ready with your jokes/ said Vavilova and added with the 
air of a martyr; ‘You might leave off smoking too: you’re smoking like a 
chimney.’ 

The two army men suddenly felt bored. Koziriov yawned. The Chief of 
Staff looked at his watch and said : 

‘We mustn’t be late at Lissaya Gora.’ 

‘And his watch is a gold one/ she thought to herself with exasperation. 

‘Well, good-bye, Claudia,’ said Koziriov, and got up. ‘I’ve ordered them 
to send you a sack of flour, some sugar and fat: they’ll bring it to you to-day 
in a trap.’ 

They went out into the street. The little Magazanniks stood round the 
horses. Koziriov climbed into the saddle with a groan. The Chief of Staff 
clicked with his tongue and jumped on his horse as it was moving. 

When they came to the corner, they both unexpectedly, as though by 
common consent, drew in their reins and stopped. 

‘Yes/ said Koziriov. 

‘Yes, indeed,’ ansvvered his chief. They laughed, struck their horses, and 
galloped to Lissaya Gora. 

The trap arrived that evening. Magazannik dragged in the sacks of food, 
and going into Vavilova’s room, said in a mysterious whisper: 

‘What do you think of this news, Comrade Vavilova: Tsesarsky’s brother- 
in-law came to our workshop—/ he looked about him, as though he were 
excusing himself before Vavilova, and said in a surprised tone of voice: 

‘The Poles are in Choudnov, and Choudnov is forty versts away from 
here.’ 

Beila came into the room. She listened for a while, and then said with 
determination: 

‘What’s the use of talking.? The Poles will be here to-morrow. So I want- 
to tell you this. Poles, Austrians, Galicians, whoever they are, you can re- 
main with us. You have been sent enough food, thank God, to last you 
three months.’ 
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Vavilova was silent. the first time in her life she did not 
to.do. ■ 

‘Beiks’ she saidyand stopped. 

‘I’m not afraid/ said Beik, ‘do you think I’m afraid? Give me five like 
them, and I’ll not be afraid. But have you ever seen a mother who left her 
child when he was a week and a half old?’ 

All night long outside the windows there could be heard the neighing of 
horses, the rumbling of wheels, and excited angry voices. Baggage trains 
were going from Shepetovka to Kazarin. 

Vavilova sat by the cradle. The child was asleep. She looked at the little 
yellow face, and thought to herself that after all nothing special would hap-' 
pen, Koziriov said that they would return in a month’s time. Just as long 
as she had intended to be on leave. But if she were cut off for longer? Even 
that did not worry her. 

When Aliosha became a little stronger, they would make their way 
through the front. 

Who would touch them — a peasant-woman and a baby-in-arms ? And 
Vavilova pictured how one early summer morning she would cross the 
fields, a coloured kerchief round her head, with Aliosha in her arms, gazing 
around him and holding out his little arms. How delightful! She started 
singing in a thin voice : 

‘Sleep, sonny, sleep/ and rocking the cradle, fell into a doze. 

In the morning the market was busy as usual. People seemed particularly 
excited that day. Some were watching the unending chain of military carts 
and laughing happily. But soon the baggage train had passed. The streets 
were full of people. The inhabitants — ‘the population,’ as the commandants 
called them in their orders, stood at the gates. Everybody was talking in an 
excited whisper and looking over his shoulder. It was said that the Poles 
had already occupied the small town of Piatka, fifteen versts away. Maga- 
zannik did not go to work. He sat in Vavilova’s room and philosophized 
to his heart’s content. 

An armoured car thundered past in the direction of the railway station: it 
was thickly covered with dust and it seemed as though the steel had become 
tarnished as a result of weariness and many sleepless nights. 

I’ll tell you the truth,’ said Magazannik, ‘this is the best time for people: 
one rule has gone, and the other hasn’t come yet. No requisitions, no con- 
tributions, no pogroms.’ 

‘It’s only in the daytime that he’s so clever/ said Beik. ‘But when at 
night the whole town is in a hubbub, shrieking for help from the bandits, 
he sits as pale as death and trembles with fear.’ 

‘Don’t keep on interrupting,’ said Magazannik, angrily. 

He kept running out into the street and returning with the latest news. 
The Revolutionary Committee had already evacuated the town during the 
night, the Party Committee had folio wed. it,; and the staff had left in the 
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morning. The station was already empty. The last division had gone. 

Suddenly cries were heard in the street. An aeroplane was in sight. 
Vavilova went to the window. Although the aeroplane was flying High, white 
and red circles on the wings could be seen distinctly. It was a Polish ob- 
servation aeroplane. The machine made a circle over the town and then 
flew towards the station. Guns began to be heard booming from the direc- 
tion of Lissaya Gora: shells flew over the town, and from somewhere in 
the distance, beyond the level crossing, came the sound of exploding 
missiles., /■ 

First the shells wailed like the wind, then the guns sighed heavily, and a 
few seconds later the explosions rang out joyously. The Bolsheviks were 
hindering the advance of the Poles. Soon the Poles started replying: shells 
burst in different parts of the town. 

Bang! went the exploding air with a deafening roar; bricks fell and 
scattered, smoke and dust hung over the shattered walls of houses. Silence 
descended on the streets, severe and deserted, as in a picture. Each ex- 
plosion was followed by such quiet that the hearts of the inhabitants were 
struck with terror. And all the time the sun shone in the cloudless sky and 
radiantly lit up the town which lay prostrate beneath it like a corpse. 

The whole town lay hidden in cellars and basements, sighed and groaned 
with terror, shut its eyes, and held its breath without knowing why. 

Everybody, even the children, knew that this bombardment was called 
artillery preparation, and that before entering the town, the troops would 
send out a few more dozen shells. And then everybody knew it would 
become incredibly quiet and that suddenly, their horses’ hoofs ringing, a 
reconnoitring party would gallop along the wide street from the direction 
of the level crossing. And then, dying of fear and curiosity, everybody would 
peep from behind their doors, curtains, and cracks in the shutters, and cov- 
ered with perspiration, would come out on tip-toe into the street. 

A detachment would arrive in the square. The horses would stoop and 
snort; their riders would talk excitedly to each other in a marvellously sim- 
ple human tongue, and the Commander, delighted at the total submission 
of the prostrate conquered town, would shout in a drunken voice, discharge 
his revolver into the muzzle of silence, and draw up his horse. 

And then from every direction infantry and cavalry would pour in; dusty 
tired men, thrifty peasants in blue greatcoats, good-natured but capable of 
murder, would run about from house to house, searching greedily for the 
population’s chickens, towels and boots. 

Everyone knew this, because the town had changed hands fourteen times 
already, had been occupied by Petlura, Denikin, the Bolsheviks, Galicians, 
Poles, Tutunik’s, and Maroussia’s bands, and 'nobody’s’ Ninth Regiment. 
And each time it was the same as before. 

'They’re singing!’ cried Magazannik. They’re singing!’ 

And forgetting his fear, he ran out irito the street. Vavilova followed him. 
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■After the stuffiness of the dark room Vavilova breathed the light and 
v^armth of the summer day v^hth particular pleasure. She had awaited the 
Poles with much the same feeling as she had experienced during her con- 
finement: let them come quickly. The explosions had frightened her: she 
was afraid that they would waken Aliosha; she brushed aside the whistle of 
the shells as she would have brushed aside flies. 

'Be quiet, be quiet,’ she sang over the cradle. Tou1l wake Aliosha.’ 

She had tried not to think about anything just then. She had made up 
her mind already: in a month’s time either the Bolsheviks would return 
or she and the baby would make their way to them through the Front. 

I can’t understand anything,’ said Magazannik. ‘Have a look.’ 

Marching along the wide and empty street in the direction of the level 
crossing, from which the Poles were to have come, was a detachment of 
military cadets. They were dressed in white canvas trousers and tunics. 

‘May the Red Flag be the symbol of the working people,’ they sang slowly 
as if sadly. 

They were marching towards the Poles. 

Why.f^ For what reason? 

Vavilova watched them. And suddenly she remembered: the great Red 
Square, several thousand volunteers of the working-classes who were going 
to the front thronging round a hastily set-up wooden platform. A bald 
man, waving his cap, was making a speech. Vavilova stood quite near him. 

She was so agitated that she could not understand half the words the 
man was saying in his clear though slightly guttural voice. The people 
standing near her listened to him and breathed heavily. An old man in a 
wadded coat for some reason or other was weeping. 

What had happened to her in the square, under the dark walls, she did 
not know. Once in the night she had wanted to tell that silent man about 
it. She thought he would understand. But she was unable to explain any- 
thing. But when they marched from the square to the Briansk railway sta- 
tion, they sang that song. 

And as she watched the faces of these singing cadets, she again felt what 
she had felt two years ago. 

Now in the street Magazannik saw a woman in a fur hat and greatcoat 
following the cadets and fitting an iron ring into her big tarnished Mauser 
as she went. 

Magazannik followed her with his eyes and said: 

‘These were the sort of people who used to be in the Bund. These are real 
people, Bella. Are we real people? We’re just scum,’ 

Aliosha had woken up and was crying and trying to kick off his napkin. 
Coming to herself, Bella said to her husband: 

‘Listenj'the baby is awake. You had better light the primus — I must heat 
up some milk.’ 

The detachment disappeared round the corner. : 
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HUNGER 

Alexander Meweroff 

(1886-1923) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


Little clusters of millet grew here and there. Their long, dry stalks 
gave the plants the look of open scissors. They lay heeled over under the 
stress of drought and wind with their bare roots showing. Though maimed 
they still wanted to live and drag out a wretched existence on the black, 
parched earth. When the late June rain came and washed down their dusty 
stalks, they recovered a little and reared themselves obliquely in the air 
without the strength to stand upright. Their stalks sprawled piteously in 
all directions and produced frail, thin blossoms — and died, scorched up by 
the heat. 

The oats were thin and scanty and after pushing up their sharp blades 
in early spring had stopped growing. The haulm grew pale and wrinkled 
and changed by degrees into dry and prickly straw. Only a very few stalks 
formed ears, and in these the grain had no time to ripen and the husks 
were empty. 

Barley had come up here and there. Its thin, beardless ears contained 
nothing but withered, shrunken seeds. 

The twining bean vines bore thin, flat pods and curled about one an- 
other in a tangle. A solitary, belated dark red blossom opened here and there 
beneath its pale pink hood. They unfolded feebly and slowly while a 
corrosive rust covered them by degrees. 

Blue campanulas and weeds of all sorts decked out the breathless fields 
for an hour or two in the early morning. Wild flax embraced the flowering 
stalks in a death-grapple and both died a common death. 

Happy families of wild dill flowered in the morning, round caps on their 
heads. Towards midday the wind blew their caps off and the cheery white- 
headed companies perished. 

Hot winds blew at midday — whirling, tousle-headed horrors. They reared 
up and chased over the fields like wild, runaway horses with flowing tails 
and greedily licked up the dust.. Lambs fell down dead. The herds of cattle 
stood all day long in the dried-up lakes and then crept slowly back up 
the naked, trodden hills, , , , 
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II 

First Jemeijan’s cow, Burjonushka, fell helplessly to the ground. Her 
nostrils were dirty and choked with dust. They got her on to the middle 
of the road, bound her sprawling legs with ropes and so dragged her home 
to the village. She did not bellow nor make any resistance. She lay despond^ 
ently where she was with her small head turned to one side. Only her 
stricken eyes were glazed in the agony of death. At home Annushka and 
her three children cried over her; grandfather Vassili gave a sad little 
cough and tapped the dead beasds flanks with his stick. Jemeljan was 
whetting a knife. When they laid out the emaciated, red-haired carcase to 
drag it behind the barn for the dogs to devour, Jemeljan suddenly said to 
grandfather : 

'Tather, cut her belly open.” 

Grandfather Vassili understood. He rolled up the sleeves of his linen 
shirt and thrust his arm as high as the shoulder into the belly when he 
had cut it open. He drew out the empty guts, cut out lungs, heart, liver 
and kidneys and laid them all out carefully on the straw. Jemeljan hacked 
Burjonka’s rump into small pieces and put the pieces in a barrel and threw 
the lungs, heart and liver, all gory as they were, into the kitchen where his 
wife was standing. 

Xookthatl” 

Burjonka’s hide was hung up in the cart-shed. The dog licked up the 
blood. When they sat at table round a dish of Burjonka’s flesh, not a sound 
was made and not a word was spoken. Not one made a face or mentioned 
that Bur jonka had been slaughtered after she was dead. There was no 
bread on the table. The children looked at their father, who sat in this 
unwonted silence with a stern frown on his face. Grandfather Vassili 
suddenly began to cough and let his spoon drop. A little piece of Burjonka 
had stuck in his throat. He got up from the table before the end of the 
meal. His legs went weak and his heart thumped. He wanted to go out, 
but before he reached the threshold he had to put both hands over his 
mouth to keep it shut. As though joking or up to some mischief, he bent 
over a broken jar and shook his head. 

Jemeljan shouted crossly: 

^‘Go outside!” 

He too got up without finishing his supper. Anna spat secretly under 
the bench. That night she talked to her little one in its cradle: 

“Die now, Petjenka. Cow gone. Milk all gone. How am I going to feed 
you?” 

Jemeljan could not sleep. He sat for a long time on the edge of the bed, 
with sunken head and eyes tight shut, and saw famine as it slowly ap- 
proached. It came without haste, long arms outstretched. The circle closed 
in, the misery that stalked them grew ever nearer. Jemeljan sat enclosed 
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within this circle and did not know what to do, whither to go or to whom 
to bend the knee. 

Ill" 

In the morning grandfather Vassili went into the fields. He went in a 
long linen smock without a cap and hit at the hard clods with his stick. 
The path cracked in deep cracks. The squirrels whistled monotonously. 
Green, large-headed locusts with round blind eyes fell at his feet like dry 
rain. The old man turned to pluck some tiny ears of barley and rubbed 
them in his palm and felt for the grain. He stood looking at the oats for a 
long time, and then tortured with anxiety he shook his head: 

Death! 

IV 

A week later a linen bag with two shoulder straps Vv^as stitched together 
for him, and Jemeljan said in a low voice without looking his father in the 

■face::',, ■■', ■ ■ 

‘Tather, you must go begging!” 

Grandfather Vassili cut himself a stick to keep off the dogs and shod 
it with an iron tip and began practising: “Help— -there is no other help 
for us . . His voice trembled. Tears dimmed his eyes. When Jemeljan 
and his wife were out of the house he sat by the fire against the chimney 
and droned sadly and monotonously the beggars’ chant: 

“There is no other help for us . . 

He got nothing in his own village. He had to set off for Smolnoje, It was 
a hot, still morning. Light puffs of cloud which the wind had not yet 
scattered, hung high overhead. There was the fragrance of early morning 
coolness in the air. When he had climbed the hill beyond the village he 
took off his old cap and looked joyfully up at the clouds: perhaps it 
would rain. All alone among the fields he raised his shame-faced moan: 

“For there’s no other help for us ” 

Chanted and wept. 

The sun rose. The clouds melted away. Grandfather, bent with care, 
swallowed the dust of the road which the wind blew in his face. He did 
not reach Smolnoje. He sat down in the middle of the road and crossed 
himself in terror. He put his cap under his head and spread out his sack. A 
long-legged fly jumped onto his face,: A squirrel whistled close to his ear. 
There was a pungent smell of camomile. Turning his head an inch or so 
he said in a low voice: 

“Death has overtaken me. I can go no farther.” 

He plucked a dusty stalk of grass, chewed it and spat. He said nothing 
but only thought: , . , , 

“Glad to chew grass like a cow.” ' 

At midday Jemeljan came along with a. cart. Grandfather lay in the 
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middle of the road as Burjonka had. Shod in bast shoes, he lay with his legs 
splayed out in mute and melancholy resignation. The horse kept stopping 
every moment, his head between his knees. It seemed an almost hopeless 
task to get the old man home. Jemeljan walked beside the shaft trying not 
to think and seeing all the time the long bony arms outstretched to throttle 
him. 

The children lay about at home with swollen limbs. Their mother wept 
at the sight of them and sat by the empty hearth. 

The old man was laid in the passage and covered wdth a skin. When he 
saw the stern frown on his son’s face he whispered hurriedly: 

‘'Don’t be angry, my son. I’ll soon be dead.” 

V 

In August the two Lugin brothers left the village. They slaughtered two 
cows, made two waggons, covered them with cow hides and loaded up 
their children, their rags and gear of all sorts. The waggons set off at night 
through the warm, steamy meadows and to the music of prattling children 
made for the distant places where bread was still to be had. 

Jemeljan made a plan. The old man and two of the children had to die. 
The third child might be got into an orphanage. He would build a waggon, 
cover it over with Burjonka’s hide and flee with his wife from the long 
outstretched arms. He weighed this plan in his mind for long, as a good 
father of a family should, and came back always to the same conclusion. 

“There’s nothing else for it.” 

He hid his agony of mind. It tugged at his heart and hammered in his 
temples in short, dull throbs. Jemeljan clenched his teeth and waited for 
the death of three people and looked at them with angry, longing eyes. 

Grandfather still did not die. 

They carried him from the passage into the yard, from the yard onto the 
stove, and back into the passage. They dragged him to and fro like an old 
rotten log, but he only groaned and huddled himself together. Jemeljan 
took hold of his swollen legs and when he felt their gruesome deathly chill 
he rejoiced that his miseries were drawing to an end. Yet the old man 
opened his heavy eyelids and painfully muttered with black, decayed lips: 

“I’m still alive.” 

Petka lay in his cradle like a corpse dug up out of the grave. Hunger 
hollowed his eyes and bared ribs as frail and soft as a newly born lamb’s. 
There was nothing left of him but his head on the thin, wobbling neck 
and his little arms and legs. He did not cry. He only rattled in his throat, 
gave spasmodic jerks and opened his large , famished mouth.. Mishka and 
Serjoshka lay on the floor beside the bed with swollen bellies, incapable of 
movement. Anna fed them on grass and baked cakes of clay mixed with 
clover, ■ 'T , . v.. 
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Jemeljan repaired the waggon. He made new axles and an awning o£ 
BurjonkaV hide. It looked like a little house without windows. It was time 
to be OJ0F before winter came. 

Pavel Mi trochin joined him in the yard one night and sat on the axle as 
though at a funeral — -no smile on his face. 

‘Where are you off to?” 

“Somewhere or other.” 

They were silent for a long time. 

“Where’s there to go?” 

“Perhaps ril get to Siberia.” 

“Youll never get as far. We’d better go and steal.” 

Jemeljan shook his head. 

“How can I steal? My eyes would betray me.” 

“Then— die.” 

Again they said nothing for a long time, 

VI 

Grandfather died on Friday evening. They carried him to the grave'yard 
on Saturday. They did not even make a coffin for him. They dug a large, 
roomy grave, big enough for three. 

Jemeljan remembered that two more of his family were due to die soon. 
He was happier when he left the grave-yard. 

“Thank God for that!” 

When he got home, Anna took him out to the shed where the horse was 
dying, Jt lay on its left side with its neck stretched out, feebly kicking and 
looking at his master and mistress with wide eyes that understood. 
Jemeljan knelt down and clasped its head in both hands and burst into 
tears. 

“What are you doing to me?” 

VII 

That night there was horse-flesh to cook. Jemeljan sat on the bed with 
reddened,, baffled eyes and clenched teeth. 

“Where can we go on foot?” 

Jelisarov came in with an earthenware plate in his hand and fell on his 
knees, 

“Give me a bone. I’m finished,” 

They sat him down at the table. He couldn’t get his spoon to his mouth 
without spilling it. He cried and whimpered and then put out his tongue 
and lapped from the plate like a dog. Then he crawled to the stove, 

“Where are you going, Grandfather?” 

The old man’s eyes went green. He opened his mouth and showed his 
large, broad teeth. 
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‘Til stay here. FII lie here a bit.” 

: “Are you quite crazy ?” ■ 

“Yes/ yes, 111 stay here. I get nothing to eat at home.” 

VIII 

Pavel Mitrochin came into the yard that night and stood for a long time 
at the window, looking in. He retreated a few steps, returned and fingered 
the latch of the door. 

“Jemeljan, Jemeljan, Fm going to rob you.” 

It was dark in the passage. The floor cracked softly under his feet. Un- 
seen arms groped after him from every side. Eyes peered from every cor- 
ner. His feet got entangled in unseen ropes. The pail he overturned in the 
corner made a clatter. Anna whispered in terror: 

“A thief!” 

jemeljan seized an axe and ran out. 

“Who’s there.?” 

There was not a sound in the passage. A low moon looked in at the 
open door. The waggon stood ready in the yard, covered over with 
Burjonka’s hide. The little horns stood out stark in the moonlight. The tail 
hung behind. 

Anna screamed from the passage. 

“We’ve been robbed!” 

Jemeljan’s mind was a blank. He stood by the waggon, axe in hand, and 
felt that a whirlwind carried him aloft, that he flew on wings of rage and 
torment and despair. He did not know whither he flew. Black specks 
were in front of his eyes. Someone gave him a merciless whack on the side 
of the head. 

IX- . 

Next morning he complained to Pavel: “Fve been robbed. On top of all 
else.” 

Pavel said grimly: 

“Fd have murdered the man.” 

“Yes, if I could catch him.” 

“Yes, that’s the difScu^ 

They said nothing for a long time after this. 

“What are we to do to live, Pavel.?” , 

“Fm going to take my boy to the town.” 

“What’s the good of that.?” , 

“111 leave him there. Hell be fed there ” 

“Will anyone take him in, then.?” 

“What else can I do.?” 

:A;::glimrher n-£;hope,;,Jemilia#^^#^|li&/ 
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“Anna^ children are given something to eat in the town. Ill take one of 
ours there.’’ 

“And if nobody 11 take him?” 

“What else can we do? The horse-flesh is nearly finished.” 

Anna began to cry, 

“Which of them?” 

“Mishka. I couldn’t get Serjoshka so far. Petka will die in any case, per- 
haps. When I get home again 111 make a little two-wheeled cart.” 

Mishka was seized with a fit of shivers as Jemeljan’s sombre eyes rested 
■on, him. 

“Little Father, don’t take me to the town.” 

“How can I find food for you here?” 

“I won’t eat any more. Not another mouthful!” 

Jemeljan tried to persuade him: 

“You are little, Mishka, you’re not old enough to understand. I don’t do 
it of my own free will. Silly child! I have nothing to give you to eat. The 
cow has been eaten. The horse is nearly eaten up too. What are we to do 
next? It isn’t so bad in the town. You’ll be kept alive there. If you miss us 
well come and see you. You needn’t be afraid of the town.” 

Jemeljan sat on the floor and his eyes were kindly and full of sorrow. 
The children lay beside him. He told them about starvation striding 
from village to village and about the great town with great houses and his 
heart warmed with joy. Petka was certain to die. Mishka would find a 
refuge in the town. He and Anna would put Serjoshka in a little two- 
wheeied cart and set off, all three, to find a place where there was bread. 
If Serjoshka could not last out, he would just have to die. The cart would 
be all the lighter to push without him. 

Mishka was shod with Grandfather’s bast shoes and Grandfather’s cap 
was pulled down over his head. He stood in the middle of the room, small 
and listless, with legs thickly wrapped about, and gazed apathetically at 
his father. 

Anna burst into tears. 

“Mishenka, son of my heart!” 

Jemeljan besought her: 

“Don’t, Anna. It’s bad enough as it is.” 

When it was time to go, Mishka suddenly sat down on the floor. 

“Little Father, don’t send me away to the town!” 

Pavel came in with a stout stick in his hand. 

“Come along. Let’s be oS!” 

,, Pavel’s wife, her eyes dark and sunken, stood in the doorway, looking 
at her Wolodjka, who was quite wasted away. He tottered, licked his 
parched, bloodless lips and coughed like an old man. 
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A huge cloud blew up from the west. Another crept up from the north. 
Between them there was an arch of clear sky into which pufls of cloud 
drifted. There was still this green clearing in the sky, but the cloud in the 
west was piling up slowly. A wind sprang up and soon the cloud filled 
all the horizon. A few drops pattered down like dried peas. The un- 
trammelled wind of the steppes arose in its might. Jemeljan and Pavel 
walked on under the great cloud into the darkness and the children stag- 
gered after. Mishka was always behind, crying silently. Not a village nor 
any habitation was to be seen. Only bare fields and the black cloud. 
Wolodjka clutched his chest. 

'‘Father, stop!” 

“What’s the matter now?” 

“I can’t go any farther.” 

Pavel took a long look at Wolodjka’s blackened lips and his sharp fam- 
ished nose and took him on his back. 

“Hold on tight.” 

Jemeljan encouraged Mishka to keep going. 

“Don’t hurry. We’ll go as slow as you like. Well eat something at the 
station. Then the train will come and we’ll set off. There’s nothing to be 
afraid of. Are your feet tired?” 

“Tired.” 

“Never mind, Mishka, never mind. Patience, little son!” 

The water tower of the wayside station came into sight. The smoke of a 
passing train streamed past. Mishka cried bitterly. 

“I can’t go another step.” 

“Right. Then we’ll have a rest. Pavel, wait a bit!” 

Mitrochin answered grimly. 

“We’ll miss the train.” 

“Get up, Mishka. We’ll go on slowly.” 

Mishka kept repeating piteously: • 

“I can’t go another step.” 

Jemeljan screamed fiercely at him: 

“Oh, hell! Then I’ll leave you behind!” 

As Pavel had done, he took his son on his back and in a daze plodded on 
with bent head. Like a horse with a heavy load he plodded on over the 
slippery, sun-baked earth. i 

XI 

Children, abandoned like stray dogs to their fate, wandered the length of 
the train. Women lay about in the Jast stages of exhaustion. The dying 
gazed out from beneath coarse sheeting. Tears and groans and a cold 
wind. The devil was regaling himself as never before. Prayers and curses, 
love and hate, hope and despair — ^all mixed up together. A peasant, whose 
face was blotched and black, said: 
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‘1 run with death on my heels. We had a black cat. We’ve eaten it now.” 

''Eaten it?” 

"To the last bone. There’s a howling in your ears i£ you go out into the 
road — many have gone out of their minds. A neighbour of mine — a little 
girl of his died — he dragged her body into the cellar and hacked it in 
pieces with a hatchet.” 

"He did?” 

"Yes, like an ox.” 

A woman wailed. 

'Tve been to the town too, been to the town too. And there’s nothing, 
nothing, nothing.” 

"Is there no food to be had there?” 

"Nothing, nothing, nothing, nothing. I put my child down and went 
away. Put it down and went away. Hid behind a house to see what would 
< happen. Went back. There it lay in its swaddling clothes, looking at me. I 

picked it up. It was dead.” 

.. 'a 

: Jemeljan had no strength left. He set Mishka down in a corner in the 

station and gave him a bit of horse-flesh. Mishka did not eat it. He licked 
it, smelt it, rolled it into a ball. Wolodjka lay huddled beside him. 

"Mishka, blow on me!” 

"Are you cold?” 
li "Fmhungry!” 

: “Take a bite! Here!” 

I “HI eat it all!” 

; “Not all. Father’ll be cross.” 

Jemeljan stood near the telegraph office. A long white strip crept on 
endlessly and just such a long white strip was wound up in his head. 

“The train will be here soon.” 

“They won’t take us on board.” 

“We’ll try hard!” 

“It’s just as bad in the town.” 

“It’s only fools say so. If no one will take the children in, we’ll leave them 
somewhere. It’s better than having them under your eyes.” 

Jemeljan was grieved for Mishka. He was like a nail in his heart. It 
would hurt to pull it out. And yet it had to be pulled out. Jemeljan lay 
down. He was done for. His bones were water. His head reeled. He was 
weary. He put his arm round Mishka and covered him with the flap of 
his coat. 

.“Asleep, Mishka?” 

“We’ll go to sleep. The train will be here soon,” 
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The train was late. Pavel gave Jemeljan a shake. Jemeljan looked at him 
with weak and failing eyes and said after thinking it over: 

/‘I’m dying, brother. I can do no more.” 

“You’ll soon come round.” 

. “No. Take Mishka with you.” 

“What shall I do with him?” 

“Put him in a home for children.” 

“Can’t. My own boy is like a knife in my throat.” 

XIV 

Jemeljan lay for three days in the little station. Mishka went from coach 
to coach along the train. His eyes were dry, his voice too was gone. He could 
scarcely stretch out his hands or open his gaping, ghastly mouth. 

“Little uncle!” 

A wind blew. Rain fell. Jemeljan lay there with black and swollen face. 
In the peace and relief of delirium he talked to Anna: 

“Don’t cry. I shan’t die. What are you crying for?” 

He waited long for Mishka. He groped about him with his hands. 
For brief intervals he opened his eyes. Mishka did not come. Early one 
morning he crept out of the station building. Somebody shouted: 

“Where are you off to, peasant?” 

Jemeljan did not hear. He crept on to the track, sat there for a while 
and then lay down on his face. The engine whistled shrilly. Anna came to 
him, the three children too: Mishka, Serjoshka, Petka. Jemeljan pressed 
them feebly to his warm and throbbing heart and thought tenderly: 

“Nov/ we’re there.” 

ROMANCE 

Vera Inber 

(1891- ) 

TRANSLATED BY JOHN RODKER 


A.ND THEN CAME the autumn twilight, bringing to the earth the silence that 
pervades a room before one goes to sleep. The train travelled through the 
quiet, rustling the leaves. Now and then small stations, dimly lighted, halted 
its progress for a few minutes. All at once the Shaturka power-station came 
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into view, its round lights reflected in the artificially raised water. Full of 
energy, steel masts marched off into the horizon with powerful strides. 
Their strong legs did not know what it was to be tired. 

Evgenia Bart, newspaper woman, was reclining on the upper berth of 
an old-fashioned car that belonged to the naive times when there was as 
yet no division into compartments. In its youth this railway car had shone 
brightly; illuminated with thick candles, it coursed along the main lines. 
But now it lumbered slowly on the Kazan railroad, the worst of all lines. 
Clean and proper like elderly people, garrulous and good-natured, with a 
woman conductor to tend it like a nurse, it carried engineers and tech- 
nicians to the different plants and construction enterprises. 

Evgenia lay silent. From time to time she said aloud: ''But what of it!’’, 
or "Well, well, well,” or "Now, for a smoke.” 

She took out a match-box in which green matches with yellow heads 
huddled together like birds, and she smiled to think how nice they looked. 
She read the inscription on the box and burst out laughing at the blithe 
ring of the Latin word. ^ 

An elderly engineer, who was sitting below, looked up at her. He did 
not approve of women smoking, travelling alone, and laughing for no ap- 
parent reason. 

Genya now stared out of the window and now peered down into the 
car. Outside, night was coming on. The wind, blowing over the earth, 
caused the little stations to tremble. From her upper berth Genya could 
see how heads were beginning to grow bald; but their owners were happily 
ignorant of it. 

"It’s now seven o’clock. Soon I’ll be seeing Shirokov,” she said to herself. 
"But what of it? Fm only going for a couple of days. Fm a journalist by 
profession, and I’m going to see the new plant on the Oka where Shirokov 
is chief engineer. I’ve been following up the plant and that’s why Fm going. 
And now for a smoke.” 

Meanwhile the conversation in the lower berths was about bridges and 
viaducts, about the overflowing of the rivers fn spring, when in the city one 
can see wooden pavements swelling and floating, and, in the country, the 
willows wear a silver sheen and brooks mirror the turbulent flight of the 
clouds. 

They spoke about ice floes and ice blockages, about their importance for 
the life of bridges, about the professional conceit of one well-known diver 
who despised all other trades but, was willing to concede that an aviator 
might be worthy of a diver’s friendship. 

"One of the intelligentsia, I suppose,” said a young electrician. 

But the elderly engineer resented this insult and took up the cudgels on 
behalf of the diver, "That’s not so, young man. Diver Brichkin was no 
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intellectual ill the rotten sense in which you understand the word. But he 
was a romantic. Oh, I see you’re smiling. Let me tell you, I feel sorry for you 
all. To surround the work one loves with a pedestal, to raise it on a 
halo,...;.”':'"',. : 

'The other way about,” they corrected him. 

'That’s unimportant. That isn’t the point. What I’m driving at is that 
you’re incapable of the ardour and the enthusiasm with which we worked, 
each on his own hook, instead of hiding behind the backs of the brigade. 
With what ardour and enthusiasm I worked, building my first bridge over 
the river Dymka!” 

Genya pictured the young engineer to herself as a young toreador ad- 
vancing to meet a bull in the form of the bridge. She had a journalist’s 
quick imagination, 

"We were like this both in our work and in our private life,” continued 
the engineer, giving a sharp glance at Genya. "In love we were like the 
knights of olden times. I remember that once in Persia I rode a horse to 
death just in order to bring a girl a bouquet.” 

"You, riding a horse like that,” his companions said, "Your name should 
be put on the blackboard.” 

But the engineer paid no heed. He flew away at top speed on his Persian 
steed into the land of past memories. He recalled the quiet provinces 
covered with a cloth of snow. Winter with the sun, newly burnished, on 
the horizon. What warm-skinned women awaited there the builders of 
bridges! What tenderness was in their eyes! Women’s charm. then was an 
object of love but now it perishes without attention. Formerly there were 
engineers, but now there is the I. T. R. (Engineering and Technical Work- 
ers). Now romance is a thing of the past. Is there even one person sitting 
here, he asked, who can appreciate the length of a woman’s eyelashes, the 
swan-like warmth of honey locks or the colour of a woman’s cheeks like the 
colour and the odour of a rose ? 

At this stage a woman conductor, encased in straps and smelling like a 
hospital ward, traversed the length of the car with a lantern in her hands. 

"The old man is right,” Genya mused, "to the extent that this is not an 
epoch of laughing dimples. The old regime exploited feminine beauty, but 
we do not. V/hat we need is a good brain, and we are quite indifferent as 
to the outer shape of the brain box. What we need is keen eyes — who 
stops to think of the colour of these eyes? And as for these I.T.R.ites — oh, 
how well I know this martial crew. You won’t find your I.T.R.ites studying 
the length of a woman’s eyelashes. Your I,T.Rite is often brusque and 
sometimes goes about unshaved. He, won’t call a. woman 'ducky’ or love.’ 
He’ll call her by some other name, sometimes k. really terrible name.” 

Genya recalled one of Shirokov’s few letters. "Good old Bullard,” wrote 
Shirokov. "The factory and I are looking forward: to you. Come quick.” 
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Eager to discover the meaning of this funny-soundmg word, Genya 
asked an old friend of hers, also an LT.R.ite, who told her, '‘A Bullard 
is a huge six-spindle semi-automatic verticle boring mill.'’ 

Forty minutes late, Genya jumped from the car on to the low, wet ground. 

The station stood solitary. The living quarters of the plant’s workers were 
not far distant. Genya was encompassed by this strange night filled with the 
barking of dogs, lighted up with a few lone lamps, so unlike night in great 
cities, and her heart beat much faster than newspaper women’s hearts are 
supposed':to do. 

She saw Shirokov. He advanced to meet her, wearing a dogskin coat and 
Wellington boots. Beneath his cap glittered two Tartar eyes. His face was 
wreathed in smiles. He was happy and couldn’t conceal it. 

‘‘So there you are,” he said. “Come along. I have a horse waiting. I’m 
straight from the plant and have had no time to shave. So you’ll excuse 
me, Bullard, won’t you.?” 

They sat in the droshky. An almost-Persian steed drove them recklessly 
over the unpaved ground full of bottomless puddles. Small houses flew by 
on both sides. An occasional lantern lit their way. 

“Put on speed, Nikifor,” shouted Shirokov. “Give our Moscow friend an 
exhibition of first-class horsemanship.” 

“For beating the horse, you should be put up on the blackboard,” Bullard 
laughed. She was happy and couldn’t conceal it. 

“We have the evening to ourselves,” Shirokov said, covering Genya with 
the bottom of his dogskin coat. “You’re not cold, are you? To-morrow I’ll 
show you the forge we’re building. One hundred and twenty metres long 
and forty-five metres wide. Quite a large forge. You’re not hot, are you? 
Only somehow we can’t put the workers’ dining-hall in order. That’s my big 
trouble. By the way, what colour eyes have you, Bullard? I once knew but 
I’ve forgotten.” 

“Hazel, according to a rough estimate, but that’s unimportant. It isn’t 
eyes that decide things now . . .” 

Just then the right side of the droshky flew upwards like the wing of an 
airplane, and the left one plunged into the water. Their faces were spattered 
with mud and their feet all at once were soaked. 

“Ai, ai, ai, what’s wrong?” asked Bullard. 

“The trace broke. There’s your ‘ai, ai, ai,’ for you,” answered Shirokov. 

The rest of the way the droshky drove smoothly, Shirokov chaffed Niki- 
for, the plant’s driver, about the puddles: “After this I won’t be able to 
bear the sight of you any more. You almost killed our Moscow friend. 
You’re no longer my friend,ror a shock-worker. A shock-driver ought to 
know the road like his own boots — every hole by heart. But you!” 

“Yes, I, Peter Efimovitch,.! know it by. day. But nights . . 

“Shut up, who stuck up: for you when you got dead drunk? Who but I? 
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‘■ ril make up for this wroAg lVe done you do something for you too. 
Realiy, I promise you.’h ^ 

“The trace broke. Ho, ho, ho. It won’t be an easy job making up for 
such a grievous wrong,” said Bullard. 

“Never mind, 111 make up for it,” Nikifor answered. 

Genya and Shirokov climbed up to the second story. The pinewood 
house, where the LT.R.ites dwelt, had been built only recently. a 

cozy like a bed in winter, it smelt like a pine forest and clung to the 
fingersl From behind one of the walls could be heard a German lullaby. 
The singer was a Bavarian woman who had come out here with her hus- 
band. She was singing her little I.T.Rite to sleep in its native language, 
worrying whether he had a fever or had caught cold. 

Shirokov and Genya were met by the bashful Vasunin, Shirokov’s as- 
sistant. The whole evening he had fussed with the samovar, worrying 
whether it had a fever or had caught cold. And the grateful samovar had 
gurgled in its native language. 

A severe masculine cleanliness ruled the apartment of the Chief Engineer 
and his assistants. Over the sofa hung the plan of die plant, white on blue. 
The future forge stood out, ready for the workmen to enter. The plant 
builders, present and future, were working at top speed, fulfilling the pro- 
duction plan. The workers’ dining-hall, spick-and-span as a laboratory, 
warmed one’s heart. The workers thronged into it merrily, carefully wiping 
their boots at the entrance, and not a single swear word hung in the well- 
ventilated air. Everything was in its place. Everything ran smoothly. 

“How quiet it is,” said Bullard, while being shown over the apartment. 
“No visitors, no telephone going. Just to think of Moscow at this time!” 

At this stage there was a knock at the hall door and Vasunin went to 
open it. 

Left alone with Bullard, Shirokov did something that was beneath the 
dignity of an I.T.R.ite. He took one of Bullard’s hands and pressed it to his 
unshaved cheek. 

“Well, come to-morrow,” Vasunin was saying in the entry, “Peter 
Efimovitch is busy just now. He’s taking a rest. He has someone to see 
him. Surely you understand . . . Sh, sh,” said Vasunin. 

“It s all right, I’m not making a noise. Maybe she’s asleep now, dozing 
you know, for all I can tell It would be good to try her again. Maybe she’d 
consent.” 

“Sh, sh,” Vasunin repeated, and from his voice it was clear that he 
glanced toward the door. . , 

“The beauty of the district, I’m telling you,” Nikifor hissed. “And you 
know what a large district ours. is. ='Such eyes, Sergei Sergeivich, they’re 
beyond words. They reach my very heart. Such shoulders— Oh, boy!”* ■ - 

Nikifor apparently was showing what kind of shoulders she had because 
something fell down from the hall, rack. „ - . ^ , , , - ^ ^ 
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Genya looked at Shirokov. He screwed up his eyes and his nostrils dis- 
tended. Unthinking, he had continued to hold Genya’s hand in his. Sud- 
denly he placed it on the table and made a bee-line for the entry. 

“Such breasts,” Nikifor said at the top of his voice. “She weighs every bit 
of a hundred kilos. I know his taste all right. Skin like kid.” 

“Is that you, Peter.?” said Vasunin, “I just wanted . . 

But Shirokov wouldn’t listen to him. 

“Bring her here, Nikifor,” he said. “Hold on there, though, I must have 
a shave first, otherwise she’ll think I’m too rough. Where’s our foreign 
soap? Hold on there. First of all bring me some candy. What’s her name, 
Nikifor?” 

“Kovrova Stepanida,” Nikifor sang gently. 

“And her patronymic?” 

“Egorovna,” cooed Nikifor. 

“Calm, absolutely calm,” Bullard reassured herself. “Nothing terrible has 
happened. A mere misunderstanding. His taste is a hundred kilos and I 
weigh only forty-five. Who could have foreseen this? To-morrow I leave for 
Moscow and I shall have forgotten about it the day after.” 

But in thinking with what dijfficulty she had squeezed out these two days, 
these two valuable evenings, Bullard understood that she would not forget 
it so soon. In order not to hear Shirokov say: “How do you do, my dar- 
ling,” Genya put on the earphones and heard Lenski sing from Moscow: 
“How long, my foes, has thirst of blood us parted.”'^ 

“No, not long ago. Only just now,” Bullard answered. She covered her 
face with her hands. 

Thus the time passed. 

Shirokov entered the room with the air of a conqueror. 

“What a Jane!” he exclaimed, drinking dov/n the glass of cold tea in one 
gulp. “I have been dreaming of such a Jane for half a year. What shoulders. 
What . . .” 

Bullard, all pale, advanced to meet him. “You’re rotten, Mister 1. T. R.,” 
she said. 

“Oh!” said Shirokov. 

“You’ve rotted into your constituent elements: cynicism, profligacy and 
a cold disregard of human beings. Where’s my hat?” 

“Oh,” said Shirokov. He pressed his lips tightly. Bullard became silent. 
Her heart froze, Shirokov paced the room and stopped in front of the 
plan. 

“Just try to imagine a seasonal worjker going into the dining-hall for the 
first time,” he said. “He finds the. floor dirty, the tablecloth sticky and the 
: air greasy. This often happens. The waitress combs her hair with the spoon 
as she hands him the i'ArM. To-make things worse, Bullard, this seasonal 
worker chances to see in the kitchen window the leading personage of the 

■ -Btigen Onegin by Tchaikovsky. ' , ' ■ ■ ’ ' , ■ • ' 
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place. He sees the cook. And then, Bullard, it becomes clear to the seasonal 
worker that she, this thin, weak-willed woman with a running nose, is the 
cause of all the gloom, contamination and dirt. So our seasonal worker, with 
his mental waverings, pictures himself back on his farm, sitting in the glow 
of the Stove. As a result, his work on the job suffers, and the job, mind 
you, is no easy one. Then the chief engineer, whose eyes must be ali-seeing, 
takes note of the poor work; He puts himself in the place of the seasonal 
worker, traversing all his daily paths until he comes to the cook. He sees 
that what is needed is a jolly, broadshouldered, tidy and skillful woman. 
He seeks out this woman. He searches high and low for her and at last he 
finds her, my darling Bullard.” 

Bullard looked at Shirokov and her heart warmed. Shirokov smiled. His 
Tartar eyes glistened. He was terribly happy and couldn’t conceal it. 


EARTH ON THE HANDS 

Boris Pilnjak 

(1894- ) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


I N SUMMER, when the first days of June have come, if you live in a country 
town in Russia, you must open the windows first thing in the morning, to 
let the soft June wind blow through the rooms. Then they will be filled 
with coolness and the green light from the limes and maples. The wild 
vine on the terrace smothers the gold of day in its greenery. On such days 
man and earth are one. 

It was on just such a morning that a man sat at his writing table in 
the corner by the open window opposite the terrace door, buried in his 
papers and his thoughts, while his wife grubbed about in the golden light 
of morning in the flower beds among the lilacs. Every now and then she 
came back onto the terrace, with a scarf round her neck and her hands held 
away from her body in case she diftiM her dress. Rare, rare and precious, is 
the joy of being bound in friendship with the earth * . . ! Rare, rare and 
precious, is the joy of a marriage fortified with love and confidence and 
loyalty. This joy of friendship, trust and loye and fellowship in work, was 
at home in that house. It is to be found only among people of cultured 
minds and interests-^and these two were gbodj, simple^ Industrie people: 
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he was a writer on sociological subjects and she a painter. They had met 
when he was over thirty-five and she over thirty. 

There is nothing like turning over the soil for healthful exercise of the 
muscles, planting out tobacco and mignonette in the beds and weeding 
as you go; it is wonderful to think as you bend over the earth that what 
you plant will thrive and grow. Her husband had been at work on the beds 
with her before sitting down to his books. Once he got down to them at 
his desk the familiar trains of thought came back—figuresj comparisons, 
quotations, arguments and formulas. Now work began in earnest and the 
hours when the eyes of learned men and artists are utterly absent-minded, 
indifferent and blind to the world that lies outside their books. 

While he was in this state of trance Andreieva became aware of a stranger 
coming through the gate into the courtyard. He was wearing a wide- 
brimmed hat and carrying a small bag. The intruder came up to the win- 
dow and said he wanted Anna Andreieva. Without raising his eyes from 
the paper her husband replied that she was in the garden. 

He had no idea how many minutes had gone by when his wife came in 
through the terrace door, her hands covered with earth, accompanied by the 
stranger. He did not see his wife’s face. 

The stranger bowed and said: “If you don’t mind I would like to have 
a few more minutes alone with Anna.” 

And Anna said: “Yes, I’m taking Sergei into my room, Paul.” 

Again he did not see his wife’s face and again minutes passed during 
which his eyes saw nothing of the world except the world in his books. 
Anna came back out of her room. Paul raised vacant eyes and noticed 
that his wife’s hands — covered with earth as before — ^hung down helplessly 
and that her eyes were full of helplessness. Paul came back to reality. 

Then the stranger began speaking. Anna was standing in the terrace door 
with her back to them both — the goldlight of day touched the edges of the 
vine and her shoulders. 

“Paul Andreievitch,” the stranger said and then made a long pause. 
“Paul Andreievitch, we are no thieves — ^you and I. It’s simply my feelings 
as a human being.” He paused again to collect his thoughts. “I have not seen 
Anna for thirteen years — ^but for all these thirteen years I have been dream- 
ing of her and thinking of her. You know that I parted from her in Paris 
and went as a Russian, to fight on the French front. You know that Anna 
lived with me in her youth—but you know, too, that Anna has nothing 
to reproach herself with on that account and that you cannot reproach 
her either.. The world is large enough to lose one’s way in. I have come 
' back to Anna, and now you two have been married for eight years. We are 
all getting on in life. I did not know that Anna was married.” 

Paul saw before him the man whose memory their marriage had kept 
sacred— Anna’s first husband> a man worthy of esteem. An old man now, 
grey-haired, an artist;, in other, days when Anna was a girl he had taught 



EARTH ON^ THE ■ HANDS 


747 


her the art of painting and the value of life. The old man% 
honest and good; they looked at Paul kindly and disconcertedly. They 
could not have looked at him in any other way, for in the room was the 
only woman he loved and if his eyes were good so was he. Paul reflected 
that he too was grey, grey before his time, aged by the years of the Russian 
upheavals, and that his eyes too were good and disarmed by a natural 
goodness' of' heart. 

Two men, the one very like the other, for it was not for nothing that Anna 
loved them both, confronted each other. Paul remembered Anna’s de- 
scriptions of Sergei as a young and good-looking artist, warmhearted, 
brilliant and alive. And the picture she had drawn of him got mixed 
up with the picture of the man before him, an old man with kindly and 
tired eyes. A man who had come back out of the jaws of death. 

“How you have altered, Sergei — Sergei Ivanovitch,” Paul said absently. 

The two men smiled, almost unconsciously. Paul put out his hand. And 
as he grasped the hand of the other man he was aware in his spine, in the 
nervous tremor in his chest and shoulder-blades, of himself and Anna and 
the intruder. Anna all her life had loved only these two. She honoured 
Sergei’s memory, and he too honoured it as the memory of a man who 
had loved Anna, a man whose death certificate was in Anna’s hands, 
sent her from a French infantry regiment, stating that the Russian painter, 
Sergei Ivanovitch Lavrenjov, private, had fallen “before Verdun.” This 
memory— sacred and secret, and all the more sacred and secret because 
honoured— lay between them. Not once since he had loved Anna had 
he questioned her about her feelings for Sergei, and never had he set 
himself over against him — ^because he wished above all to guard his memory. 
Paul held Sergei’s hand. And in his spine and from the tremor in his 
chest he felt that from this moment onwards he could not — even in his 
thoughts — call Anna his wife ; for he too, as Sergei had said, was no — thief. 

He held Sergei’s hand for a long time. Sergei’s eyes did not move. “Yes, 
Sergei. Yes, you are right. I am no thief.” 

Anna turned round to them. She walked up to them. Her hands, held 
far from her body, were turned to stone. Tears were in her eyes. Sergei 
stretched his hands out towards her, palms upwards — and Anna’s eyes fell. 
Paul knew that this must be a characteristic gesture of Sergei’s, which 
Anna remembered from the days gone by. And he let, his eyes fall as 
people do who let their eyes fall from shame lest they should see what they 
ought not to see. Anna saw Paul’s averted eyes and she put out her 
hands to him. He did not see and Anna was left with her hands in. the 


air. 


“I’ll go and wash my hands,” she exclaimed. ' 

“Yes, go,” Paul said. ' - 

“Anna, Paul Andreievitch,” Sergei began and his lips grinned. in physical 
pain, “Anna, Annushka, my darling,. . . if you wish, I will go away at once 
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and for ever, Anniishka . . . Yes, I have aged very much, Paul Andreie- 
vitch, I have aged very much.” 

Anna sank weakly onto the chair at the table and forgot all about her 
hands. 

‘‘No, no. That’s nonsense,” Paul said. “Anna has always spoken of you 
with such affection. We have photographs of you and you see — the picture, 
I mean, I had formed of you . . . Nonsense, Seriosha!” Paul called Sergei 
by the name he and Anna had always used when he was in their thoughts. 
“No, listen to me, Seriosha, it is only in comparison with your photograph 
that you have altered ...” 

Anna stretched her hands out to Paul with the same gesture with which 
Sergei had stretched his out to her. Anna must, he saw, have picked it up 
from Sergei. Paul took both her hands in his and kissed the earth on 
them; he kissed the moist dark earth with all the tenderness he felt for 
the woman. Wiping the soil from his lips he said: “No, Annushka,” (he 
caught himself calling Anna by the name Sergei had given her) “No, Anna, 
I am no thief. I know I cannot call you my wife— not unless you call rne 
your husband.” Paul again wiped the soil from his lips. “What strange 
things time hides! Here we are, the three of us, how can I say it.? The most 
wonderful thing in my life — ^you knew it before me, Seriosha — ^and I have 
got to know what was for you the most sacred of all things on earth, your 
own exclusive mystery. I can find no words for it.” 

Anna stood up. For a second she stood there motionless. All the strength 
ebbed from her will. Her neck trembled like a string of an instrument. Her 
head sank between her shoulders. She went to Sergei — and embraced him. 
Paul understood: when Anna stretched her hands out to Paul, she de- 
fended Sergei — and now when she went to Sergei, she defended Paul. And 
with her head sunk and her cheek on Sergei’s breast Anna said; 

“I am afraid, Seriosha — I am afraid, Paul. Howl waited for you, Seriosha, 
when you went to the front! What torments I suffered when here in Rus- 
sia I got the news of your death! You know how I loved you. Now you 
have come— and how glad I am! No, that is not the way to express it. You 
have returned— and I— love you. But— I love Paul too. I have a son. We 
have a son; he is my only son, and I shall have no more children. I am in 
great dread. I do not know! Paul, do you hear.? ... I do not know . . 

Paul went to Anna and put his arms round Sergei and her, leaning his 
head on Anna’s shoulder. 

: “Annushka,” he said— again he called her by Sergei’s name for her, but 
he did not correct himself— “Annushka, darling, you know, darling, you 
know that Sergei and I, that we think of your happiness and your hap- 
piness only . . . You knowr^-that we wait for what you say.” 

Paul was speechless. The depth of his love for Anna overpowered him, 
and gratitude for the humanity of her conduct filled him to overflowing. 
He was silent and let his head M; He tried to look at Anna’s face, but for 
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a moment her features swam before his eyes. The dusk came into the room, 
the daylight failed outside the windows. The self-forgetfulness, the in- 
difference to the passage of time which came over Paul while he was at 
work now came over them all. They stood there with their arms about 
each other and time stood still. The whitish dusk of a white June night 
in Russia was around them. The earth radiated its gold. The scent of 
stocks was in the room. Gnats sang in the garden. Anna’s face was 
strengthless and her eyes were shut. Her earth-soiled hands hung on 
Sergei’s shoulders so as not to soil his coat. 

''It is night already,” Pauk said in amazement. "Annushka, go and wash 
your hands. They are covered with earth.” 

Paul took hold of Anna’s hands. He kissed the earth on her hands 
tenderly. Anna’s face was happy. She walked to the door of her room to 
wash the earth from her hands. All the windows were open and the green 
evening air blew through the house. In hours like these man is one with 
the earth..'"' ■ ■ 

A LETTER 

Isaac Babel 

(1894- ) 

TRANSLATED BY ALEC BROWN 


Here is a letter home which I wrote for a lad o£ our detachment, named 
Kourdioukov, at his dictation. It deserves recording, I have copied it out 
without any touching up, and give it, word for word, exactly as it stood. 

"My dear Mother, Evdokia Fiodorovna. In the first lines of the present 
letter in all haste I inform you that, thanks to the Lord, I find myself alive 
and well, which same I hope to hear from you. Also most humbly I bow 
down to you, from white face to damp earth. . . . [Here follows a list of 
all relations, blood^ and marriage, and spiritual relations — ^god-fathers, etc. 
Let us leave them out and pass to the- second section.] 

"My dear Mother, Evdokia Fiodorovna Kourdioukov. In great haste I 
write to tell you that I am in Comrade Boudyonny’s Cavalry Army, where 
also is your relation in God Nikon Vassilievich, who at present is a Red 
Hero. He took me on as his companion for this expedition of the Political 
Department, where we take literature and- newspapers about the front, 
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namely the Moscow Izvestia, the Moscow Pravda and our own newspaper 
w^hich shows no mercy, The Red Cavalryman, which every single fighter 
in the advanced positions wants to be able to read, whereupon with heroic 
spirit he cuts down these scum the Polish squires, and so I’m getting on 
very firstrate here with Nikon Vassilievich. 

‘'My dear Mother Evdokia Fiodorovna. Please send me whatever you can , 
manage, what you have to send. Will you please kill the young black and 
white hog and make me up a parcel to the Political Section of Comrade 
Boudyonny, for Vassili Kourdioukov. Every night I lie down on an empty 
stomach and without anything to cover myself with, so that I am terrible 
cold. Write me a letter and tell me about my Steve, is he alive or dead, I 
beg you please look after him well and write to me about him, does he 
still over-reach or has he stopped that, and how about the itch in his front 
feet and have you had him shoed or not? I beg you, my dear Mother 
Evdokia Fiodorovna, don’t fail to wash his front feet with the soap I left, 
it’s behind the eikons, and if Father has used it all up, buy some more in 
Krasnodar and God will be with you. I can also inform you that it’s very 
poor country in these parts, the peasants take their horses and hide from 
our red eagles in the woods, there is little corn to be seen and what there 
is, it’s very stunted, we laugh at it. The farmers in these parts sow rye and 
likewise oats. There are hops too in these parts growing on poles, so that 
it’s all very neat and trim and they make homemade spirits with them. 

“And now I write a few more lines to hasten to describe to you about 
Father, as he cut down my brother Fiodor Timofeich Kourdioukov a 
year ago today. Our Red Brigade under Comrade Pavlichenko was ad- 
vancing on the town of Rostov when there was treachery in our ranks. 
Now at that time Father was in Denikin’s army, he was Company Com- 
mander. Those who saw them say they were wearing medals and all like 
in the old days. And as a result of the treachery we were all taken 
prisoner and so Father saw brother Fiodor Timofeich. And Father he 
began cutting Fiodia about and calling him a cur and a red scum and a son 
of a bitch and a lot more and cut him about till dark, until Brother 
Fiodor Timofeich passed away. I wrote you a letter at the time to tell you 
how your Fiodia was buried without a cross, but Father caught me with the 

letter and said you mother’s whelps you spawn, that whore’s, I 

bellied your mother and 111 belly her again, my life’s ruined, I’ll bring my 
seed up the way it should go and a lot more. I suffered at his hands like 
our Saviour Jesus Christ, only I got away from Father quickly and ran 
away and got through to my unit under Comrade Pavlichenko. 

“Our Brigade then got orders to proceed to the town of Voronezh to fill 
its ranks and when we got there we: did get reinforcements, also horses and 
haversacks and revolvers and al! we needed. As for Voronezh, my dear 
Mother, Evdokia Fiodorovna,! can tell you that it’s a very fine little town, 
a fait bigger than Krasnodar, and the people are very handsome, with a 
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river capable for bathing. There we received two pounds of bread each a 
day, half a pound of meat and the sugar we needed, so that wIice we got 
up in the mornings we could drink sweetened tea, and sup the same and so 
we forgot being hungry, and to dinner I used to go to Brother Semyon 
Timofeich to eat pancakes and roast goose, after which I used to lie down 
to rest. At that time on account of his desperation the whole regiment 
wanted Semyon Timofeich for Commander and orders were issued by 
Comrade Boudyonny and he got two horses, proper uniform, a cart for his 
gear separately and the order of the Red Banner and I was recognized as 
his brother. So now if any of the neighbours takes it in his head to get 
uppish with you, Semyon Timofeich can slit his throat for him propen 
Then we began to push General Denikin back, cut down thousands of 
them and drove them into the Black Sea, only no sign of Father, and 
Semyon Timofeich looked for him everywhere, because he was very cut up 
about Brother Fiodia. Only, dear Mother, as you know what our Father’s 
like, what a stubborn man he is, so what did he do— -he had the impu- 
dence to dye his beard from ginger to black and he was living in the town 
of Maikop in civvies, so nobody there had any idea that he was nobody 
else but an old Tsarist mounted gendarme. Only truth will out and 
Nikon Vassilich caught sight of him one day quite by chance in a cottage 
and wrote to Semyon Timofeich to tell him. Then he got our horses and 
covered those hundred and fifty miles in no time, I, Brother Sim and some 
lads from our outpost who wanted to go with us. 

'‘And what did we find in the town of Maikop? We found that the rear 
of the armies was all out of sympathy with the front lines and in that 
town there was treachery all over, and large numbers of Jews, like under 
the Tsar. And Semyon Timofeich in Maikop had a stand-up row with 
those Jewboys, because they wouldn’t let Father out of their hands, but 
locked him up in the prison and said there were orders from Comrade 
Trotsky that no prisoners were to be killed; well try him ourselves, they 
said, you keep calm, hell get his deserts. Only, Semyon Timofeich had his 
own way and proved that he was Commander of a Regiment and had all 
the Orders of the Red Banner from Comrade Boudyonny, and threatened 
to cut down anybody who stood out for Father’s person and refused to give 
him up, and all the boys stood for Semyon Timofeich. Only when Semyon 
Timofeich got hold of Father he began flogging Father and all the boys 
were paraded in the courtyard in proper formation. And then Sim splashed 
some water on Father Timofey Rodionich’s beard and the dye ran out of 
it. And Sim asked Timofey Rodionich: 

“ 'Do you feel all right in my hands. Father?’ 

" 'No,’ said Father, 'rotten.’ 

"Then Sim asked: 

“ 'And when you cut Fiodia up did he feel all right, in your hands?’ 

“'No,’ said Father, 'rotten.’ , . , : . 
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'Then'Sim'asked:': ' 

“ Father, did think you’d feel rotten some day too?’ 

“ 'No7 Father said, T never thought I’d feel rotten.’ 

'Then Sim turned right round to the crowd there and said, 'Whereas I 
do think that if I get into the hands of your people there’ll be no mercy 
for me. And now, Father, we’re going to put an end to you. . . 

"And Timofey Rodionich then began insolently cursing Sim and swear- 
ing at him, his mother and the Virgin, and hitting Sim in the 

jaws, and Sim sent me out of the yard, so, dear Mother, Evdokia Fio- 
dorovna, I cannot give you any description of how they finished off Father, 
because I was sent out of the yard. 

"After that we were stationed in Novorossiysk. As for this town, I can tell 
you that the dry land ends there, and further on there’s nought but water, 
the Black Sea, and w^e stayed there right through till May, when we came 
out on the Polish front, where we’re knocking the stuffing out of the 
Polish squires. . . . 

"I remain your Loving Son, Vassili Timofeich Kourdioukov. Mother, do 
keep your eye on my Stevie and God will be with you. . . •” 

There is Kourdioukov’s letter, not a word in it changed. When I had 
finished writing it, he took it and tucked it away under his shirt, next to 
his skin. 

"Kourdioukov,” I asked the lad, "your father was a tyrant, was he?” 

"My father was a devil,” he said sullenly. 

"And your mother’s better?” 

“Mother’s all right. If you’d like, here’s our family . . 

He handed me a dog-eared photograph. It showed Timofey Kourdioukov, 
a broad-shouldered mounted gendarme, wearing his uniform cap and 
with well combed-out beard, stolid, high-cheekboned, with a harsh glint 
in his stupid, colourless eyes. Beside him, in a basket chair, was a frail 
little peasant woman with loose-hanging blouse and a consumptive, clear- 
skinned, timorous face. And behind, against the wall, one of those mis- 
erable country-photographer back-cloths with flowers and pigeons, were 
two tall lads, "monstrously stalwart and stupid-looking, standing stiff and 
gawky— with broad faces and staring eyes, as if being drilled— the two 
other sons, Fiodor and Semyon. 
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THE CHILD 

Vsevolod Ivanov 

(1895- ) 

TRANSLATED BY JOHN COURNOS 


IVIoNGOLiA is a wild beast, and a gloomy one! Its stone is a wild beast, 

and its water is a wild beast; even its ladybird watches for an opportunity 
to bite.^L :: 

No one the Mongolian— he walks about in skins, he 

looks like a Ghinaman and, very remote from the Russians, across the desert 
of No '-Koi, he has made his home. And it is said that he will go beyond 
Ch na into India, into the unknown blue lands on the seven shores. . . . 

Many Kirghis who had left Irtish during the Russian war and trekked to 
Mongolia, had pitched their tents near the Russians. Their heart is well- 
known—it can be seen through and through. They wandered here in no 
undue haste — and they brought their beasts and their children, and even 
their sick. 

The Russians w^ere being driven hither without mercy — but then they 
were moujiks, and sturdy fellows. On the mountain stones they left their 
superfluous weakness — here one fellow died, there another was beaten to 
death. The families and the tools and the domestic beasts had been left to 
the Whites. The moujiks were malignant like wolves during the spring. 
They lay in their tents and thought about the steppe, about Irtish. . . . 

There were about fifty of them. Sergey Selivanov acted as their head, 
and the detachment was called: ‘'The partisan detachment of the Red 
Guard of Comrade Selivanov.” 

They were bored. 

While they were being driven across the mountains, their hearts had 
been in fear of the black stoniness over which they had to pass. They 
reached the steppe — and they found it tedious here; because the steppe was 
like their own Irtish steppe: there was sand, harsh grass, a hard-forged sky. 
Everything was alien, not one’s own, and the land was unploughed and. 
wild. • , ' • ' / ' ' ' 

And it was hard without women. , . ‘ . ' , ■ . 

At night they sat around and told soldiers’ tales about women, and when 
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it became unbearable they saddled their horses and caught Kirghis women 
in the steppe. 

And the Kirghis women submitted to their Russian captors. 

It was loathsome to take them^ for they were still and never opened 
their tightly closed eyes. It was as if you had sinned with domestic cattle. 

The Kirghis feared the moujiks, and would wander away further into 
the steppe. When they saw a Russian they threatened him with a rifle or 
with a sling; they raised whoops, but they did not shoot. Perhaps, they 
' Couldn’t.?^ - ' 

II 

The paymaster of the detachment, Afanasy Petrovitch, was tearful, like 
an infant. And his face was like an infant’s: it was sm.all, hairless and rosy. 
But his legs were long and strong, like a camel’s. 

When he mounted a horse, he was forbidding. His face seemed hidden, 
and he sat there looking grey, angry and terrifying. 

On Trinity day three men were ordered out into the steppe to find good 
meadow’^s. They were Selivanov himself, paymaster Afanasy Petrovitch, and 
secretary Drevesinin, 

The sand rose in the sun like a cloud of smoke. 

From on high the wind blew. While from the earth, toward the 
tremulous sky, the warmth rose. The bodies of the men and the beasts 
were hard and heavy, like stones. It was tedious. 

And Selivanov hoarsely said : 

“What sort of meadows are there out there ? . . .” 

The others knew: he was speaking of Irtish. But the beardless faces were 
mute. It was as if the sun had burnt out their hair, as it burns out the 
grass in the steppe. Their narrow eyes, like wounds from a fish-hook, were 
inflamed red. It was hot. 

Afanasy Petrovitch responded at last in a lamenting voice: 

“Surely everything hasn’t .dried up there too ?” 

His slender voice was tearful, but there were no tears on his face. Only 
the horse under him, tired and panting, showed a trickle in its great long 
eyes. 

Thus, one after the other, along paths traced by wild goats, the partisans 
rode into the steppe. ... 

The sand glowed hot, in endless monotony. A stifling wind blew. The 
sweat struggled within the body, unable to break through the dry 

Towards evening, just as they were issuing out of a valley, Selivanov 
said, pointing to the west: 

“Look! There are riders out there!”. 

It was true: on the remote horizon, rosy clouds of sand could be seen. 
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“It must be Kirghis.” 

A dispute arose. Drevesinin said that the Kirghis wandered afar and 
dared not approach Selivanov’s camp, Afanasy Petrovitch said, it was cer- 
tainly Kirghis. It was the sort of thick dust the Kirghis usually raised. 

But when they got nearer to the dust, they all decided : 

“Strangers . . , unknown folk. . , 

From the voices of their riders the horses sniffed something strange in 
the air. They pricked up their ears, and fell to the earth long before the 
command. They lay there, in the hollows, these grey and yellow horses, 
still as corpses. They were helpless and laughable, with their legs as thin as 
poles. Was it from shame, then, they closed their large frightened eyes 
and breathed panting.? 

Selivanov and paymaster Afanasy Petrovitch lay beside their horses. The 
paymaster, his nose sniffing, was crying. To make it easier for him, Selivanov 
always placed him by his side, and from this childish crying the heavy 
moujik’s heart felt almost cheered and incited to mischief. 

The pathway was lost in the dust. The beat of wheels was audible. The 
long black manes of horses could be seen wavering in the dust. 

Selivanov said with assurance: 

“Russians, , . . Officers.’’ 

Two persons in hats with red bands were sitting in the new plaited 
waggon. Their faces were invisible through the dust. It was as if the red 
bands shimmered in a yellow cloud. The muzzle of a gun could be seen 
thrust upward each time a hand with a whip was flung out above the 
dust. 

Drevesinin reflected and said: 

“Officers ... on business, of course. An expedition is on foot. . . . 
That’s clear.” 

He winked an insolent eye, and added: 

“Well prescribe for them, won’t we, Selivanchik?” 

The waggon with its passengers firmly goes on. They have good horses. 
Merrily they go on, and behind them, as with a foxen tail, the waggon 
hides its traces under the falling Mongolian dust. 

Afanasy Petrovitch drawled in his lachrymose way: 

“It’s not necessary, brothers. . . . Better put them in prison. . . . Wait 
before you must beat them.” 

“Aren’t you sorry for your own head . . . d’you want a beating?” 

Selivanov grew angry and snapped at him: ■ 

“It is not necessary to cry here, paymaster!” 

What, above all, provoked them to anger was that the officers should 
have ventured to appear alone, without a convoy. It was as if their strength 
was considered as nothing, as if death, were to be meted out to the moujiks 
as a matter of course. At that moment oiie officer actually had risen to his 
height and was looking round the steppe; but it was hard for; him to see: 
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there was the dust; there was the evening wind on the red burned grass; 
there were the two stones by two hollows in the ground resembling 
corpses of horses. . . . What sort of stones were they? , . .Were these 
corpses? , . . 

The waggon, the wheels, the passengers, their thoughts. . . . Ihey ride 
on in the red dust. 

The men in ambush fired their rifles. . . . They raised a whoop. Then 
again fired. 

At the same moment the two hats, one hitting against the other, fell into 
the waggon. 

The reins had suddenly been dropped. . . . 

The horses tore forward . . . fell. There was white froth at their 
manes . . . Their muscles trembling, they low^ered their heads, and rose to 
their feet. 

Afanasy Petrovitch said: 

“They must be dead. ...” 

The moujiks walked up, looked in. 

The two passengers with the red bands in their hats were dead. They 
were sitting shoulder to shoulder, their heads thrown back. One of the 
dead was a woman. Her hair had fallen apart; her military tunic outlined 
her high woman’s breasts. 

“It’s odd,” said Drevesinin. “She has herself to blame. She had no right 
to wear that hat. Who wants to kill a woman? . . . Women are necessary 
to society.” 

Afanasy Petrovitch spat. 

“You’re a monster and a boorjooy.’- . . . There’s nothing in your 
head ... just trash. . . 

“Don’t go so fast,” Selivanov interrupted them. “We’re not robbers, we 
must write it all down — it’s all national property now. Give me some 
paper.” 

The first thing they saw among other articles of “national property” was 
a light-eyed, fair-haired infant, lying in a plaited Chinese basket. In his 
small hand he tightly clutched a corner of the brown blanket. A suckling, 
he was tiny and he squealed in a slender voice. 

With much feeling, Afanasy Petrovitch said: 

“So there . . . he’s got to have his say . . . and all about it.” 

They took pity on the woman and did not deprive her of her clothes, 
but the man they buried naked in the sand. 

Afanasy Petrovitch journeyed back in the seized waggon, he held the 
infant in his arms and, rocking him, he sang quietly: 



757 


THE CHILD 

The nightingale bird 

Sings its sad song . . . 

Too . . . how my heart’s wrung . . . 

He remembered the small village Lebiajy — ^his native home; the droves 
of cattle; his family; the little children — and he cried in subdued tones^ 

■ The'infant also eried- : 

The heated sand, dry and friable, also seemed to cry subduedly, as the 
waggon ran over it. The partisans rode on their low, firm-fleshed Mongolian 
horses. Their faces were burning and their souls were burning, 

Near the pathways stifled by the sun there were stretches of wormwood, 
resembling sand-very fine and almost invisible to the eye. 

And the sand is wormwood, fine and bitter. 

Oh, pathways, goat pathways! Oh, sands, bitter sands! Mongolia is a 
wild beast, and a gloomy one! . . . 

They examined the officer’s property. There were books, a box contain- 
ing tobacco, and gleaming steel instruments. One of these was a small 
four-cornered brass case standing on three long legs and divided into 
several compartments. 

The partisans examined the various objects, felt them with their hands, 
again and again tried their weight. 

The moujiks smelt of sheep’s fat — ^from sheer tedium they ate a great 
deal, and the fat had gotten on to their clothes. Big-cheek-boned and thin- 
lipped, they had come from a Cossack village on the Don; with long black 
hair and dark faces, they had known the lime mines. And they all had bow- 
legs and guttural steppe voices. 

Afanasy Petrovitch lifted the brass-topped tripod and said: 

'It’s a telescope. . . And he half closed his eyes. "It’s a good telescope, 
must cost more than a million. They’ve looked at the moon through it, 
fellows, and they’ve found gold sand on it. . . . It isn’t necessary to wash 
it. ... It pours like flour, and all of it the purest gold. All you’ve got to 
do is to pour it into a sack. . . , 

One of the others, who had lived in a town, roared with laughter. 

“A cock and bull story. ...” 

Afanasy Petrovitch got angry. 

"A cock and bull story, is it, yoii filthy carrion? . . . Just wait. * . 

"Wait for whom?” . ' , 

Afanasy Petrovitch seized a revolver. 

“Sh-h!” Selivanov quieted them. 

They shared the tobacco, and they handed over the instrument to 
Afanasy Petrovitch — as paymaster, he would wait for an opportunity to 
give it in exchange for something from the jCirghis. 
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He placed the instrument before the infant. 

“Here’s something to play with. . . 

The infant paid no attention to the offering. He was crying. Afanasy 
Petrovitch tried this and that, even worked himself into a sweat; but the 
infant, uriappeased, went on whimpering. 

The cooks brought in dinner. There was a thick odour b£ butter, of gruel, 
of cabbage-soup. Fluge wooden spoons were drawn from the boot-legs. 
The grass had been stamped down by the campers* Higher up, on the 
cliffs, the sentinel shouted : 

“Hurry up! . . .1 want some grub. . . . Send up a fellow^tG take my 
place!” 

They had their dinner, then remembered: the infaiit wanted food. He 
had not ceased crying. 

Afanasy masticated a mouthful of bread. Fie thrust a bit of the wet bread 
into the open tiny mouth, to the accompaniment of : 

“Pp-i-pi . . . little fellow . . . get it down, young ’un. . . . It’s tasty.” 

But the infant turned away his head and shut his mouth — ^he simply 
wouldn’t have any of it. He was whimpering through his nose, in low but 
piercing tones. 

The moujiks came up, surrounding them. Heads looked above heads at 
the infant. All were silent. 

It was hot. The cheeks and the lips looked greasy from the mutton they 
had eaten. The shirts were open. The feet were bare, yellow — like the 
Mongolian soil. 

One of the moujiks proposed: 

“Try the cabbage-soup on him. . . .” 

They cooled the soup. Afanasy Petrovitch dipped a finger into it and 
stuck it into the infant’s mouth. The good fat cabbage-soup ran down from 
his lips on to his little rose-coloured shirt and baize blanket. 

He refused it. He went on whimpering. 

“A puppy is more clever — ht^ll eat off your finger. . . 

“One’s a dog, the other a human being. . . 

“Thinking won’t help here! . . 

There was no cow’s milk in the camp. They thought of feeding the 
infant on mare’s milk. That too was impossible. The child might die. 

The moujiks scattered among their carts. Disturbed, they talked it over 
in groups. Afanasy Petrovitch wandered among the carts, a torn under- 
tunic over his shoulders, his small eyes also looking ragged. His voice was 
thin, perturbed, like a child’s; it was. as if the infant himself was running 
about, complaining. 

“What’s,. to come of it.?;,; , What’s the way out, moujiks? . . . There 
must be a way out, eh?: .;. . Can’t you think up something, you sons of 
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They stood about, these broad-shouldered, mighty fellows, and looked 
helpless, ■ ■ 

''It’s a woman’s business. . . 

"To be sure. . . 

"From a woman’s hands he would have eaten a whole sheep. . , 7’ 

"That’s how it is,” 

Selivanov collected a crowd and announced: 

"It’s impossible to let the little Christian fellow die like a beast. Let’s 
say, the father was a boorjoy, but the baby— what about him.? He’s not to 
blame.” 

The moujiks agreed. 

"It’s nothing to do with the child. He’s innocent.” 

Drevesinin broke into a loud laugh : 

"Let the child grow up! He’ll grow up with us— and he’ll fly up to the 
moon. . .. To pick up the golden dust. ...” 

The moujiks did not laugh. Afanasy Petrovitch raised a fist and shouted : 

"You’re an ignorant dog— that’s what you are! The only one in camp 
that makes mock!” 

He stamped his feet, waved his arms, then suddenly raised the piercing 
cry^: ■ , 

“A cow. ... A cow is what we want for him!” 

They responded in one voice : 

"Without a cow it means death. . . •” 

"We must have a cow. . . 

"Without a cow he’ll die!” 

Afanasy Petrovitch said with decision: 

"Fellows, I intend going for a cow. . . .” 

Drevesinin insolently interrupted him: 

"Are you going to Irtish, to the Lebiajy village ? . . 

"It’s no good my going to Irtish, unspeakable monster! I’m going to the 
Kirghisl” 

"You’ll exchange the telescope for a cow, I s’pose! Go, then, benefactor!” 

Afanasy Petrovitch turned on him and cried savagely : 

"You carrion! D’you want to smell my fist.?” 

The chairman of the gathering, Selivanov, called for order: 

"Enough!” 

A vote was taken. It was decided that Drevesinin, Afanasy Petrovitch 
and three others should mount their horses and go to a Kirghis village, in 
the steppe, and drive back a cow. With luck, they might bring two or five 
cows, as the cooks were complaining that their meat supply was becoming 
exhausted. 

They attached rifles to their saddles, and donned caps of fox fur, so as 
to give the appearance at a distance of being Kirghis,. 

They wound the blanket round the baby and put it in the shadow under 
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a cart. A young moujik sat at Lis side, and for his own amusement and 
the baby’s fired intermittently into a bush of wormwood. 

. , IV .. . 

Oh, sands— joyless, Mongolian! Oh, stone— blue, unhappy! The hands 
here are deep in the soil, evil! 

The Russians ride on the sands. It is night. 

The sands smell of heat, of wormwood. 

The dogs in the acolas^ bark at the wolf, at the darkness. 

The wolves howl in the darkness at hunger, at death. 

The Kirghis ran to escape death. 

Will the droves of cattle escape death? 

The Kirghis village smelt of sour milk. Lean and hungry children sat 
by bonfires. Near them were several bare-ribbed, sharp-muzzled dogs. The 
tents looked like hay-ricks. Beyond the tents was a lake and rushes. Sud- 
denly, shots rang out, from the rushes, aimed at the bonfires. There were 
cries; ''O-o-a-atl . . 

The Kirghis all at once rushed from their felt huts. They raised cries of 
fear. They sprang on their horses. The horses were kept bridled day and 
night. They trampled on their tents. They trampled on the steppe. Wild 
cries came from the rushes: 

“Ai-ai, the Reds — the Whites — ^Russians — ^ai-ai. . . r 

One grey-bearded fellow fell from his horse, his head landing in the 
huge boiling kettle, which was upset. Scalded, he whimpered in a thick 
voice. Its tail between its legs, a hungry, shaggy dog cautiously dipped its 
muzzle into the hot milk. 

The mares neighed shrilly. Frightened, as if they were threatened by 
wolves, the sheep in the fold were panicky. The cows panted. 

The Kirghis women, seeing the Russians, humbly submitted to them. 

Drevesinin laughed lewdly: 

“We are stallions, then, are we? ... We shan’t always . . 

Quickly filling his flat Austrian flask with milk and, cracking his whip, 
he drove some cows and calves towards a tent. The calves, loosed from 
their leash, made at once for the cows’ udders, and joyously, with their 
large soft lips, seized the teats. 

\ “They look mighty hungry, I say', . 7’ 

And Drevesinin fired his revolver at the calves. 

Afanasy Petrovitch made a circuit of the village and was about to follow 
Drevesinin on his horse, when he suddenly remembered: 

“Why, we must have a sucking-bottle. The deuce take it, we’ve almost 
forgotten it!” 

. "Kirghis villages. . ' ■ ■ , , ■ 
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He rushed in and out of the tents in search of a sucking-bottlev The fires 
in the tents were almost extinguished. Afanasy Petrovitch seized a fire- 
brand and, flourishing it so that the sparks flew, and coughing from the 
smoke, he searched for a sucking-bottle. In one hand the firebrand 
crackled, in the other he held a revolver. He could find no sucking- 
bottle. The submissive Kirghis women sprawled about on their beds of 
felt. The children were bawling. 

Afanasy Petrovitch grew angry and, in one tent, he shouted at a young 
Kirghis woman: 

“A sucking-bottle, you good-for-nothing, I want a sucking-bottle!” 

The Kirghis woman wept and began to undo her silk caftan ... At her 
side cried an infant, wrapped in rags. 

At that moment Afanasy Petrovitch seized her breast and pressed it. He 
whistled and cried joyously: 

“Woh ... A sucking-bottle! Ah, a good one! , . . Don’t make that 
noise! It’s a good one!” 

And he seized the woman by the hand and dragged her after him. 

In the darkness he placed the woman in the saddle, and from time to 
time he felt her breast until he brought her to Selivanov’s camp. 

“I’ve found what I wanted,” he said, overjoyed, and there were tears in 
his eyes. “When I say I’ll find a thing, I’ll find it if if I have to dig in the 
earth for it.” 

■ ■ v . ■ . • ■ ■■ 

Once in camp, Afanasy Petrovitch discovered that, in the darkness, the 
Kirghis woman had managed to bring her own child with her, 

“Never mind,” the moujiks said. “There’ll be enough milk for both. 
There are cows, and she’s a healthy wench.” 

The Kirghis woman was taciturn and strict, and she fed the infants when 
no one was looking on. The two of them lay on the felt bed in the tent — 
one of them all white, the other a little yellow fellow — and they whim- 
pered in one voice. 

In the course of a week, at the common gathering, Afanasy Petrovitch 
complained: 

“Comrades, I don’t like this hiding game. The Kirghis woman is cheat- 
ing us. She’s giving all her milk to her own. As for ours, she sometimes lets 
him have a drop or two. Brothers, I know, for Pve peeped. Just have a 
look for yourselves . . 

The moujiks went and looked. The infants were like all infants. One was 
a little white fellow, the other .a yellow, like a ripe melon. But it was 
clearly to be seen that the Russian was meagre compared to the Kirghis. 

Afanasy Petrovitch gesticulated with his hands. ' 

“I’ve given him a name— Vaska.h * 4 But when you take a look at 
him . . . Cheating, I call itP’ 
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Then spoke Drevesinin, without his usual smile: 

'‘Oh/ you Vaska, you look as if you had a foot in the other world. . , 7' 

They found a stick, and they arranged it on a waggon shaft to make sure 
that one half did not outweigh the other. 

They suspended the infants, one at either end, to see which outweighed 
the other. 

The infants tied in hanging rags whimpered. The faint odour of babies 
came from them. The Kirghis woman was standing near the waggon and, 
understanding nothing, was crying. 

The moujiks were silently looking on. 

*Tet it go T' said Selivanov. “Well see what the scales say!'' 

Afanasy Petrovitch removed his hands from the stick, and immediately 
the Russian youngster rose high. 

“Oh, you yellow-mouthed wretch!” said Afanasy Petrovitch wrathfully. 

He lifted a sheep’s skull lying on the ground and placed it on the 
Russian child’s side of the scales. The two infants were then even. 

The moujiks raised a din. 

“She has overfed her own by a whole sheep’s head, eh.?” 

“No one’s watched her!” 

“What a beast! Not to have fed ours!” 

“Who’s watched her?” 

“There’re other things to do besides watching her!” 

A few of the more sedate moujiks confirmed this view: 

“How’s one to watch her!” 

“Besides — she’s the other babe’s mother. . . 

Afanasy Petrovitch stamped his feet, and shouted: 

“I s’pose you think a Russian human being must perish for some sort of 
foreign trash. ... Is my Vaska to perish then? . . .” 

They looked at Vaska. He was lying there, looking pale and meagre. 

The moujiks felt perturbed. 

Said Selivanov to Afanasy Petrovitch : 

“Why don’t you get rid of him ... of the other, I mean. God be with 
him, let him die • . , the little Kirghis fellow. We’ve beat up a lot of them. 
And whafs one more or less to ansv/er for?” 

The moujiks gave a look at Vaska and, without another word, went their 
ways. 

Afanasy Petrovitch took the little Kirghis and put him into a torn sack. 

The mother began to weep. Afanasy Petrovitch hit her lightly on her 
jaw and went to the steppe. 

VI 

Two days later the moujiks stood on their tip-toes near the tent and, 
looking over each other’s shoulder, peeped inside, where on the felt bed 
the Kirghis woman was feeding the white child. 



THE CUSTOMER 763 

The woman had a submissive face with narrow eyes, like seeds o£ oats; 
she wore her purple silk caftan and boots of morocco leather. 

The infant had his face snuggled against her breast, and he played with 
his hands on the caftan, while his legs pranced about with ridiculous 
awkwardness.. . .i': 

The moujiks looked on and laughed uproariously. 

And more tender than anyone else was Afanasy Petrovitcli. Sniffing, he 
said in a tearful voice : ' 

‘‘Ain’t he a fine youngster !” 

Beyond the linen tent there ran, no one knew whither: dales, cliffs, the 
steppe, alien Mongolia. 

No one knew whither ran Mongolia— a wild beast, and a gloomy one. 


THE CUSTOMER 

Georgy Peskov 


TRANSLATED BY GLEB STRUVE 


b^ADEZHDA ALEXETO'TCA was goiog to the Smolensky Market. She held a 
basket covered with oihcloth, and a little folding-stool. 

Both the girls were staying at home. She would lock them in. It couldn’t 
be helped . . . the flat was full of every kind of rabble. 

Nathalie, the elder, said nothing, looking on with wide, anxious eyes; 

Vera was pestering her: “Will you buy some bread to-day.? Do buy as 
much as you can.” 

“There is some dough-cake left and a little milk. Have it when you feel 
hungry,” said Nadezhda Alexeyevna. 

Nathalie made up her mind to ask, almost in a whisper: “And when will 
you be back, mummy?” 

“Don’t be afraid. I’ll try to be back early to-day.” 

“Do buy some bread!” - - , 

The key clicked, “Like little birds in a cage,” thought Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna as she made her way through the foul-smelling, bespitted 
passage. “Poor darlings! Why must it be?” It , was a question she was 
always asking lately. But who was there to answer it? She believed in God, 
she went to Church, she taught her children to pray, , but what had all that 
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to do with her present circumst^ the girls having to remain the 

whole day alone, among strange, unkind people? V7hat had it to do with 
the fact that she, who had been spoilt, used to wearing bracelets and silk 
underclothes, had now to drag herself through the rain to the Smolensky 
Market, her skirts spattered with mud? Even when she did pray to God 
for help, it was rather through habit. Only a miracle could help them. Like 
the miracle of Arisha, the nanny, who used to say: 'My purse is never 
empty. Nicholas the Miracle-worker sees to that.’’ But Nadezhda Alex- 
eyevna did not believe in miracles. Nor did Arisha for that matter. She 
simply humbugged her employers. 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna had her own permanent place at the Market, but 
she dared not be late, or the bookseller would spread his books over it. 

Already there was a crowd in the Square. The Princess, Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna’s invariable neighbour, a stately old woman who looked elegant 
even in her rags, was seated on a stool, and had spread out on her knees 
and on the ground near her all her goods — a pair of mother-of-pearl opera- 
glasses, a heavy silver bowl, a bundle of ostrich feathers, some ribbons, a 
few bronze knick-knacks. Several chains, a lorgnette, an ivory rosary hung 
round her neck. 

"You’re late to-day,” she said. Her low voice was a little husky with the 
dampness of the autumn morning. “I had to fight for your place.” 

The old bookseller, a professional, looked at them disapprovingly. In his 
opinion they had no business to be there at all, and he didn’t care whose 
fault it was that they had been brought to this plight. 

"Well, did you sell your statuette yesterday?” Nadezhda Alexeyevna 
asked. 

"I did. To that one-eyed man. Nobody offered more.” 

"Cigarettes ... in packets and loose! Cigarettes!” shouted a boy as he 
passed along the rovv^^s of sellers. 

"Seeds! Roasted seeds! Anyone want seeds?” 

"Give some here.” 

The fat peasant-woman emptied a glass of sunflower seeds into the book- 
seller’s bulging pocket. 

"Want some more?” 

"That’ll do.” 

"Want much for that tray?” asked a man in a shabby military tunic, of 
the Princess, as he passed. 

In an edifying tone she corrected him: "It’s not a tray, it’s a vase.” 

Every word of theirs was a shock to her, she could not accustom herself 
to this new society, 

"What do I care about that? How much d’you want for it?” 

"It costs fifty thousand.” ' - . 

"This he added an unprintable 'word. "Take twenty-five. . . 

A handsome young woman passed by, a luxurious fur coat thrown over 



• .the; CUSTOMER ■. ■ 765 

her slioulders. A leather-jacketed ind tugged with both hands at 

the beaver 'collar., V V , 

.‘‘How.much'?.” ' 

“Three million.” 

“Three lemons’ . . • what for?” 

■ “For the coat.” ■ . 

“And how much what’s inside?” 

The people round them laughed. 

Opposite Nadezhda Alexeyevna sat an old nurse selling her masters’ 
things. She wore a white kerchief, printed with black birdseyes and a 
yellow border, and over it a bowler hat \vhich she could not manage to 
sell. From time to time all sorts of remarks were made about it but she 
refused to take it off ; it could better be seen as it was. 

“Things don’t seem to be going well to-day,” said Nadezhda Alexeyevna. 

The Princess looked at her watch. “It’s still early. You’ll have time. Your 
little ones are locked in so that nobody can do them any harm.” 

They had long since told each other the mirthless tales of their lives and 
griefs. There were no joys. Where would joys come from? 

“Why haven’t you brought your Lembrandt to-day?” asked the Princess 
of the nurse, imitating her pronunciation. 

“The master said he’ll take it to the antique dealer.” 

“What master? There aren’t any masters left,” said the cigarette boy, try- 
ing to ingratiate himself with the militiaman. 

“Take your things out of the road,” ordered the latter, 

“Shall I hold them between my teeth then?” shouted back the nurse. 

“Go on. Quick. No talking!” 

They all hurried to collect their things. The bookseller alone did not 
move. He had a permit. 

The militiaman passed on, and once more the goods were displayed, 

“How much for a slice of bread, citizen?” asked a hungry-looking man 
in a long-coated soldier’s uniform. 

“Five roubles,” replied the short, sturdy sandwich-seller, “only you can’t 
have it without the sausage.” 

The other man’s eyes flared. 

“And how^ much sausage d’ye give?” . 

“You pay separately for the sausage, my dear fellow,” explained the 
seller imperturbably. 

The uniformed man moved oflE. 

Several country girls with tin milk-cans surrounded the Princess. They 
had sold their milk and were buying new clothes for themselves, 

“Look, Pollie, that blue one doesn’t look bad,” . - 

“Oh, what a nice jacket!” 

She took the silk knitted jacket and; tried, to pull it on. It was much too 
tight. 
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‘'Mind you don’t tear itj” said the Priricess, The girl dragged the Jacket 
over her hi stomach and turned round in front of her friends. They all 
thought it fitted her to perfection. 

‘'How much?” . 

“Seventy-five thousand.” 

“Good heavens!” was the horrified rejoinder. “Why^ the jacket’s no good. 
Will you take less?” 

^^;“No.’h' . . . 

The girl pulled it off, threw it on to the rest of the goods, and walked 
away, consultingTier friends. 

''Trcs-distingueesJ' The Princess laughed maliciously. “They smell of 
dung but they adorn their fingers with rings.” 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna had sold nothing so far. She felt peculiarly rest- 
less. All the time she fancied that something was wrong at home. She had 
forgotten to hide the matches when she came away. Vera always tried to 
play with them. Suppose a fire should break out and they were locked in! 
Nobody came to buy, as though on purpose. She was willing to sell her 
things for a song. And Nathalie was so fond of opening the window. What 
if she fell out? How terrible! Nadezhda Alexeyevna made the sign of the 
Cross by force of habit, and whispered : “Lord have mercy on us.” 

“You don’t look your usual self. Don’t you feel well?” the Princess 
asked. 

“I am afraid for the girls.” 

“Don’t be afraid. There is no need.” 

“Lwish I could sell something so that I should have enough to buy some 
bread. I’d go immediately then. I feel more anxious than I have ever done 
before.” 

The Princess looked at her with earnest sympathy. 

“Wait . . . those girls will come and buy the jacket, and then I’ll give 
you half the money and you can go. You can give it back to me to- 
morrow.” 

. “Oh no, thanks.” . . 

“Nonsense!” said the Princess severely. “If it’s a premonition you must 
go. A mother’s heart never lies.” 

“Anybody want seeds? Roasted seeds!” 

, “Come here, dearie.” 

A gloomy Tartar stopped in front of Nadezhda Alexeyevna. 

“Is the trousers dear?” He took the trousers, unfolded them, held them 
up against the light. . , . 

“I can’t sell them separately, it’s a whole suit ” 

“And where’s the coat? Shabby. How much d’you want?” 

“Five hundred thousand.” 

. “Too much. Will yoii take two hundred?” 

“Don’t let him have it,” whispered the Princess, 
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' “Take the .money^V said .th fat purse from' under his 

■coat . ■■ 

'Tour hundred a,iid . fifty 

. "I pay you two hundred.” 

: All" right, four hundred.” 

Next to the Tartar, Nadezhda Alexeyevna suddenly saw a pale-faced 
lady dressed in poor and slovenly fashion. 

“How much are you asking?” the lady enquired in a strangely hurried 
tone. It was obvious that she was anxious to buy the suit and was afraid of 
letting it go. 

“Four hundred and fifty . . . but 111 let you have it for four hundred.” 

“HI give you four hundred and fifty. But I haven’t got the money on me. 
Could you come with me?” 

“I am giving you two hundred. Here’s the money,” said the Tartar. 

“It’s quite near,” went on the lady beseechingly. “I’ll be back in a 
morhent. I must buy some bread. Will you wait for me?” 

“Don’t go with her,” the Princess whispered. “Better sell it to that 
Tarta,r.” ' 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna looked at the lady. Her face, too pale, seemed to 
bear the traces of an old and deep-rooted grief. Her grey restless eyes 
were so wide open that their whites could be seen all round the iris. The 
finely shaped mouth was restless, too, and twitched all the time. 

“All right, ril wait for you,” said Nadezhda Alexeyevna. 

“Mera’A and the lady hurried away. ^ 

“You shouldn’t, you shouldn’t, how could you?” said the Princess. 
“Didn’t I tell you to refuse?” 

“But why?” 

“Flow could you? Going to a young woman you know nothing about! 
She’s lying, I feel certain. Where should she get ail that money from? She’s 
dressed worse than you and I.” 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna’s heart beat so that she could hardly breathe. Four 
hundred and fifty thousand! It would feed the three of them for a week 
and pay off her debts. 

“Give it to that Tartar! There he is! Call him!” the Princess insisted. 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna said nothing, and waited for the lady as the dying 
man awaits the priest. 

“She won’t come, you’ll see,” the Princess said angrily. “It’ll be all to the 
good. At least she won’t lure you into a trap. Did you notice? She has the 
eyes of an adventuress.” . • 

Time passed. The lady did not come back. Nadezhda Alexeyevna was in 
despair, soon the whistle would be blown, .and she had no money even to 
buy bread. 

The milk girls came back for .the 'jacket. The one who bought it un- 
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wrapped the money from her hahdkerehief and handed it out note by note, 
saying: '‘There, hold on to it.” 

As soon as they had gone^ the Princess offered the money to Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna. 

“Take it please, and go to your children. Fll tell her that you waited for 
her and then went.” 

“Thank you, but I think I had better wait a little longer.” 

The Princess felt offended. Without looking at Nadezhda Alexeyevna 
she began packing her things into a yellow travelling bag. 

The whistle went. 

“She hasn’t come!” thought Nadezhda Alexeyevna, horrified, and in that 
moment saw the lady hurrying towards her. She was not carrying any- 
thing, “She said she would go and buy some bread,” thought Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna, and was unpleasantly struck because it had turned out to be 
a lie. But she hastened to re-assure herself, 

“I was afraid you would be gone,” said the lady. “My husband has been 
intending to buy a suit for a long time and I am so glad I have managed 
to find one that would fit.” 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna remembered that the lady had hardly seen it. 

“Would you like to have another look at it.?” she asked. 

“Oh no, what s the good.? I have seen it. It will fit him all right. Provided 
that the trouser-legs aren’t too short. My husband is very tall.” 

“This was made for a tall man.” 

“Splendid! Let’s go. Is your maman coming with us?” 

“This lady isn’t my mother.” Nadezhda Alexeyevna smiled. The cus- 
tomer obviously did not mind maman going with them, and this re- 
assured her. 

She leaned towards the Princess and whispered : “Don’t be cross, see you 
to-morrow,” and, taking up her stool and the basket on her arm, followed 
the lady. 

“May I help you.?” asked the latter, kindly. 

“Oh no, don’t bother. Thank you.” 

“Why not? Please. I do understand your position,” said the lady with 
what seemed to Nadezhda Alexeyevna real and sincere emotion. “I was in 
the same position until quite recently. Heavens! It’s terrible to think about 
what one has to go through.” Her eyes grew still wider, and their whites 
showed even more clearly. “What a blessing it’s all over! Have you any chil- 

, ; “Amd I have a little boy eighteen months old. He’s called Leo. . . . 
You’ll see him . . . with fair curls. Such a darling!” 

It would have been ridiculous to be afraid of this kind and loving mother 
whose face brightened up the very moment she began to talk of her Leo. 

: , “My husband has a very good job' now/* she continued, “and we have 
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everything we want. Everything. But before this it was a nightmare. When 
Leo had dysentery V . . no doctor . . . nothing to feed him on. . . 

Her mobile face constantly changed its expression. When she referred to 
the past she felt so strongly that one would have thought she was referring 
to the present When she spoke of the present, on the other hand, it was 
as though she were talking of a long-forgotten, happy dream. Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna was not actually conscious of this, but she somehow sensed it 
unpleasantly. ; 

“Is there far to go still?” she asked. They had passed several streets 
already. 

“No, no, we re almost there. One more turning and then straight on. My 
husband will be delighted. He wanted a dinner jacket and striped trousers. 
It’s very smart. And not expensive either. I am glad that Tartar hadn’t 
bought it of you.” 

“So am I,” said Nedezhda Alexeyevna. The lady’s obvious sincerity dis- 
armed her. 

“We’ll be there in a moment, you’ll sit with us for a while and have a 
rest. ...” 

“No, I can’t. I am in a hurry to get back to my children.” 

“Never mind. You can always stop for a cup of tea or coffee. My hus- 
band will try it on in the meantime. You’ll see how comfortable it is at 
our place.” 

They turned off several times, and Nadezhda Alexeyevna did not know 
the streets along which they were walking. The houses were all alike, two- 
storeyed, wooden. She was terribly tired and, despite her sympathy for her 
companion, felt vaguely anxious. She tried to persuade herself that she was 
afraid simply because the lady’s husband might refuse to take the suit; 
but she was afraid of something else. She could not have named it, but 
her fear was such that her hands shook and her feet felt weak. 

“What a long way it is!” 

“It only seems a long way to you. We haven’t been walking more than 
ten minutes.” 

Through all her anxiety and worry Nadezhda Alexeyevna realised clearly 
that they had been walking for at least half an hour. The lady’s strange, un- 
necessary lying added to her anxiety. By now it was almost dark. They 
turned off again. . 

“Here we are!” said the lady, stopping in front of the only four-storeyed 
brick house in the whole street. She. opened the door and let Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna pass in first. Then she came in and slammed the door behind 
her. The staircase was not lit up, and Nadezhda Alexeyevna stretched out 
her hands in front of her. For a moment ‘$h<^ thought: “Back I go!” but she 
at once remembered her little girls who; were awaiting her, hungry. 

“For some reason they haven’t switched on the light to-day,” said the 
lady. “Usually there is a light. Let Sne'go 'Ondn-febnfc’l.,- ?: • , . .. 
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she ran up the stairs, and Nadezhda Alexeyevna,, noticing the agility 
with which she found her way in the darkness, suspected that she had 
once more lied, this time about the light. 

Gropingly, she began mounting 'the stairs, clutching the cold iron raih 
ings. When she reached the top landing, the lady had already opened the 
door and lit a small oil lamp. The wick was badly trimmed. A narrow 
strip of flame licked at the glass and smoked. 

‘■Please come in and take off your things/' said the lady in the amiable 
tones of a hostess who invites guests into a cosy, brightly-lit room. 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna felt immediately that the flat was damp and im- 
heated. By now she could hardly control the fear which almost impelled 
her to rush out of the room. 

From the hall which was encumbered with trunks, the lady passed into 
a corridor and from there into a long narrow room with one uncurtained 
window. Nadezhda Alexeyevna followed her. 

The hostess put the unshaded tin lamp on the table. It was an ordinary 
bare kitchen table. There was nothing on it apart from an ash-tray with a 
few cigarette stumps. The walls were bare, no pictures, no photographs. 
The furniture consisted of a couple of bentwood chairs and a shabby sofa. 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna remembered ^‘It’s comfortable at our place," and 
stood rigid with horror. 

Something stirred in a corner. A dishevelled white lap-dog with long 
body and short legs came out. Old age had caused it to lose all the pretti- 
ness proper to its breed. It had melancholy, bleary eyes. Inordinately long 
teeth protruded over its hanging lip. The hair on its face was brown as 
though tobacco-stained. It stopped in front of Nadezhda Alexeyevna and 
looked at her sadly, without barking, as if to say: “You see, this is rather a 
miserable place." 

“Go to your place, Fleuerette," said the hostess without raising her voice, 
as if talking to a human being. The dog turned and went back to its rug in 
the corner. Looking there, Nadezhda Alexeyevna saw a perambulator, 
almost hidden behind the door. She felt relieved. This time the lady had 
not lied. 

“Ill just tell them to put on the samovar," said the lady, going into the 
corridor and closing the door behind her. 

The fact that she did not go to the perambulator seemed again un- 
natural, terrifying. The perambulator itself, in the corner behind the door, 
was terrifying. In a flash, she thought that it might contain the solution of 
the whole puzzle. A terrible solution. “It’s just nerves," she thought, trying 
to reassure herself, 

The lamp still smoked. Nadezhda Alexeyevna reduced the flame, but 
then it was too dark. She turned it up again and it smoked. The hostess 
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“But where is your husband?” asked Nadezhda Alexeyevna. 

Her words strayed about the empty room, finding nowhere to lodge. 

“He is not back from his office yet,” said the hostess in a carefree voice. 
“He’ll be here presently.” 

For some reason she would not sit down, moving about the room all the 
time, noiselessly and suddenly changing her direction, like a bat. Not once 
did she go near the perambulator. 

Fleurette still lay huddled on the rug. 

With hideous slowness time dragged on. 

“I can’t wait any longer,” said Nadezhda Alexeyevna at last, and rose 
resolutely. She felt that something irreparable would happen if she stayed 
a moment longer. She thought neither of the children nor of the money. 
She had but one idea ... to get away. 

“Oh please,” said the lady, taking her gently by the shoulders and looking 
into her face, “you will offend me by not staying to tea.” 

Her words, in themselves so ordinary and pleasant, seemed now incon- 
gruous and frightening. “No tea, no servants” flashed through Nadezhda 
Alexeyevna’s mind. 

“No, I can’t!” she said, extricating herself impatiently from the embrace. 

The other suddenly put her finger to her lips—the studied gesture of a 
bad actress. 

“Hush! I think he’s here. Fleurette, come and meet your master,” she 
said, again addressing the dog as though it were a human being, and run- 
ning lightly to the door. 

The dog rose slowly, reluctantly, and crawled after her. They both went 
into the passage. 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna went suddenly to the perambulator, wheeled it 
from the corner and turned it to the light. Contrary to her expectations it 
was not empty. A child, thickly wrapped up, its head covered with a cap, 
lay so that its face could not be seen. 

For a second, Nadezhda Alexeyevna hesitated. Then something snapped 
in her mind. With a shudder she seized the child, turned it face upwards, 
and started back. Among the clothes which she had unwrapped lay a yel- 
low Teddy bear. 

Backing away from the perambulator as though it contained a dead 
child, she leant against the wall. 

Something scratched the floor. Fleurette stood in front of her licking her 
rusty face with her pale tongue. “Didn’t you realise?” asked her tired, old, 
knowing eyes. 

Suddenly her mistress came into the room, alone. She looked towards 
the corner where Nadezhda Alexeyevna , stood. There seemed to be noth- 
ing but whites to her eyes. A pitiful, guilty, smile crept into them and 
vanished. . . . „ , , 

“Yes, you see ... we are alone -with him,”; she said in^a new, weary 
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voice, no longer unnaturally gay. ‘‘Alone, we two « . . and Fleur e tie . No- 
body knew little Leo besides us, and we all three loved him.” She vvent 
up to Nadezhda Alexeyevna and took her timidly by the shoulders. There 
was nothing aflected now in her embrace. She wiped her eyes with the 
palm of her hand. Then she took the Teddy bear carefully from the peram- 
bulator and wrapped him up. 

“Do you remember Leo.f^ Do you remember how he used to call you 
Teddy?'” ' , 

She sat on a chair with it and began to rock slowly to and fro, singing a 
lullaby in an undertone. 

Fleurette went up to her, put her front paws on her knees and stared at 
her with old, tired, knowing eyes. 

Nadezhda Alexeyevna picked up her things quietly, as though afraid of 
wakening a child, stole into the hall, leapt on to the landing and rushed 
downstairs. 


THE KNIVES 

Valentine Katayev 

(1897- ) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


A. Sunday’s stroll in the public gardens is the very thing to show what 
a man’s good for. 

Pashka Kokushkin began his Sunday’s stroll in the Fresh Ponds at six 
in the evening. First of all he went to the open-air Mosselprom Pavilion 
and drank a bottle of beer. That at once showed a proper attitude to life 
and also his moderation. 

Then he bought two packets of roasted sunflower seeds from a woman 
and walked at a leisurely pace along the main avenue. On the way he spoke 
to a gipsy. 

“Let me read your hand,, my fine young gentleman. I’ll tell you all the 
truth, ril tell you what your heart is set on and I’ll tell you what’s on your 
mind. I’ll tell you it all and bide nothing, and you’ve only to give the old 
gipsy ten kopeks for the pleasure it’ll be to you. If I tell your fortune, all 
will be well with you. If I don’t, you’ll be sorry.” 

. Pashka thought it over. 

“Fortune telling is rubbish and— a silly superstition. All the same, here’s 
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a copper for you. You can carry on, though you’ll only tell a pack of lies.” 

The gipsy put the coin in the pocket of her garish skirt and showed her 
black teeth. 

“There’s a pleasant meeting in store for you, young man, and because of 
this meeting your heart will have sorrow. An old man stands in your way, 
but don’t fear anything. Fear only the knife. The knife will cause you a lot 
of trouble. Don’t fear your friends — fear your enemies, and the green 
parrot will bring you luck. Go on your way with a brave heart!” 

The gipsy bent her lean body forward and walked away with dignity, 
shuffling the soles of her dusky feet over the ground. 

“Lies well, the rascal,” Pashka said, winked, laughed out loud and 
went on his way. 

As he went he sampled all the pleasures life had to offer. First he 
weighed himself on a rickety weighing machine; it registered a hundred 
and seventy-five pounds. Then he tried his strength and, nearly sinking 
to his knees with the exertion, he made the quivering pointer reach “strong 
man.” After this he strolled on for a while and tested his nerves with 
electricity. He grasped the brass rod with both hands; there was a tingling 
in his wrists and a tickling as of ants, his wrists filled with soda water, his 
palms stuck to the brass rod — but his nerves were proved to be strong. 

Finally he sat on a chair in front of a back-cloth suspended from a tree 
and displaying the Kremlin as seen from the Stone Bridge, crossed his legs, 
made a very fierce face and had his photograph taken. In ten minutes Pashka 
received the still wet print and gazed upon it for a long time with great 
satisfaction: his check cap, his own familiar nose, his Apache shirt with 
open collar, his coat — all faultless — pleased him well. It was not easy 
to believe that this strikingly handsome fellow and himself were one and 
the same. 

“Not bad,” he said as he carefully rolled up the sticky photograph and 
marched off to the landing stage. 

To exhaust the stock of Sunday delights Pashka had now only to ogle 
some girls as they passed and take them for a row. Meanwhile he walked 
on and arrived at an unusually popular booth. A crowed blocked its wide- 
open doors. The ring of metal and loud laughter could be heard from 
within. 

“What’s going on here.?” Pashka asked an undersized Red Guardsman 
who was pushing his way in. 

“Throwing rings. It’s a game. If you throw straight you get a samovar.” 

Pashka peered inquisitively into the brilliantly lighted interior over the 
heads of the crowd. The whole of the back wall was hung wnth red cotton. 
In front of it were three tiers of knives stuck on end. Among the knives en- 
ticing prizes were displayed. On the lowest tier — ^boxes, sweetmeats, cakes; 
on the middle one — alarum clocks, casseroles, caps; and on the top one, 
just below the roof in semi-darkness, particularly seductive articles—two 
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balalaikas, a Tula samovar, yellow elastic-sided boots, an Italian concertina, 
a cuckoo-clock and a gramophone. You threw the rings and if you got one 
over a knife you won the article lying beside it. But it was almost im- 
possible to throw a ring over a knife, for the knives were very flexible 
and the rings rebounded from them. Most amusing! 

Pashka elbowed his way into the booth. A little old man with silver 
spectacles on his nose stood behind the counter, giving out the rings, forty 
throws for twenty-five kopeks. A heated young man with a moist shock 
of hair was laughing uproariously as he threw his last five rings. His coat 
flapped, the metal rings flew from his clumsy fingers, struck against the 
knives and fell with a clatter into the sack hanging beneath. The gaping 
throng laughed. The young fellow’s face flushed. The knives rang and 
vibrated in ever-widening circles as the rings struck them. 

‘"To hell with the knives and the rings too,” the fellow cried out at last. 
“There’s a ruble and a half chucked away. I might at least have got a 
Balaev cake!” And he vanished crestfallen among the crowd. 

“Last Sunday someone won a pair of boots,” said a youth in patched 
trousers, “and spent ten rubles to get them.” 

“Let me have a go,” Pashka said, pushing his way up to the counter. 
“Just for the fun of the thing.” 

The old man handed him the rings. 

“Now then,” Pashka asked prosily, “if you hit a knife at the bottom, you 
win a Balaev cake. Is that it.?” 

“That’s so,” the old man said with indifference. 

“And next row, an alarum clock.?” 

The old man nodded. 

“Fine. And for a samovar, I suppose, you have to aim right under the 
roof.?” 

“Get your cake first. Then you can start talking,” someone in the crowd 
remarked impadently. “Get on! Make a start!” 

Pashka put his photograph down on the counter, pushed the crowd 
aside with his elbows, took his stance, aimed — but suddenly the ring 
flew from his grasp, fell on its side and rolled away. Pashka had turned to 
stone. On a chair beside the shelves, with her hands demurely folded in her 
lap, sat a young, smartly-dressed girl, whose beauty was such that his eyes 
were blinded. The girl got up quickly from her chair, picked up the ring 
and handed it back to Pashka without raising her eyes; but at the last 
moment she smiled faintly and stealthily, only with the corners of her 
mouth — and Pashka vs^'as a lost man. 

“Now then, what’s up with you .? Get on and win your samovar,” the 
eager onlookers shouted behind him. , 

; Pashka awoke and began, to sling , the rings one after the other, seeing 
nothing but the girl’s lowered eyelids and her little mouth arched in the 
,middie like a cherry. When he had thrown all forty rings she collected them 
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and put them silendy on the counter. But this time she did not smile. She 
only raised her grey eyes to Pashka and stroked back an ash-blonde lock 
that had fallen forward from behind her ear. Pashka paid another twenty- 
five kopeks. The rings flew at random. The gaping crowd laughed and 
surged at his back. The knives hummed like bees. The old man scratched 
his nose in complete indifference with a hooked forefinger. 

When he had squandered a ruble and not made a single hit Pashka 
forlornly left the crowd and walked under the lime trees along by the 
water which was dyed a rosy pink with the sunset. A light mist lay over 
the pond. The air was cool about his ears. The lights of a cinema were re- 
flected as pillars of flame in the tinted water. Girls in twos with short- 
cropped heads and green and blue combs in their hair and their arms 
round each other’s waists passed Pashka and nudged each other and 
turned round to giggle at him, “Isn’t he too lovely, that boy.” But Pashka 
went on without paying any attention and hummed to himself in a dream: 

“The gipsy told your fortune, the gipsy told your fortune, the gipsy told 
your fortune, gazing on your hand.” 

Before the night was over he had lost his heart finally and irrevocably. 
For a whole month Pashka went to the booth every Sunday to throw the 
rings. He threw half his earnings away. He did not take his holiday— he 
had quite forgotten it was his turn. He became quite crazy. The girl 
handed him the rings with lowered eyes as before. Only sometimes she 
smiled as if to herself. And sometimes when she suddenly caught sight 
of Pashka in the crowds she blushed so deeply that even her shoulders 
through the thin muslin seemed to glow like dark-cheeked peaches. In 
spite of all he could do, Pashka never succeeded in having a private 
word with her; either people got in the way or else the old man was watch- 
ing them over his spectacles with angry eyes, scratching his nose at the 
same time with his hooked finger^ as though threatening and warning 
Pashka: “Keep your hands off the girl. She is not for you. Get out of it.” 
But once Pashka did succeed in speaking to her for one second. There 
were not many people there and the old man had just run round to the back 
of the booth with a birch to chase away the ragged children. 

“Pardon me,” Pashka said and his heart stood still, “what is your name ? ” 
“Ludmilla,” the girl whispered quickly with glowing cheeks. “I know 
you well. You once left your photograph behind on the counter and I’ve 
kept it. I’ve lost my heart completely — it’s so beautiful.” 

She put one finger to her neck and pointed to the corner of the crumpled 
print against her collar bone. When she looked up she was blushing like 
a rose, “And what’s your name?” 

“Pashka. Won’t you come to the, Coliseum with me? It’s quite a good 
piece: The V/oman With the Milliards,” , 

“I couldn’t. Father never lets me out of his sight” 

“Come all the same.” 
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‘‘God forbid! If I went out he would never let me in againv And Mother 
is even worse. She has a stall at Sucharev Market in her own name. It s 
horrible how strict parents are. Simply frightful. We live in the Sretenka, 
Prosvirin Street^ not far from here, number two, in the yard to the left 
as you': go in.” 

“What are we to do, then, Ludmillotchka?” 

“We can’t do anything. Quick, throw your rings. Father’s coming.” 

Pashka had hardly begun throwing when her father came in with the 
birch in his hand. He gave his daughter an angry look. So Pashka went 
away without having come to any arrangement. And when he went the 
Sunday after — the booth was shut and barred. On the signboard was: 
“Champion American Quoits, 40 throws 25 kopeks.” A green parrot with a 
red tail was painted on a blue background. In his beak he held a ring, 
and the wind blew the yellow leaves of the lime trees past the parrot and 
whirled them all round the booth; the flowerbeds were over and done, not 
a soul was to be seen. Autumn had come. 

Then Pashka remembered the gipsy’s words: “An old man stands in 
your way . . . the knife will cause you a lot of trouble . . . the green 
parrot will bring you luck” — and the fury of rage he got into with the old 
crone passes description. He shook his fist at the parrot and went on 
through the dreary, yellowing gardens in a gusty wind that blew from all 
sides at once. He went to the Sretenka and found Prosvirin Street. It was 
a sombre day, grey and autumnal. Number two — there it was, green and 
white, with a small, poverty-stricken church opposite. Pashka entered 
the courtyard and turned to the left. But he had no idea where to go 
next. Then a street organ began to play in the middle of the yard; on it 
was perched a green parrot with a red tail, and it looked at Pashka out of 
round, unabashed and heavily lidded eyes. Then a little window opened 
on the second floor. A delicate little hand emerged and threw a 
coin wrapped in paper into the yard below. Through the double window 
over the padding of felt, decorated with gaily coloured snippets of wool, be- 
tween the curtains and the pot-plants, Pashka caught sight of Ludmilla. 
She looked joyfully down at him, caressed the window with her pretty 
cheeks, made signs with her dainty little fingers, extended her arms, shook 
her head, nodded — there was no making head or tail of what she meant. 
Pashka too began to talk with his hands: “Come down, never mind your 
parents; I cannot live without you,” but then a fat, moustachio’d woman 
in a Turkish shawl blotted Ludmilla out, shut the window with a bang 
and menaced Pashka with her finger. 

Pashka dragged himself home, spent two weeks of torment, prowled 
round Prosvirin Street by night and terrified passers-by, who took him 
for a thief, got into desperate straits; and on the third Sunday cleaned his 
coat and trousers with cold tea^ put; on a pink tie, polished his shoes and 
went straight to beard the lion in his den— to offer his heart and hand. 
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Ludmillotchka herself opened the door, gasped with astonishment and 
clutched at her heart; but Pashka marched straight past her into the 
room where her parents were drinking tea with milk after their devo- 
tions and said: 

“Bon appetit and your pardon, little Father, and yours, little Mother, but 
I cannot live without Ludmillotchka. I was lost the moment I set eyes on 
her. Do as you please — here I am, master smith of the 6th class, plus bonuses, 
member of the union since 1917, drink no spirits, pay alimony to nobody, so 
there's no trouble in that way either." 

“I am no little Father to you," the old man screamed in an inhuman 
voice, “and my wife is not your little Mother. Do you understand that?" 

“And what do you mean by listening to the street organ in the yard under 
the windows and bursting in on strangers in their own house?" the wife 
added in a bass voice. “So take that. The idea! We have very different 
suitors in mind. Think of it, 6th class! Last year even a house-owner from 
Miasnitzkya spoke for Ludmilla and we turned him down. Kindly leave the 
house, comrade! And the girl — under lock and key is well enough. We 
want no smiths here, not to mention Reds.” 

“I make up to a thousand rubles in hard cash by the Champion Quoits 
alone in the season,” the father put in pugnaciously, “and the prizes 
alone are worth four hundred rubles. Ludmillotchka wants a husband 
with capital to extend the business. So — good day. Do you hear?" 

“Then you won't let me have her?" Pashka asked in a voice of despair. 

“No," the old man squealed. 

“Very well," Pashka said threateningly. “If it’s a matter of capital to 
extend the business, that puts the stopper on it. But you haven't heard 
the last of me. I'll lead you a dance yet. Good-bye, Ludmillotchka, hold on 
and — wait!" 

Ludmillotchka, however, was sitting in the passage on a chest, wringing 
her hands. 

Pashka set his teeth and went to Sucharev Market and bought himself 
a sharp kitchen knife. When he got home he shut himself up. Winter came 
and went. The ice was removed on sledges from the Fresh Ponds. Pashka 
went deliberately to work. Not an hour was given up to frivolity; at 
nights he lay low at home and his neighbours heard a subdued ringing 
noise proceeding from his room. Perhaps he was learning to play the 
guitar. No one could say. The river rose. The sun got warmer, the trees 
budded and put on their greenery, the rowing boats were transported on 
lorries to the Fresh Ponds. The photographers hung their Kremlins and 
moonlit nights in the walks. Of an evening the gardens were frequented 
by strolling couples. 

Pashka went regularly Sunday by Sunday to see whether the booth 
was open yet. It was shut. The green parrot ■ with , a red tail sat against 
its blue weathered background, holding a ring in its beak, and the fresh 
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green of the lime trees waved above it. Pashka was lean and sombre. One 
fine Sunday the booth was open. The gaping crowd surged round the 
entrance. The lights shone brightly within, the ring of metal and bursts of 
laughter could be heard. 

Pashka shouldered his way through the crowd and stepped politely up 
to the counter. His eyes shone like steel above his strong cheek bones. 
Ludmilla was collecting the rings. No sooner had he entered than all the 
colour left her face and she went a transparent white. Her eyes were dark 
and her little mouth no longer resembled a cherry. Her father adjusted his 
spectacles and took a step back. 

/'By your leave, friends,” Pashka said gruffly, shouldering a fellow aside 
who was throwing his rings, and without a glance at the old man he 
made a sign to the girl. She handed him the rings as though she were 
nearly fainting. He touched her cold fingers and tossed a three rouble piece 
down on the counter. 

'Toil ought to have hired a cart, friend, for the samovar.” There was a 
titter at his back. 

Without turning round, Pashka took hold of the ring and flung it 
negligently. A brief tinkle was heard. The ring had fallen over the knife 
without so much as touching it. The old man scratched his nose hurriedly 
and uneasily put a box of Balaev sweetmeats down in front of Pashka, 
Pashka pushed it aside and threw his second ring as casually as he had the 
first. It fell just as easily and surely over the second blade. The old man 
scarcely had time to trot to the shelves before three more rings lightly 
skimmed the air and with scarcely a sound encircled three more knives. The 
crowd was dumb. 

The old man turned his little face to Pashka and blinked. A dark drop 
of sweat stood out like a wart on his forehead. His trousers slipped down a 
little and bagged out. Pashka stood leaning elegantly on the counter with 
feet crossed and jingled his handful of rings. 

"Well, Papa, Vv^hat about Ludmillotchka now.?” he asked quietly, look- 
ing aside with an air of indifference. 

"I v/on’t let you have her,” her father answered in his treble pipe, 

"You won’t,” Pashka said sleepily. “Right. Hey, you,” he called out to a 
boy, "run to the Pokrovski gate for a cart and you shall have the samovar. 
Out of the way, Papa.” 

Pashka’s face went steely. The veins stood out and branched on his 
brow. He braced himself and lightly raised his arm. Sparks shot from his 
finger tips. The knives quivered and sang under the assault of the rings. 
The crowd roared and, raged and grew to a mob. People ran to the booth 
from all sides. Pashka scarcely troubled to take aim. He was frightful to 
look upon. Not a ring fell into , the, sack., In , five minutes all was over. 
Pashka wiped his forehead . with , his sleeve. The crowd, made way. The 
cart was drawn up outside the booth,., , v.. 
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'■'‘Load up/' Pashka said. 

“What do you mean to do?” the old man asked in agony, hopping from 
one foot to another round the shelves. 

“Do? Nothing. Chuck ’em all into the pond and have done w-itli it.” 

“Yes, but why, comrade?” the old fellow whimpered like a woman. “The 
goods alone are worth four hundred rubles, let alone the business.” 

“To hell with it— even if they were worth a thousand. The plunder be- 
longs to me. I haven’t stolen it. I won it honestly. The people here are my 
witnesses. I practised all winter and not a wink of sleep have I had. I do 
what I like. If I like, I keep the loot. If I don’t like, I chuck it into the 
water.” 

“That’s quite right,” the crowd roared enthusiastically. “Take your oath 
on it! But not the gramophone. Don’t chuck that in too.” 

Volunteers soon had the cart loaded to the very top.. 

“Off you go,” Pashka commanded. 

“Where are you going?” the old man blubbered. “I shan’t dare show my 
nose at my home again after this. . . . Are you really going to sink the 
lot?” 

“Yes,” Pashka said. “Drive onto the landing stage.” 

“Have you no shame in the sight of God?” 

“God— that’s a survival of the dark ages, Papa, a painted effigy like that 
green parrot. But this here is— fact,” and he braced his brawny arm. 

The cart moved off surrounded by a living ring of cheering people and 
did not stop until it reached the landing stage. Pashka took the leather 
boots from the top of the pile and threw them into the water. The. 
crowd gasped. 

“Stop,” the old man cried in a voice not his own. “Don’t throw them 
in the water.” 

Pashka laid his hand on top of the loot and said quietly, lowering his 
eyes: 

“For the last time. Papa, I speak to you frankly, as man to man. Let all 
here bear me witness. Give me the girl and you can have your junk 
and ni never again come within a hundred yards of your booth as long 
as I live. But otherwise I’ll blow your whole show sky-high. Papa. I cannot 
live a day longer without Ludmillotchka.” 

“Take her!” the old man squealed. “Curse you— take her!” 

“Ludmillotchka,” Pashka said as he left the cart. His face was pale. 

She stood beside him, hiding her face in her sleeve in her embarrassment. 
Even her little hands were red with shame. 

“The show is over, comrades. You can go,” Pashka said, taking the girl 
by the arm as carefully as if she were made of porcelain. 

The scent of lilac filled the whole gardens. Lilac was everywhere, lilac 
petals in the hair, lilac petals in the water. The moon, high in the dark 
violet-blue of the sky above, the lime trees> was . as sharp as a knife. And its 
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new-born light broke in reflections on the water, melting into rings large 
and small, just like gold wedding rings, come to life. 

PIPPO SPANO 

Heinrich Mann 

(1871- ) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 

I: THE COMEDY 

A.ND don’t betray ME,” Mario Malvolto told his two friends. “Let them 
think I am coming back.” 

“You re not coming back?” 

“I must go home. Fve a headache. No, the truth is, I want to be alone.” 

“To reflect on your triumph. Good-night, you happy poet.” 

“You’ll never sleep.” 

“Who knows? Good-night.” 

The other two went in. Mario Malvolto stood for a moment at the top of 
the stairs. At his back the noise of the banquet held in his honour died 
away. To left and right of him a gold-braided lackey bowed low. Holding 
his slight figure erect he went step by step down the rich, pale stair-carpet 
between the gilded rails. 

“I must roll these vanities on the tongue,” he thought as he went. “In 
there I was too much taken up with my part. Now I am master of the 
situation.” 

“Where are we driving to, Signore Malvolto?” the coachman asked. 

“To Settignano.” 

“Why did he ask? Did he think I was going to Mimi — -now? Oh, 
Mimi, you flapping silken flag! Fluttering now round one neck, now round 
another. I have kissed it whenever it came to my turn, even embroidered 
romance upon it. Yes, Mimi, you little cocotte of fleeting impulses, but 
without a trace of greatness in your sensuality, I have endowed you with 
passions you never had, given you, to my own satisfaction, out of vanity, 
out of desire, a whole life- to live, as -puppets are twitched into gran- 
diloquent attitudes. You were only a girl Adieu, Mimi, 

“We want more, something; stronger. A thing like Mixni can be loved 
in the intervals of writing a tragedy. It takes so little of the heart. My 
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tragedy won the prize tonight. Yes, I am strong. But it is time to shun for 
good and ail the little satisfactions that tend to weakness, and that you, who 
from my study wall challenge me with a look over your iron shoulder, 
forbid.” . 

Would the cramping streets of Florence never come to an end? He sud- 
denly felt a violent longing for the air of the hills, the air that shimmered 
with the glitter of olive trees, that was spiced with bay and left softly 
pungent kisses on his lips. Still the narrow streets echoed in the silence 
of the night and still the shadow of horse and coachman climbed up and 
down the walls. Then the houses of the suburbs came into view. The 
moonlight shone out over the first gardens. 

have conquered that hill over there on which my house stands. And 
not only it— I have conquered all these hills.” 

His hand made a half-circle; it moved over the distant shape of a hill 
as over a woman’s breast. 

“The whole of this country, all its towns, every house to the very last 
of them I have had to conquer. For nothing of it all belonged to me. No 
hidden path in any corner of the land knew me from my start. Consider 
this today. You were born at sea of a mother of a foreign race. With your 
art as a maker of tragedies you have striven for this country, for every 
furrow of it, like an eager pilgrim in a coat of mail who sheds his blood in 
his fervour. 

“Now I have a footing. Everyone in Italy knows in what village and on 
what table the sheet of paper lies which I cover with the written word. 
This evening the defeated passed me in procession, a whole theatreful, 
whom I had overthrown. What have I to reckon? Eleven calls. Spoken to 
by the Queen. Shaken hands with by the Count of Turin. Then the 
banquet. The two deputies, the Minister’s telegram. The Mayor’s speech. 
My rivals consoling themselves with ironical com.ments. What cist? Noth- 
ing, There were no women at the banquet. No women — so what good is 
all the rest?” 

Leaning out of the carriage, chin in hand, Mario Malvolto watched the 
blossoming trees swim far and near in pale moonlight. Before Ponte a 
Mensola he thought he caught a glimpse of another carriage high up ahead 
of his own. It vanished again instantly. Its hood was up. His coachman 
had seen nothing and who could be on the road at that time of night? 

“Do women really know that at bottom everything is done for them 
alone? Many behave as though they believed in the intellect— the intel- 
lect, that helpless child, which can neither stand nor walk without the 
senses. We have only our sensuality; and to what purpose is it, what is its 
chief rcw''ard? The hours spent at, the writing-table are hours squandered 
in the pursuit of women, a night dedicated to the Muses is a barren night 
of love. Do they kno^y it? Why ask Their’ distrust,, of talent says all and 
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their preference for the dolt who belongs only to tliem^ not to the book. 
The woman and the book are foes. 

“A poet of twenty, as I well remember, has too much to say to them 
— that is why he is clumsy, silent, tongue-tied by his passion. This 
does not suit the creatures who know no delights but those of vanity. 
In those days each one of them set me dreaming as they sat in a salon or 
drove along the Corso. I would have thrown myself at the feet of her 
who rewarded me with a glance, at any cost, with a fanatic’s resolution. 
They are not so foolish. Not one of them is tempted to console our 
neurasthenic extravagances of feeling. They are never drawn to our self- 
centred rhapsodies: it is success that inevitably attracts them. They rally to 
it; that is their metier. Fulfilling their function without a thought, they 
look on while we love-stricken ones perish for them. But they are the 
indestructible part of humanity. And I pray to them because I pray for 
strength! 

“Then suddenly I gave my shyriess of those days the slip— I and the little 
Princess Nora. What a surprise! A tutor of no position whatever, whom 
the ladies did not even give a parcel to carry! That desperate deed at once 
exalted me above them one and all. An elopement with Princess Gallipoli 
— where was the woman before whom I need drop my eyes? Ah, but I 
still had the old inclination to look to the ground. Since then there is no 
audacity with v/omen I have not dared; but I have had to force myself to it 
every time. 

“I am accused of callousness, of something worse than audacities. A man 
in society declined to fight a duel with me and a court of honour upheld 
him. The fools, they little dream that my callousness proceeds from my fear 
of my own tenderness. I suffer from excess of understanding, from too much 
reflection, too keen a foreknowledge of another’s sorrow. I have every dis- 
position to end up as a victim. What compulsion I had to put on myself 
to abandon little Princess Nora, to leave her dishonoured and outcast. Even 
today when I meet her in Rome in the higher circles of the demi-monde, I 
feel a sort of anguish. ... 

“Do I not often feel anguish over Tina, great tragic actress though she is, 
who suffers on my account?” 

Mario Malvolto leant back again in the seat and scanned the top of a 
distant hill, where a villa rose moon-grey from the moon-grey billows of 
foliage. A light, a small light, like a needle or a thought, pierced the crown 
of a tree and transformed it to a burnished cloud. 

“Where in the world is she now? Hov^^ long I have been without 
news of her. It is bad this time, now that she declined to create the part of 
my Arachne tonight. Have I ever caused her a pain I have not suffered at 
her hands? Who can hold a candle to us two in hurting and being hurt? 
We know that we never work $o well, are never such artists as we are in 
and for each other.. And in spite of all angry words, all satiety and all hate 
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we always rush together again. There is not a comedy in the world to 
match our love. Behind all our passions — ^fantastic emanations of our love 
—art is ambushed in the wings^ ironically smiling and intent only on 
picking up a hint for a new part. 

“From time to time one of us divines that the other is merely playing a 
comedy. And suddenly we are nauseated and fly apart. But four months 
later we meet again at a rehearsal. That is an accident of our profession. It 
has nothing to do with love — not with the love for whose sake in youth one 
toils all night and longs for fame. For I should like to know of what use 
fame is if it does not bring love with it. . , . Ah^ it too is a phantom. 
The more hotly it is pursued the farther it retreats. When I was utterly 
unknown it had a corporal form: a king who poised a wreath of gold. Now 
that I have bought it up bit by bit and know of what it consists, what feel- 
ings can it any longer inspire ? Celebrity is a gilded lie about myself that 
I myself have disseminated far and wide. It answers to someone who is 
not me. No one may know the truth about me. 

“People have got to say: Malvolto has his way with women and life too; 
his reputation is not of the best. He s a man of steel, a realist and there 
you have the core of his work. The greatness and the strength of the race 
have come to life in a poet. He shows that even a slight frame can bear 
their weight. The Renaissance has returned, fully armed. . . . That is how 
people must talk; they must not have the faintest suspicion of my dark 
fears and of the diffidence that every woman, every great work of art, every 
robust man inspires in me; they must not dream that if my pages pulsate 
with life I pay for them with days of depression and hours of physical 
exercise. I do not wish them to dream it. Pain stands, chisel in hand, behind 
every perfected beauty. Have I not the right to be proud.? 

“I feel the melancholy pride that comes of work done not by strength 
but by merely willing it; of a life without native vigour that reaches up 
only in urgent desire, as a Niobe raises her arms. After all I have had, still 
today I yearn after women. I dream of them as I did when I was twenty — 
only more hopelessly. For I have put them to the proof since then and 
learn that they are no companions for the player. They are too like me — 
what have they to offer me or I them.? They too wish for applause. They 
wish to be paid in the coin of passion: they cost me too much. I need 
my feelings — ^for my public. I have to harvest my soul so that others may 
drink the vintage. The more life I share out the poorer my own must be. 

“But that rare Phoenix among women, who simply gives herself in 
reckless passion; who doubts nothing, demands nothing, not approbation, 
not martyrdom; who rolls up all her life and without a quaver, without a 
thought for the world or reputation or the future, casts it into mine, 
breathes with my breath and goes under in my doom — such a woman 
naturally is not for me. Even if she were to come in at my door in bodily 
form the miracle would be incomplete. For there would be no room for 
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her in me and my daily life : she would be too large and too strong. There 
is room only for the longing she inspires. 

''I longed for her again tonight— on the stage, through the hole in the 
curtain behind which I belong! I longed for all of them!” 

Mario Malvolto laid his head back with a groan and plumbed the pale 
flood of the stars. 

“I knew them nearly all. A few had been mine, a few more might be if 
I chose. What good would it be.? Am i to use them for my sentimental 
education or my social advancement, as I did the little Princess Nora, or 
as studies for twenty different parts, as I have Tina, the tragedy actress? Or 
are they to be poor lifeless puppets like Mimi for me to dress up in 
fancied passions which are as false to them as they are to me? Or are they 
in the long run to find me out and send me away with a flea in my ear? 

. . . You get tired of plucking the stars up there with your eyes, one after 
one, and in the end your hands are empty. .. . 

''That is how they shone in the circle tonight.” 

He looked at a large ripe star. 

"The Linozzo. Long, flat Egyptian nose, long eyes close together. Black 
gleaming waves of hair just above her eyebrows. Wide soft mouth, moist, 
sinuous, darkly painted. She is desirable above all when she holds a 
gleaming fan to the corner of her mouth or when with her head thrust back 
she smiles over her shoulder out of the corner of her eyes. . . . She never 
took her eyes off me all the time I was in the Queen s box. She is ambitious 
— I could have her.” 

His eyes were caught by another luminary. 

"The Borgofinale. A full profile, with rounded chin, staring out wild-eyed 
from a luxuriant mass of auburn hair above the sumptuous ermine collar of 
her cloak. She was one of the first to set me on fire. Her distracted face 
calls up a whole train of bogus emotions. But was she virtuous perhaps? 

"An impossible one — the Lancredoni. Lean swarthy-skinned princess. Her 
small, Gorgon head with the fleeting lines of nose and forehead is borne on 
the stiff stalk of her neck. Her lace sleeve leaves her sloping shoulder, fragile 
and pure as porcelain, bare. The Princess yawns beneath the cold gleam of 
her tiara. . . . And tonight from behind my curtain I prevailed upon her! I 
gloried over her, knowing that I had more delight in her than he who held 
her every night in his arms! What is left to me? Perhaps a few lines that 
will appear in print. But for me, in my soul? . . . 

"Then the young girls! There they sat, just in front of me, peering bright- 
eyed out of a world into which no path leads. The Cantoggi caught my eye 
once in the hole in the curtain. I started back at this look she shot wdthout 
knowing where it found its mark. 

"Which of them will come and take me by the hand and lead me home- 
wards into that country of hers yvhere one is .strong with the strength of 
innocent emotion? /; ' ■ - , . . ... 
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''Not one. For they have nothing more pressing to do than to learn their 
parts in the comedy. Gemma Gantoggi, a child, fresh from the country, is 
to marry Lanti, a voluptuary past his prime. Charming! 

"Suppose I asked of one of them the boon of self-oblivion — probably I 
should not be allowed to know anything of her either. There was a foreigner 
in the stalls, a strong and beautiful profile beneath the velvet knot of her 
large hat, A billowy scarf enveloped her to the lips in rosy chiffon. . . 

Mario Malvolto dreamed on as he turned into the piazza of Settignano. 
The low, flatly curving gable of the church was powdered blue by the moon, 
A single lamp twinkled feebly in the wide starry night, in the midst of 
which, on its hill, the little town was sleeping. 

Mario Malvolto heard a faint sound and .saw a dark object moving at the 
end of the long narrow street. It could only be the carriage he had seen 
just now; its hood was up. A moonbeam fell suddenly across it; something 
white leant out. Where in the neighbourhood did that vehicle belong? 
Nowhere, the coachman replied. It vanished into the shadow. 

They emerged from the narrow street and drove downhill for a short 
way. Mario Malvolto got out, walked for a few yards between two hedges 
and up eleven steps to his door. It was open and his servant lay asleep in 
front of it. 

Mario Malvolto stepped over him and taking the lamp from a table in the 
hall went up the steps into his study. The busts of women on the bookcase 
in their close-fitting dresses of a long-past day smiled whitely from the 
sharp confines of their dreams; the large threaded pearls that encircled 
their foreheads seemed to quiver in the light of the moon. 

It was so light in the room that Malvolto put out the lamp. He leaned 
against the open terrace door. How white the garden! All the dense, dark 
foliage over the whole ridge of the hill and right down to the rvall with its 
ilex canopy shone in pale enchanted loveliness. The wistaria hung in a silver 
mantle round the bleached dead cypress. And even the camellias bloomed 
only as ghosts. 

He looked into the room again and gave a start. For a moment it seemed 
to him that the more than life-size man there on the brightly lighted wall 
had brandished his sword in the air. Mario Malvolto, speaking in thought, 
addressed the man whose portrait was the only picture that looked down 
daily on his work: 

“So we meet again. When I left you this evening I was eager for battle, 
strung up for resounding victory or for crushing defeat. It is victory. Wine 
and speeches swelled it out. I left them to it — secure in my triumph, I only 
need to draw it from my breast and look upon it, you see. And on my way 
home, moonstruck with ghostly musings, I found it a defeat““oh yes, a pale 
stillness of defeat, a worse one than if I had Teen whistled noisily off the 
stage. - ' ' , ; ; ■ ■ • 7 

“Have you too ever known a victory turn . suddenly to defeat and elude 
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your grasp at the moment when it rang loudest in your ears? War and 
art, they are both the same superhuman exaggeration. Do you know the 
nausea after an orgy? Answer, Pippo Spano! 

"‘There you stand, erect, your iron legs astride, your gigantic blade 
athwart them in your hands of bronze. Your limbs are agile, ready alike for 
the assault, the chase, for hot embrace and thrust of cold steel, ready for 
wine and for blood. In the very sound of your name there is the whistle 
of a brandished blade and then a cleaving blow. Iron is arched over yoiir 
broad chest and a golden girdle encircles your slender hips over the joyous 
blue of your doublet. You have a short, forked beard, your mouth stands out 
brutally in your lean face and dull blond locks of hair hang about it. You 
look over your shoulder with head thrown back and blazing eyes, alert and 
terrible. On closer scrutiny, a smile can be seen: a smile born of an excess of 
ruthless self-confidence; a smile that refuses to be questioned; the mere 
hint of a smile that causes a profound dismay, overwhelms with sudden 
dread, rivets the eyes, excites defiance and at last extorts respect. 

“Since you know so unutterably how to triumph, how fearfully you must 
often have known defeat! Yes, how you must have suffered, you and the 
painter of your portrait, who was as strong as you. Great works of art — 
your life or your portrait — only rise to such glamorous heights because they 
have known the abyss. Ah, you smiter of the Turks, don't try to deceive me 
— I hear your shout of rage when a blow got home. I see you bleed when 
a friend betrayed you. I can almost imagine the orgy of pain you suffered 
whenever a woman dug into your heart with her sharp finger-tips,” 

Mario Malvolto folded his arms. Still with his eyes on the condottiere’s 
face he drew nearer and said in a whisper: 

“You see, I pine for such orgies too. I am too fragile for them and too 
diffident, that is why I create characters who are otherwise. That is why you 
stand there to be my conscience, my compulsion to greatness. You are to 
give me a loathing of the measured joys, of that economy in suffering with 
which we poor moderns content ourselves. Our art represents the bour- 
geoisie of the soul. Paltry neurasthenics live out their seventy years of hum- 
drum life, indulging daily in a pennyworth of pain and six pennyworth of 
comfort. The artist burrows laboriously in his constipated soul, in his own 
exclusively, and proudly displays the sorry stuff he brings to light. Ran- 
corously he shuts his eyes to all that has strength or vivid colour. 

“But I mean to live! I want to be lavish; in my brief span my art shall 
make me a second, mightier life. I will know nothing of the weakling that 
I am; I know enough of him already. I will experience alien beauties, 
alien pains. Pvcally alien. Women who die for love, exquisites of exorbitant 
desires, sculptors who chip their hearts out on a block of marble. They dig 
the phantoms of hell out of the rock and their pain is the whirlwind that 
blows souls through the purple gloom. ... To such as these I will go out, 
who do not play eavesdropper to their own peevish moods, whose destiny 
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is not chained to the poverty of their own blood. Noj, they are called to 
battle in the world outside them and they must fling themselves into the 
fray!' .. , . ■ ■ 

“I will force my way into their life, as though it were encompassed with 
a quick-set hedge, a prouder, more impulsive world, where violence and the 
intoxication of surrender reign, where unutterable defeat is drunk to the 
dregs and^splendours without a name, where life is lived to the full and 
death comes once for all. 

''And the woman whom you, Pippo Spano, could love, she is the goal of 
all my longing. She comes to meet me as the sum and end out of the world 
I conjure up. Is it not so 

And Mario Malvolto, forgetting himself, spoke louder: 

"Is it not so, she comes to meet me.? Do you believe it, Pippo Spano! She 
comes ” 

He broke off : there she stood. 

She stood on the threshGld of the little white drawing room, whose shadows 
were suddenly illumined by the moon. She herself was white and clothed in 
moonlight. Her pale face, short nose, vigorous lips were framed in heavy 
black coils of hair. At every breath she took embroidered silver flowers were 
shed from her small slight figure, from her shoulders and her neck; her 
life was in her breathing. She lifted her arms to the curtain of the door and 
her sleeves, made entirely of the petals of the flowers, fell in a shower of 
pale leaves. Her arm, the pistil within them, shimmered in the moon. 

Mario Malvolto had drawn back. He clasped his forehead. A hallucina- 
tion? He had drunk a lot of wine and even more deeply of rhapsody. 
But his heart beat quietly and firmly, his spirit was unusually clear and uiv 
encumbered. Would that spectre never go? . . . He took two quick steps 
towards it. But it held its ground, it even spoke. 

The girl said quietly and simply: 

"Mario Malvolto, I love you. I am here for us to love each other.’’ 

II: THE MIRACLE 

TiiEN HE RECOGNISED Gemma Cantoggi. 

"You — here! But a word, Contessa, would have sufficed,” he stammered. 
"I would have hastened to you.” 

"Yes, but I have come to you instead,” she replied. 

"But you compromise yourself.” 

"Oh, no. V/e have a house quite near. They think I am spending the night 
there. I often leave our town house at night when the mood takes me. My 
maid came with me. She is in the secret.” 

He looked dubiously at her. This was the Cantoggi who was to marry 
Land, the voluptuary who was past his prime; one of those unusually beau- 
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ti£ul women whom in their day all men desire and all women hate; for 
whom a boy takes his life; who for twenty years dance in the van of fashion 
and who when their day is done have promised happiness to a thousand 
and kept their promise to six or seven, and left a lingering and intoxicat- 
ing fragrance behind them in the memory of a few old gentlemen. What 
were they in themselves? What did their lives mean? He knew: the 
influence they exercised, the martyrdom of the man and the applause of the 
•crowd. ■'• 

Was she here as a colleague, the actress to the playwright? Did she seek 
advice how to reach the pinnacle of success ? He had scarcely grasped and 
did not believe one word of what she had said. 

“But what brings you here?” he asked in agitation. 

“Love of you, Mario Malvolto,” she replied, and her voice trembled 
slightly. 

“Contessina, you are a child. If you love me why did you not ask some 
friend of yours to introduce me to you? I should have fallen at your 
feet.” 

“We should have had no freedom at home. We should have had to marry 
in order to love each other.” 

“Ah!” 

He felt a wicked satisfaction, 

“The Contessina Cantoggi would not want me for a husband!” 

“You would have engaged yourself to me, Mario,” she said without under- 
standing what he meant, “before you knew what I was like. You would 
have sworn you loved me and perhaps it would have been a pretence. As 
soon as I saw it, all would have been over. I want us to love each other 
without anyone’s knowing. You are not to flatter yourself: I am loved by 
the beautiful Cantoggi and all Florence know^s it. Do you hear? You are 
not to do that.” 

“Do you think I am so sunk in vanity?” he muttered. 

“No, I do not. Forgive me. I am jealous in advance, I want to shut you 
up here.” 

She crossed the threshold into his study and went impulsively up to him. 

“And I could not bear it if we saw each other before strangers and had to 
speak to each other with reserve. I want to be always Listen, I love 

She suddenly opened her arms, casting off a last shred of modesty: 

“I want to be always naked with you!” 

A wave of emotion swept over him; he took her in his arms. 

“If I could believe that you were really in my arms!” 

He groaned, with his mouth , in her hair. The Phoenix of a woman who 
wished to make him rich with reckless passion: there she was, there was the 
miracle. One of those young girls who peered out clear-eyed from their 
world into which no path led; there, she was, there was the miracle. 
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: ''If I xoiild believe'itj” 

"You feel me/’ she said quivering, "And you must surely feel that I love 

■you.”' ■■■■■.' 

"I do feel it,” he said, in pity more for himself than her, 

"And you will love me?” 

“I will, I will indeed!” he cried in pain. 

With her face buried in his neck she asked: "Have you ever thought me 
beautiful before? Would you have wanted me?” 

"You— only you.” 

And he knew he lied and yet was honest. He had desired all women and 
would always desire them. But did he not now hold them all in this one 
girl? Perhaps, perhaps. 

"I too,” she said, looking up with wide eyes. “You — only you.” 

"Then you knew that you caught an eye through the hole in the curtain 
tonight and whose eye it was?” 

"No.”' 

"Not? Have you not often caught sight of me in a box? And tonight on 
the stage when I was called before the curtain?” 

“No. I didn’t really know you by sight. I trembled when you came on to 
the stage. It might have been someone else, a friend of yours.” 

He was speechless. 

“We have lived so long in San Gimignano,” she explained. “I have only 
lived here since my father' died and my brother was in garrison in Florence.” 

“Then you came because I am famous.” 

“Famous? I don’t know. Perhaps I’ve heard people talking a lot of 
nonsense about you; but I didn’t know it was you they meant. I had read 
your books, but I never noticed the name.” 

Mario Malvolto thought: So much for fame. 

“There were people in them I could understand. I said to myself: I should 
have behaved and felt like that, if — 

'■^■■“If—’b''^''^ '■-''■'■, 

"If I came across that man. With my fiance, I knew, I could never experi- 
ence anything of the sort.” 

“Yes, you are engaged.” 

"I was. I broke it off before coming to you.” 

“I don’t understand all that.” 

“It’s so simple. Tonight, in your play I saw the same people living and 
dying as those I knew in your books. They were more vivid than the 
people with w4om I dine and drive in the Corso. They did not smile so 
much and I could believe them — because they died!” 

“Because they died.” 

“When I got home I looked at the name of the author of the novels. It 
was yours. Then I drove up here.” 

. He was enchanted. How trusting, how-resolute a passion! To think that 
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it was before his eyes, within his grasp! But he bethought himself: she 
wanted more of him. He had suddenly to repress a pang. 

'‘Do you suppose then that I resemble my creations.^ Perhaps I make them 
so because I am otherwise,” 

"But you have made them. You must have carried them in your heart. 
. , . It is so simple; tonight I suddenly saw it all so clearly. If the people we 
might love do not exist in our, world, if they do not exist anywhere at all- 
still v/e seek them in the heart of him who has created them! Why don’t 
women do that.'^ It would be too silly not to come to you.” 

"I am not so strong. . . 

It seemed to him as though he wrestled with this seventeen-year-old girl, 
as though his life were at stake. 

“Your betrothed, Contessina, is a hero compared to me. I know he has 
the show of vigour rather than the reality, more of the swordsman’s alert- 
ness than nerve and muscle. But judging from his looks, at least, Fm sure he 
is no backward cavalier. You have much to expect from him, after all.” 

“I know pretty well what I have to expect,” she said with a shrug of her 
shoulders. She sat down at his table in the chair he sat in when he worked* 
She played with his pen, threw a notebook to the floor and propped her 
chin on her hands. 

“When he used to visit me at San Gimignano, when I walked with him 
on the crumbling watch-tower, high amidst the ivy with the blue landscape 
beneath — do you know what he reminded me of.? Of an Englishman taking 
photographs of it. Do you suppose he had the haziest notion of all I had 
felt there, all one can feel in sixteen years in those ivied turrets, on those 
warm ruinous walls among the ilex trees.? I would have been ashamed to 
utter one word of it ... but to you ” 

“To me.?” Mario Malvolto said, stretching out his hands with a sense of 
guilt for the gift she offered. 

“To you I can tell it all.” 

And she sprang to her feet. 

“Or rather, you know it already. You have felt it too, it is from you I 
learnt it!” 

He flinched away from her. 

“We writers drive a shady trade. We procure you pleasures, but that does 
not mean that our . . 

“You’re being modest. You’re playing the coquette.” And when he made 
a deprecating gesture: “Or else you don’t believe me.” 

They both stretched out their, arms simultaneously. 

“Not believe you!” 

That was not possible. Her breath, her look, and the very lines of her 
body were truth itself. The, tender lines of her body, a soul incarnate, swept 
through him, vibrant with passion. He throbbed with them; he wished with 
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all his heart they might enwrap his heart and break it together with every; 
artifice within it; overpower it and enslave it. Never to feel anything but 
her ! That was his goal— a goal to reach in swoon. 

“Listen/' he begged, hoarse with torment, “you are deceived in me. l am 
not so honest as you. I cannot be.” 

“Would you say so if you were not?” 

“I am trying to be at this moment. But you must not try me too far. 
Believe me— your betrothed, he may be cold — ^but even so he has more good 
feeling than I have. He is, after all, nearer to you.” 

And when she denied it with a look: 

“He may not be able to look backward into your childhood's dreams. Be 
glad that he cannot. Fie will be able to love you all the more truthfully as 
you are if he lacks the gift of imputing to you what never was, or is no 
longer.”' ' ' 

She walked away and sat down on the ottoman and folding her arms 
over the cushion leant her breast against it. 

“I know more about him than that,” she said slowly, looking far away 
into the moonlight. “His mistress has told me about him.” 

“The Traffetti?” he asked quickly. 

“I went to her. Does that surprise you? She is a great singer and a beau- 
tiful woman. I considered how little reason she could have to withhold the 
truth. And she was the only person who could tell it me. . . . Well, he is 
weak, he . . . can do very little. How can I put it? . . 

He started back: “Does she take me for a bull?” She read his gesture. 

“I am not a child. I can make up my own mind. He needs artificial 
stimulus and expedients, he asks things of his mistresses that — that the 
Traffetti had to explain to me.” 

“Oh — oh — she explained all that to you?” 

He thought: “A young girl going to a whore to be put right about the 

capacities of her betrothed No, I should never have imagined that. Who 

could?” 

She looked at him wide-eyed. 

“And you — you don’t need that.” 

“No,” he admitted in astonishment. 

She went on with vehemence : 

“You suspected me just now of base desires. Yes, I know you did. Don’t 
deny it. You little know me . . . The worst is not his lack of robustness, 
but that he has no love. The Traffetti loves him. She cried when she told 
me about him.” 

“But he fought a duel on your account the other day,” Malvolto said 
without thinking. 

“I don’t want anyone to fight for me as he did. He held his ground 
calmly and coldly the whole time, keeping his opponent’s fury at a distance 
— his eye, always on the other’s sword-point— until at last he could pass his 
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guard, . . . A man who aveiiges an insult to his beloved ^ d^^ not look 
so! There is no love in him, I tell you.” 

Very well, Malvolto thought and gave up the defence of her bridegroom. 
He watched her as she undid her tightly fitting bodice. A brooch rolled on 
to the carpet. He caught a glimpse of blue-veined flesh shimmering through 
the lace. She was behaving like a child who had got home, tired and happy, 
after a long day. 

“I shall never get to feel his soul. Yours I have often felt. I bring you 
mine.” 

She stood up. 

;‘And my body.” 

He rushed to her, fell on his knees, rained kisses on her arms and her 
hands. All at once he was warmed through and through by the sense of her 
soul that for months had thought of his and now had freed itself from 
captivity, from alien toils; feeling its way, a passionate somnambulist, 
through the moonlit woods of its own profound premonition — to him! She 
had come — she had stepped out of the white parlour in a shaft of moonlight. 
There she stood, created for him and, without him, incomprehensible. 
There she lay on his breast to release him, to induct him into the sacredness 
of life, to fill his lungs with her breath and teach him how in forgetfulness 
of all else to feel and live with strength! 

'1 love you, Gemma!” 

She only smiled with her hands on his hair. 

‘‘But I believe,” he cried out within himself, “The miracle has come to 
me. I am strong enough to believe it and find salvation in it.” 

He jumped up and put his arm round her. . . . Suddenly his blood ran 
cold. “Yes, you believe, you actor. And first thing tomorrow morning you 
will be wondering what artistic use to make of your moment of belief! 

“But I love her,” he protested to his adversary, “and she me. Am I not a 
human being.? 

“No, you are not. You only play at being one. Forego your effect for 
once, just this once out of pity for a child. Think 

“Oh, I know and I am afraid. This is not just a romantic episode to take 
up and drop as soon as one is tired of it. It is not a house with two 
entrances. It is a defile and once within it there is no issue but there where 
the torrent pours over the rock.” 

Reluctantly he let go of her. His eyes, distraught with pain, wandered 
round the walls and suddenly met those of Pippo Spano. Pippo Spano was 
smiling now. His terrible smile, inscrutable hitherto, now said in so many 
words: . 

“Is this the strength which I, your conscience, was to wring from you.? A 
woman throws herself at your feet.. You go to her on the current of your 
blood. And are you going to allow the- pale cast of thought to show that life 
the door? Do so — but never again seek to smuggle yourself out of the world 
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of weaklings into mine, where men love and rob and, if it must be, die.” 

Mario Malvolto snatched Gemma from the floor. All his blood rushed to 
his head and, like a warrior whose booty clasps his neck with her white 
arms, he carried her into his bedroom. 


Ill: BELIEF 

Mario malvolto stood alone on his terrace and watched the sun come up. 
Gemma had gone. He listened to the last echoes of the storm of joy she had 
aroused in him. Soon it would have died away. If she came back that eve- 
ning still in the same glory of passion, how would she find him He did not 
know. Twenty hours might sweep him far away. He would make an effort 
to get back to her. Perhaps he would succeed. 

'‘No, no. Well part at once. I will not see her again. That is the strong 
thing to do, for I still desire her and ever shall. ... I will write to her. She 
will suffer, it will be a clean cut, as swift as our happiness. Unless one died 
of it, it is bound to pass. If I gave way to pity now and tried to deceive 
her, I should only be opening the way to long anguish, quivering resuscita- 
tions of what must die in the end.” 

He went down the steps into the garden and as he walked along the paths 
between the trees and bushes he wrote in his head : 

"My adored Gemma! 

"I still have the right to call you so today. If you came back again tonight, 
it would perhaps already have become a lie— the first of all the many lies 
with which I should seek to reprieve our love. I will not have that. We were 
too strong and too happy. I want to repay the truth of your feeling with 
the utmost truth that is in me. Listen, my Gemma, 

"You love me still, I know. You are convinced that you love me for ever. 
And you would consider a feeling null and void that foresaw its own death. 
But that, Gemma, is the case with mine. Oh, it is not that in the years to 
come I shall not wish you here as ardently as I do now at this moment! But 
if you came in two hours, perhaps even so you would come too late. Per- 
haps, beloved, even in the closeness of your embraces last night I was 
already untrue to you. Who knows whether I may not have sought out 
words with which to describe them.f^ Art is your rival, Gemma, and one you 
may not lightly challenge. 

"Sometimes you would find me clasped to her hard breast when you came 
with open arms into my room.” 

Mario Malvolto watched a tress of wistaria slip through the hollow of his 
hand and wondered: "Hard breast? Has art a hard breast?” He let it pass 
for the moment. 

"You do not understand me, I know. You think one can drop one’s occu- 
pations when a woman comes in. Lanti, if ypu married him, would send 
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his horse away the moment you asked. A stoekbroker would finish with his 
clients. Money is a passion that seldom holds its ground against a woman. 
With art. Gemma, it is another matter. It alone and war and power are 
superhuman exaggerations that claim the body and soul. But art is the most 
ravenous of the three, it engrosses the other two. It alone so hollows out its 
victim that he is left forever incapable of a genuine feeling, of frank sur- 
render. Think- — the whole world to me is only raw material for a phrase. All 
you see and enjoy— those walls of San Gimignano, over which your childish 
dreams ran like squirrels, would be no joy to me unless they evoked the 
words that mirrored them. Every golden evening, every weeping friend, all 
my feelings and even my pain over their decay are all only matter for words. 
And so would you be too. Gemma, that is intolerable. 

“I shall never sit with my wife and be happy in the sight of her. I should 
be thinking how her features could best be described, how and in what 
original way they had to be looked at to take me by surprise and compel 
the arresting word. When I had your wonderful flesh — I use a really banal 
word, wonderful— when I felt it within my hands, I should be seeking out 
a better, a word that captured the essence of your flesh and yours alone. 

“I should be assiduous enough: you would often see me in a fever of um 
controllable emotion. Do not mistake that for love. It is essential to me to 
cheat myself into states of feeling in order that I may be able to represent 
them. I have to enter into people who are strong and beautiful as you are, 
vibrate with their nerves, riot in their pleasures, be damned with their 
damnation and share their downfall. I cannot know people out of myself, 
for I am not a person: I am a player. 

“Think of all the women you meet in society and with whom you ex- 
change a word or a smile; think of each single one and know that I have 
already been unfaithful to you with her and will be so again — in my heart. 
And yet nothing ought to go on in it but you! But there is worse still: I 
shall be unfaithful to you with yourself, with a counterfeit Gemma, 

“Those creations of mine you love, for whose sake you threw yourself 
into my arms, Gemma, they were all once real people. I have falsified them 
to gain my artistic ends. I shall falsify you too. I am on the way to it already. 
This letter is the first of the artistic uses I shall put you to.” 

Mario Malvolto had tears in his eyes. He was genuinely suffering; but it 
was to his advantage to suffer. “My letter will be good,” he told himself. 

“You, Gemma, are a woman and there would of necessity be times wflien 
you were moody, sick and sad at heart; you would come to your beloved for 
consolation. I would lavish it on you, do not doubt. From selfishness — to 
learn more of life. Your sufferings and my sympathy would both serve my 
turn. . . . Yes, if you died, my beautiful Gemma, I would despair, you may 
be sure. But even before you, had breathed your last, your death and my 
despair would furnish me with two characters for a play, 

; “Do not hate me for it! I live condemned to loneliness behind the glare 
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of the footlights that separate me from all spontaneous, unexploited feelings. 
How I should love it to be otherwise — and that the heart-throbs that beset 
me in the intoxication of your warm blood were not a substitute for the 
agitations that rise from an ink-pot. 

“If I could but give myself to you utterly, once and for all! Renounce all 
I have won, all that the long pursuit of art has made of me, and lay it all on 
your knees! No more would be known of me but that I had vanished for 
love of a woman. And I would make of the whole country as far as my fame 
has gone only one single laurel-grove for your little feet! 

“All my desire is to be numbered with the strong ones who could do 
thus, those condottieri of life who gulp their whole lives in a single hour 
and die happy. Instead of facing this forlorn parting, we ought to have died 
together, Gemma, this very dawn!” 

Mario Malvolto broke off. 

“And why not tonight.?^” he cried out as he stood in the sun-flecked 
shadows of two rose bushes. “Why not the day after tomorrow or any other 
day when we were happy.? 

“Mark, my friend, what a shabby commonplace trick you are playing! 
You would like in due course to be quit of the girl you have enjoyed; you 
uncover her little secrets, which are your concern alone. You have no right 
to. Now that you have once taken her with a high hand, now that you have 
carried her off as plunder to your bed — do your duty and be strong to the 
end. She came to you as to an artist of other days who gave two women 
their due, one on canvas and one in bed. At bottom you are afraid that one 
or the other may prove too much for you. Then die of her. The miracle has 
happened. This miracle called woman arose from a prouder, more impulsive 
world conjured up by your longing and stepped into your room. You gave 
it welcome; now believe it. Now believe it your release. And if you are too 
weak to believe, then die for it notwithstanding, as a martyr is nailed in 
silence even though without conviction to the cross.” 

Mario Malvolto took his resolve. He tore the letter he had written in his 
head to pieces. Then he went in and stood with folded arms in front of the 
portrait of Pippo Spano. No, Pippo Spano did not smile. Or perhaps he did? 
But his smile had never been so inscrutable. 

Gemma came to her lover that night and the next night and every night. 

It seemed to him that belief was within his grasp. You had to go through 
the motions, live in its rites, follow its dietetic prescriptions. At last it came. 
The problem was to conquer art that pressed a mask upon the face of love, 
to wrench one’s own spirit round as though it were a horse, to turn away 
one’s creative curiosity from all the world and concentrate it on a woman 
with the sole ambition of fashioning within oneself a perfect love. 

“Occasional excesses,” he told himself, ‘‘are not so dangerous to the 
state of mind required for artistic effort as the :slow flooding of the system 
with small doses of alcohol. From now onwards I will drink wine every day. 
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‘T will go visiting at the hours when I might he working and I will choose 
the houses of the least intelligent people.” 

“It was a mistake,” he eonfessed a few days later, “for I had time, the way 
they talked there, to think out a story between two of their remarks.” 

But he returned just as dissatisfied from houses of greater pretensions. 

“These two weeks of idleness have given me a frightful alertness. Every- 
thing that an artist experiences in society touches me to the quick: the prick 
of conscience at the sight of beauty, the exasperation at the least sign of 
indifference, the discouragement caused by the success of talented medi- 
ocrity, the paean that greets a woman’s friendly glance and the deep 
melancholy if he fails to please. My sensibilities react instantaneously to all 
that provokes the busy instincts of us artists~-our vindictiveness, our urge 
to put a bridle on nature, to impose ourselves on the world, our ostentation 
and our thirst for self-glorification. 

“I will stay at home,” 

He tried reading a book for the sake of its contents. Up to now he had 
opened one only to appropriate something as his own. The experiment 
prostrated him with unutterable boredom. So he went for walks. 

He laid it down as a law that the hazy line of the hills on the horizon had 
no name; that no words corresponded to the silver eyes the olive yards 
opened when the sunlight flitted over them. Mostly he lay down in the 
open country beneath a tree and closed his eyes, as a sick man who hopes 
to gain courage from the measured breathing of nature and who must not 
be exposed to the shock of its light and stir. “Nature will heal me. I am a 
sick man, obsessed by art.” 

If ever he ventured to look on nature, it seemed to him to have a new 
tenderness. The kindly earth gave herself shyly to him again as to a con- 
valescent. Never had he encountered her so calmly, so undemandingly as 
now; never since, when he was a boy, the fearful desire had seized him to 
wrestle with her and bend her beneath the yoke of w^^ords. Now at last this 
fear relaxed, daily a little more. The earth would no longer be conquered; 
the distant scene nodded kindly and that grassy mound pressed him as a 
friend to its breast. 

Once in mid June he was standing in the pinewood above Settignano on a 
stony track, brown with pine needles, looking down into a valley over 
which a sudden artillery of clouds shot beams of light. Now a river sparkled 
out on the edge of the dark arable; now an impetuous green flame leapt at 
the steep wall of a wood; now a house blazed white from the massed 
shadow of cypresses. Mario Malvoltb savoured the pleasure of being allov/ed 
to see it all without having to depict it in words. 

Suddenly the light that leapt a distant meadow and caught a flock of 
sheep, a rock, a man, suddenly the light became a figure and the figure 
drew nearer. It was white and nimble. It hastened between the dry branches 
at the bottom of the wood from which Malvolto looked down. His heart 
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beat faster: he knew who it was. It was she now who lived in the coppices 
where for so long only words had roosted! Her limbs flashed in the stream; 
that flickering flight of birds bore the desire of her on to love’s horizon. 

“The earth is full of her! My senses encounter nothing that does not 
breathe with her breath. And I clothe her, not in a garment of words but in 
kisses. She brings no masterpiece to birth in me — only love. I love her, I love 
her!" , 

He ran home, thinking he would find her there also. 

“Fm a fool. She has only just gone." 

Nevertheless he leant over the garden wall, keeping a look out for her. 
And there she was. She sprang white and nimbly from a thicket, caught in 
a noose of light, as he had seen her just a moment before far away between 
the fields in the valley. She was chasing a fledged nestling that fluttered on 
to a branch behind the well. She jumped up on to the narrow rim of the 
deep well and ran round it without so much as a glance at her feet. The 
wind of her sleeve made the branch quiver and the light that shot from 
the clouds seemed to run with her. She was herself a feathered creature 
balanced in air and the garden enticed her to all its secret haunts. She was 
just stretching out her hand to catch the little siskin . . . but Mario saw her 
danger and was alarmed; she heard his shout and looked round, shading 
her eyes with one hand. She gave a choking cry of joy, the cry of an up- 
springing bird, and jumped down from the well. She ran with flying skirt 
to the wall, caught his hand, felt with her feet for the footholds between the 
stones and so reached his kisses. They curled up together like two squirrels 
on the warm wide top of the wall and their kisses were playful and impul- 
sive. Gemma, mute and fierce, bit her lover in the neck and all the while her 
eyes, darkly wavering with passion, looked back into the garden- Her desire 
drew her there and she let herself down and pulled him after into her law- 
less realm, among bushes laden with crimson flowers that nodded and bled 
as the lovers sank entwined between them. 

Mario Malvolto felt that he had embraced a woman for the first time. He, 
and the whole v/orld with him, had been for the first time entirely con- 
sumed by a woman, translated body and soul into the strength of a woman’s 
being. And from these seconds of boundless life it was bitter to turn back; 
it was as though he left years of vigorous and lavish life behind him. Still — 
he had loved. Gemma had made a man of a player. She had led him with 
her light and noiseless tread so far back into nature that new horizons 
dawned. He to whom life had ever been but a pretext, who had merely 
experimented with all that causes suffering or joy, who had believed in 
nothing and attached himself to nothing; he who had sat in the next room 
without presentiment while his mother died — it was to him that Gemma 
had called from afar. He could not assess his gratitude : there were no words 
to describe his happiness. He sought for none and had none — only the name 
he suddenly found for her, Santa Venere. , 
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She Lad come to announce very good news: her brother had been 
ordered on manoeuvres. He was leaving in three days and perhaps they 
would be left alone for months together. Gemma was now moving into 
her villa near by and she had put off all possible visitors by saying that she 
would always be out for long walks. What bliss opened before them! Sud- 
denly they looked down a magic avenue of days whose green, luxuriant 
perspective was shot with gold; and, far down the black marble galleries of 
the nights ahead, gleamed delight. 

When she had gone, all at once he felt empty; he came back bitter and 
empty out of another life. He wandered aimlessly from room to room. Here 
lay one of her gloves, there some flowers, picked and thrown down. A book 
of pictures lay on its crumpled face in a corner. One of the Florentine ladies 
of a past century wore a huge collar round her neck that was now once 
more the latest fashion. Malvolto put on his hat as though he were in a cafe 
or in any other place wEere by chance he had an hour to while away. He 
was no longer at home; the house was hers, that alien creature of lawless 
energies who came on wings, embraced and flew away. She had leagued 
herself with Pippo Spano to introduce love’s martial law within his walls. 
Pippo Spano drew himself up against the crimson arras, resolute and alert. 
Mario Malvolto did not feel equal to this perpetual battle-alarm. He gave 
a sad look into the devastation of his bedroom and into the bathroom, 
where the taps were dripping. Only the little white drawing room where 
she had first appeared to him in the moonlight was undisturbed. She never 
entered it — it was too fragile and soft for her. Tina, his great tragedienne, 
used to sit there when she came and when they roamed hand in hand as 
friends through long days devoted to the Muses. “Yes — she left me time 
to work. In fact, we loved each other in order to work. Was that so very 
awful, after all?” 

With a sigh he unlocked the drawer of his writing-table where the manu- 
script of the work he had been busy upon lay hidden. This was the only 
spot in the whole room on which Gemma had not yet laid her despotic 
little hand. 

“My God, how long since I wrote! I cannot imagine now how I ever 
wrote this at all. I couldn’t write a page more of it now. My talent has 
gone!” 

He held his head in his hands. 

“When we’ve done with each other, this girl and I — we must after all be 
done some day — what months of hygiene, what a regime of boredom I shall 
need to get me up to scratch again., I wonder whether she has the faintest 
notion that she has already cost me half a novel? She is expensive; but it’s 
incredible the value women put upon themselves, what they accept without 
a thought. It’s well known, of course; only moments come when the dis- 
covery is made afresh. Oh, well,. No doubt the affair will give my mind a 
lot to feed on. Perhaps I was in need of a strong dose of real life; otherwise 


PIPPO SPANO 799 

art is left to fertilize itself. I shall find out later what use the girl has been 
to, me.. Later .. . . . 

He tossed the manuscript back into the drawer and went out bn to the 
terrace^ forgetting the key for the first time. He drew a deep breath. Al- 
ready he desired her again. 

Next day a letter came in place of her. She said she was moving house 
and her brother was giving her a lot to do before he left. Three days more! 

Mario Malvolto spent those three days in his room doing nothing, ever, 
Oil the alert. She might be meaning to take him by surprise. Any moment 
a twig might snap down there in the garden as she pushed her way in at 
the secret little gate. But the days had run out before she came. She laughed 
slyly. “How the waiting must have sharpened your appetite . . . and 
mine!” she said frankly, as her arms quivered round his neck. 

She had had an idea since seeing him last. 

“Tell me, do you ever work.?” 

He drew back, 

“No, but I want to know. Whenever I’ve come you’ve just been waiting. 
Or roaming the country. You look very well, better than at first. But I have 
never found you at your desk. You don’t think I want to keep you from it.?” 

He understood. She wanted him altogether and everywhere— even at his 
writing-table. “She’s afraid I write in secret and live a double life. If she only 
knew how mistaken she was!” 

She had observed the key in the lock of the drawer and fell upon it and 
took out his manuscript. 

“Now I’ve got you! So you’ve never shown me this. And something so 
precious!” 

It was the first time he had seen her touch any object with reverence. 
She put the pages carefully on the table without disarranging them. 

“Sit down!” 

“I am to write.? Gemma^ what are you thinking of.? I have been longing 
for you for three days!” 

“I don’t want you — unless you write!” 

He obeyed. Confusedly he turned the written pages and recalled with an 
effort the next sentence he had had ready in his head. He wrote it down 
and could not get any further. When he. looked up Gemma stood there 
naked, holding her arms level with her shoulders. 

“Now write,” she said softly and with a menace in her softness. 

He sat upright and changed colour and bit his lip. She began to dance; 
he felt her wafted about him like a large, very white flower, stirred by a hot 
breeze. 

. “I want your genius to live in me,” she whispered. 

She gazed past him. All the blood rushed to his head. Visions of un- 
imagined creations came to birth in him, a, true, primeval forest of the spirit, 
glowing with petals, succulent , with sap, howling with wild beasts, and 
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impenetrable. He saw that he was helpless; he could not master a single feel- 
ing, carve one clear-cut image, light on one word. “It will all come later. 
Latet'', 

He caught sight of her facing him on the threshold of the terrace. Her 
outline was touched with pink and a lustre of gold veiled her body. She 
was a shell precious for its rarity; her hair fell about her like seaweed. 

She was a nymph who flitted past him like a beam of light, too swift for 
recGgnition, peeping for a moment slyly and wildly over his shoulder and 
the next moment nothing was left of her but the faint fragrance lingering 
as the echo of a fairy dream. 

“Unless you write she said at last. 

He wrote the first words that came into his head. She approached in- 
quisitively and sat on the arm of his chair and looked over his shoulder. 
He saw the muscles of her graceful legs ripple and wrote on. What did it 
matter? He rode for a fall with a thrill of satisfaction. He felt he was far 
beyond all that once he had prized most highly. Art? The sheer loneliness 
of art? Art one drained one's life blood to nourish, for which one beggared 
oneself, for whose sake one put off the man and put on the player? Ah — 
now he was playing a comedy. But his work, his work at his desk, art itself 
was the comedy and he played it for love to see! 

Now Gemma took his head in her arms and bent it back, just as though 
she took a child home who had played about long enough. It had all been 
only the battle between the woman and the book. “How I love her for 
having won!” 

She let herself slowly down upon him in eager, full and deep-red kisses 
that smelt of iris, her native perfume. When he shut his eyes it seemed that 
the great blue petals closed over him for ever. 

She had to go home. A moment later he gave a start. “I see her at this 
moment as distinctly as if she had never gone. My brain and all my blood 
are so full of her body, of her flower-coloured arm round my neck, of her 
long, softly rounded thighs, of her danced caresses. I am brim full of her 
every movement! I, my house, my garden, this hill — everything is charged 
with her life. It lies littered about as flov/ering branches torn from the tree 
and I see them and seize them and inhale their scent! Poetry is dumb — I 
have only living images of incarnate beauty.” 

When she came back in the evening he took her to the long loggia on the 
shadowed side of the house, on whose walls Orpheus, young and lean, 
strode between slim and scarcely budding trees and Galatea poised bright 
limbs over a deep blue sea. The olive yard intruded its pale clouds of leaves 
almost under the arches, 

“It is not impossible that Pan may be watching from the field out there. 
No one else.” 

“Let’s hope not,” she said, lightly with a smile. 

“The peasant only comes out to work in the cool of the evening and his 
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vineyard is locked. In the garden there is not a spot overlooked from any 
house near by. It is your people I am anxious about. How do you explain 
your long absences ?,” 

H.? I don’t. That is my companion’s business. She can surely think of 
some place where I might be.” 

And the girl’s passion that threw prudence to the winds and scorned all 
stratagem struck him in the face with the force of a tornado. His heart 
stopped. ' 

The sun was just rising when they woke. The first sharp beams pierced 
the open window and were shivered to gold-dust in the long peacock-blue 
curtains. Gemma held out her hand to catch it. She jumped out of bed and 
climbed with the thin cloud of her nightdress floating about her impetuous 
limbs on to the foot-end of the bed and stood there in an aureole of blue- 
green light. It was the light on the floor of fabulous seas. The whole room, 
tiled floor, walls and furniture, was sea-green, and on the bed, chest, cup- 
board and mirror in the severe style of Renaissance Siena the gilded carved 
work took on a fitful shimmer, while all the space between was dim. Only 
in the corner of the window the one picture was splashed with the red of 
dawn. 

"What is that?” 

And Gemma raised her arm in the light that came seeping through — a 
mermaid rising from the deep to ask about a marvel far across the water. 
"I have never seen that before.” 

"Because you were never here until sunrise before. That picture only 
strikes the eye at dawn.” 

"I see a semicircular colonnade and from its two gateways swarm a troop 
of genii with ghostly wings and serpents’ tails, little dragons, monsters that 
blow out their bellies and women, tall women with their hair full of ripe, 
dark fruit or with forked locks — women with long narrow breasts like 
udders. They dance a weird dance, wreathing garlands of flesh, no, of lus- 
trous flowers amid the bright clouds of their robes, whirling discs of green 
air, while an owl looks on. ... I’d like to have a dream like that,” Gemma 
said- "And there at the back of the colonnade is a couch where the dreamer 
lies!” 

"That is me, Gemma. For I am the only one to feel the charm of this 
picture. The original hangs unnoticed in a gallery somewhere. I am vain of 
the pictures no one else has eyes for: they belong exclusively to me! . . . 
How often,” Malvolto said starting up and speaking to himself, "how often 
I used to w^ake up at dawn to interview my dreams and found them all 
ushered in and ordered by that picture.” 

Gemma gave a cry and fled for refuge into her lover’s arms. 

"Horrible — oh, how horrible! A mask — a mask with a huge nose, and red, 
it might be alive; and it’s made of skin> the skin of a human face!” 

After a moment, still shuddering, she asked: "What is it?” 
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“I have always taken it to be a symbol of art,” he replied. ‘"The flayed skin 
that still boasts the features of the vanished body and is still miraGulously 
coloured by the blood that has long since ceased to pulse— that to me is art. 
I grope behind the skin whose nostrils still expand as though informed 
with life and whose eyelids still wink; I grope for the body behind, for 
life itself. It was never there — not for me. . . . But now I have it in my 
arms!” 

And he drew her to him. Gemma went up to the picture again. 

'It is really horrible. But I want it. Ill have a mask made like it to 
frighten you with. You must make a copy of it for me. Quick — get some 
paper.” 

They ran into his study and hunted about in the drawers and came on 
the manuscript. * 

"There doesn’t seem to be anything else here,” Gemma said, hesitating. 

He took a page of it and pressed it so tightly against her face that her 
nose broke through. 

"What are you doing?” 

"Don’t you see what that is? It is the skin — the skin beneath which the 
blood seems to course. There is your mask!” 

She held the torn paper in her hand. He lit a w^ax taper and let the flame 
creep up and devour the written lines. When it got near her fingers he took 
the sheet from her and put it in the hearth. 

He went back for another sheet. She had gone white. She divined, with- 
out fully realizing, her last, decisive victory. 

"What are you doing?” she asked again. “You surely don’t mean to burn 
your story, your precious story? You were going to go on with it — later.” 

"Later? When?” 

She did not know. 

"For us, Gemma, there is no later. We love each other and then comes 
death.” 

She trembled. She threw her arms round his neck. With his face against 
hers, he said: 

"My dreams are over. The dreams in that picture have all vanished down 
the dark perspective of the colonnade whence they issued. Instead of 
dreams I have you. You are the substance behind them all, the goal of all 
my longing. You have pulled me over into your life ” 

She kissed him without comprehending what he went on to say: 

“ — into a prouder, more impulsive, world encompassed by a quick-set 
hedge, where violence and the intoxication of surrender reign, where un- 
utterable defeat is drunk to : the dregs and splendours without a name, 
where life is lived to the full and death comes once for all.” 

' "And death cdmtes once Ibr all, -’she "echoed with wide 'eyes. She had only 
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heard the final words fall from his lips and uttered them as her own. “Yes, 
I feel it—I feel it coming,” she said. 

She slowly took a page, let it flame up and put it on the hearth. She took 
another and another; the flames rose higher and their reflections danced on 
her white skin and ran along the narrow folds of her nightdress. As her, 
small hands made a funeral pyre of thoughts, perceptions, aspirations and 
wrestlings for the truth, her lips wore a two-edged smile, sweet and crueL 
Mar^ with folded arms. He said to himself with suicidal 

joyr.. ' 

.“I believe.” , 


IV: THE DEED 

He sat waiting for her in the dusk. She had gone home for an hour or so 
to speak to her companion, whom she had sent to the town on an errand. 

The summer was over; a cool breath came from the garden; the withered 
cypress stood up bared and menacing, stripped of its veil of wistaria. Mal- 
volto lay on his face, his face in his hands and thought of Gemma, in a 
mood of incomprehensible gloom. 

Suddenly he knew that she had come. She was silhouetted in the pale 
frame of the open terrace door. 

She approached slowly— he took a breath at each step she took — and 
came to a stop between his knees without touching him, her arms hanging 
at her sides. He saw her face hover above his, remotely shimmering in the 
dusk of the evening, an evening that clutched at his heart with the dread 
that no dawn would ever follow it. And her two eyes above him, large and 
dark, blinded by night and hot with banked fire — he took them for two 
craters gaping over him. They came slowly nearer, so near that they became 
one crater over whose rim he bent, dizzy yet allured. Then Gemma’s cheek 
touched his and she whispered: 

“Darling, we must die.” 

He only pressed his cheek a little closer to hers in reply. She had said 
nothing new. He had felt her words coming all the way from her house 
to his. No, they came from even further back: from the first night when she 
gave herself to him! They had both known long ago that after their em- 
braces nothing was left them but to die. From the very beginning death was 
enfolded in their love. They had said “for ever” and to that “ever” death 
alone could give a name. 

She clasped him round the shoulders and he. her. They felt themselves 
rocked, drowned and dissolved away in the enchantment of a deathly sea. 
All around them the forms and colours that a day had lent to things dis- 
solved away. 

Malvolto fought his way to the surface of a flood of blackness. He asked: 

“But why.? What has happened?” . 
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Gemma smiled; she walked away and said lightly: 

'‘Well, we’ve been photographed.” 

■,;:“We-— ” ■ ■ 

“Yes. It’s all over the town. It’s an excellent likeness, Fm told. I am 
standing on the terrace and you are lying at my feet.” 

, “You are— naked?” ' 

“And you, poor dear, have not much on.” 

“Appalling! This is appalling. And I made absolutely certain that the 
terrace could not be overlooked from any single point in the whole neigh- 
bourhood! It must have been taken from the garden. It can only have been 
my servant, Niccolo^ — or else your companion. Ill — 

And he made for the door. But Gemma seized him by the arm. 

“What does it matter who did it? Some passer-by or other. Don’t let’s 
waste time that is better spent on love.” 

He came back, suddenly calmed. 

“You are right. How did you find out.?” 

“My companion saw it in a friend’s house and also in a shop where she 
was not known. It’s being sold on the sly and having a great sale, 1 hear. 
You can imagine it, I, the Gantoggi and you, Mario Malvolto . . 

He felt a fleeting vanity, but instantly he was overwhelmed with shame 
and rage at himself. He flung himself at her feet. 

“You, Gemma — all your hidden beauties that have seen the light for my 
eyes alone are now hawked round and shown in drawing-rooms and clubs 
and in the wings of theatres — ^yes, we must die. It is intolerable.” 

“I could tolerate that,” she said, still smiling. 

“I have destroyed your reputation. Everyone in the town calls me a lucky 
fellow, everyone envies me. It’s unspeakable.” 

He struck his forehead with his fists. 

“We must die!” 

“Not for that,” she said gently. “I don’t mind about all that. But they 
would separate us.” 

“They would ” 

He stood up. 

“Does your brother know? Has he come back?” 

“Not until next week. But he might hear about it any day.” 

“They won’t tell him.” < 

“Not if he were my husband,” Gemma said and her smile died away. 
Malvolto bowed his head. 

“You are right. They will tell a brother.” 

Suddenly he drew himself up. 

“Then I’ll fight him!” 

Gemma shook her head. 

“You mean he’ll kill me?*’ he shouted. “Four months ago perhaps. Fm a 
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“I£ you did kill him, I have other relations and they will separate us. Fm 
only seventeen.”' 

And when he made no reply she went on in a colourless tone: “And then, 
you see, we should still have to die. Why should you kill my poor brother 
first? Better die now — at once,” 

Malvolto gave a rapid glance about him: no, there was no other way out. 
Gemma, standing there, her slender figure hazily outlined, her face floating 
like a water-lily on the night and her eyes that were darker even, than it— 
Gemma had now become a childlike Judith and round one of her flowerlike 
fingers she wound a lock of hair and by it hung a head and that head was 
■his.. 

But she died with him— he maligned her: she walked to her death in the 
strength of martyrdom, coolly and with courageous step, whereas he, for 
whose sake she went, still sought for a way of escape. He took her in his 
arms. 

“Gemma — the world’s only lover — ^your strength and calm raises me up. 
It is I who kill you. Do you not hate me for it?” 

“Hate you?” she exclaimed with the first trace of emotion. “I feel I love 
you for the first time. When I came in just now and you were there in the 
dusk and I stood between your knees and we looked at each other— yes, we 
looked at each other. Had you ever looked at me like that before? I never 
had at you. I should never have believed it was possible to be happier than 
we have been. Now there is something there that makes me happier still. 

. . . Let us taste it,” she whispered with her eyes closed. 

He caught her up as wildly as on the first night. Yes, she had all desire 
at her command : she drove him on all through her proud, impulsive realm 
to the last thicket where the utmost joy was hidden. Stung by the lash of 
death he carried her into the bedroom. 

The moon had risen when they came back. They leaned together, their 
arms round each other, their temples touching, their feet weary. As they 
stepped into the sharp band of light that fell across the room from the 
terrace door they started as though at a cold shower and separated. Gemma 
went to the door and leaning against the frame pressed her forehead 
on it. She heard Mario restlessly pacing the carpet. He looked about him. 
How the room had altered. It belonged to love no longer; this very room 
was to see them die. The wide couch offered itself no longer to their 
embraces; it looked like an operation table. Gemma turned abruptly and 
said : 

“Do it.” 

He stopped short in sudden anguish, 

“I— have I got to?” 

“Yes. Do you expect me to?” 

They looked each other straight in the eyes and saw a gleam of enmity 
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flame up in their depths. The next moment they ran to each other with 
open arms. They felt each other’s tears on their cheeks. 

''We who still have a life to live— — ” 

"And we must kill each other.” 

"Was anyone ever so unhappy as we ” 

They remained for a long time motionless. Then Gemma sobbed. 

r T shall never embrace you again^never again.” 

"I shall never kiss your thighs again,” Mario said, “and never measure their 
little hollows again with my lips. Never bury my face again in your hair 
or on your knees- — ” 

He clung to her in an agony of devotion. He filled the delicate pink shell 
of her ear for the last time with the burden of his whispered desires; 
arraigned her, limb by limb, because she betrayed him and had no more 
joys to lavish on him. 

At last she freed herself and going with her gliding step to the couch 
lay down upon it and said with a smile: “I am ready.” 

He passed his hand over his forehead and then walked quickly to his 
writing-table. She looked away. She heard the ring of steel. He came up 
to her, one hand behind his back. 

"Your murderer is here,” he stammered. “He is stealing upon you.” 

He collapsed when he reached her, his forehead on her knees. 

“I can’t do it. Gemma. You are the stronger.” 

He held the dagger out to her. 

“You do not love me as I do you — ^to the last quiver of my hand.” 

"I love you so much,” she said, folding his head once more in her arms, 
“that the only happiness left me is to die by your hand! Think — death 
alone gives you to me altogether. It makes us inseparable. Kiss me — kiss 
me while you stab.” 

But he tore himself loose. 

"You must live,” he cried. “What does my fate matter to you? I am con- 
tent and I — I thank you!” 

She fell in his arms — deathly pale. 

"What are you thinking of? You want to leave me alone? How can 
you?” 

And she sobbed bitterly. , 

“Your coat is torn, your shirt too. Good God, you’re bleeding!” 

"Only a scratch,” he muttered., “That way is barred.” 

“Be good to me,” she whispered as she drew him to her on the couch as 
though asking an embrace. “All good, all light of the sun has come to me 
only from you. Don’t you know what it was I dreamt of as a child on my 
ivied walls at San Gimignano? Of you, my dearest.” 

She laid her head dreamily back with a tremulous smile of desire and 
guided the dagger in his shuddering grasp to the place where he was to 
plunge, it in, and sinceiierdovelind^s so lusted after death the most heroic 
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gesture o£ her life was also the most lascivious. He stabbed with tight-shut 
eyes, in a spasm of horror, against his will and before she expected it. She 
cried out. , . * 

When he opened his eyes he was in a daze. Where was she? He could 
not find her head. It was lolling over the edge of the couch. He put it back 
on the cushion. A piece of white flesh fell on his knee. What was it? A 
finger. He had cut off one of her fingers. He leapt up, pierced with terror. 
The weapon clattered to the floor. 

"What have I done? Did I do that? I? There she lies — blood on her lips, 
what is all this — she is contorted, writhing. Why? My God, her breast 
gapes! . . . Gemma!” 

He bent over her, weeping aloud. She looked in his eyes with a forlorn 
and questioning look. Suddenly he understood. She wanted him now to 
plunge the blade into his own breast. He stood up swaying on his feet, and 
a cold shudder swept through him. A gulf had abruptly opened between 
her and him; the abyss that parted the living, who had all before him, and 
her, whom death left no more choice, yawned before his eyes. “What part 
have I in this dying woman?” And he remembered with a dull throb of 
memory how a few moments ago he had said to her: “What does my fate 
matter to you?” And he had tried to rescue her and turned the dagger 
against himself. And now there she lay. . . . 

He bent down for the dagger and her quivering eyes followed him. 

No! If he did do it — he would not be dying with her. Their deaths were 
too unequal. Dying, for her, was a simple, easy matter. She died as a child. 
What did she knew? What had she ever doubted? No disillusionments 
riveted her to the martyrdom of living. She had appeared on the earth at 
the beck of a single passion. All her life, all her brief years had led — down 
a short avenue, where at the end a Hermes stood — to him, to him and that 
moonlit night when she flung herself into his arms. Between that full moon 
and this in which she died lay all that gave her meaning, all she was capable 
of feeling, all of her. Dying now, dying with him she left nothing behind, 
had nothing to regret. 

But he — oh, he! He had broken out this very moment from a tangled and 
luxuriant garden and saw again the wide world before him. What joys and 
sufferings and what goals beckoned him! Worneii and words and warfares 
rang out a clarion note. He seethed with new ideas. Now his art could 
illumine the visions which had shot up in him in tropical profusion when 
Gemma, a little naked Muse, danced about him. She had fulfilled her 
mission as love’s ambassador and now returned w^here she belonged. And 
her death — of what use was it if he was to make no more of her? 

But her eyes were on him; the whites were turned up, leaving only a 
narrow strip of the pupils. 

“What am I thinking of? What am I doing?. Fm out of my mind. How 
can I look on and watch her suffer and do nothing?” 
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He tiirned away and rang the bell in a panic. He ran to the door. The 
dying girl struggled for breath. With a piercing scream she cried out: 
‘‘Murderer— you murderer!” ' 

He whipped round, white and wide-eyed as she, and met her full gaze 
once more.'... . 

There were steps outside. Old Niccolo stood in the doorway, uttered a 
loud cry and turned and ran. The door was left open and sounds came 
from the house. 

Mario Malvolto was still gazing into Gemma’s dying eyes. “Murderer,” 
he muttered with blanched lips. “You are right. I stole upon you, I stole 
my way into your life, the life of the strong. I wanted to live to the full, to 
love regardlessly, to be a man at last. I wanted, too, to die as the strong 
die— once and for all. Forgive me: it was a mistake. I did not deceive you. 
I did not know until my life was demanded of me that it was play-acting, 
like all the rest. Forgive me, darling girl. It is not mere cowardice; it 
is only that one does not really kill oneself in the last act of a comedy.” 

But then he picked up the dagger from the floor. 

“HI do it all the same. Look, I am going to do it!” 

He tore his shirt open and showed her the point on his chest. 

“Do you see it.? And realize what I am doing.? I do it because you are 
watching and only for you!” 

But he saw that her eyes were glazed. 

“You are dead.? But we were to die together and now you forsake me? 
Now when I am ready, now when I sacrifice all to you, not just the one 
life you sacrifice for me but all the hundreds of uncreated lives within me 
— do you vanish now? Have you gone for ever? Then — what am I doing? 
What is left me to do ? I know nothing any more.” 

He raised his arms and let them fall again. Flis eyes wandering dis- 
tractedly round encountered the eyes of Pippo Spano. 

“You! What would you do now? Did such defeat ever come your way? 
It is your strength that seduced me. You were my conscience. It is your 
fault. What am I to do?” 

Pippo Spano smiled. Etched by the moonlight, his smile, born of an excess 
of ruthless self-confidence, fascinated Mario Malvolto and at the same time 
overwhelmed him with sudden dread; He stood transfixed. He questioned 
it with all the strength of his being; he supplicated it with folded hands, 
swaying on his feet, gasping for breath, now in a fever, now in a cold sweat, 
distraught and plunged in misery — a player on whom the curtain would not 
fall 
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OLD ROGAUM AND HIS THERESA 

Theodore Dreiser 

(1871- ) 

In all bleecker street was no more comfortable doorway than that of 

the butcher Rogaum, even if the first floor was given over to meat market 
purposes. It was to one side of the main entrance, which gave ingress to 
the butcher shop, and from it led up a flight of steps, at least five feet wide, 
to the living rooms above. A little portico stood out in front of it, railed 
on either side, and within was a second or final door, forming, with the 
outer or storm door, a little area, where Mrs. Rogaum and her children 
frequently sat of a summer’s evening. The outer door was never locked, 
owing to the inconvenience it would inflict on Mr. Rogaum, who had no 
other way of getting upstairs. In winter, when all had gone to bed, there 
had been cases in which belated travelers had taken refuge there from the 
snow or sleet. One or two newsboys oceasionally slept there, until routed 
out by Officer Maguire, who, seeing it half open one morning at two 
o’clock, took occasion to look in. He jogged the newsboys sharply with his 
stick, and then, when they were gone, tried the inner door, which was 
locked. ■ . . ■ ■ 

“You ought to keep that outer door locked, Rogaum,” he observed to the 
phlegmatic butcher the next evening, as he was passing, “people might get 
in. A couple o’ kids was sleepin’ in there last night.” 

“Ach, dot iss no difference,” answered Rogaum pleasantly. “I haf der 
inner door locked, yet. Let dem sleep. Dot iss no difference.” 

“Better lock it,” said the officer, more to vindicate his authority than 
anything else. “Something will happen there yet.” 

The door was never locked, however, and now of a summer evening 
Mrs. Rogaum and the children made pleasant use of its recess, watching the 
rout of street cars and occasionally belated trucks go by. The children 
played on the sidewalk, all except the budding Theresa (eighteen just turn- 
ing), who, with one companion of the neighborhood, the pretty Kenrihan 
girl, walked up and down the block, laughing, glancing, watching the 
boys. Old Mrs. Kenrihan lived in the next block, and there, sometimes, the 
two stopped. There, also, they most frequently pretended to be when 
talking with the boys in the intervening side street. Young “Connie” 
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Almerting and George Goujon were the bright particular mashers who 
held the attention of the maidens in this block. These two made their 
acquaintance in the customary bold^ boyish way, and thereafter the girls 
had an urgent desire to be out in the street together after eight, and to 
linger where the boys could see and overtake them. 

,, Old Mrs. Rogaum never knew. She was a particularly fat, old German 
lady, completely dominated by her liege and portly lord, and at nine 
o’clock regularly, as he had long ago deemed meet and fit, she was wont 
to betake her way upward and so to bed. Old Rogaum himself, at that 
hour, closed the market and went to his chamber. 

Before that all the children were called sharply, once from the doorstep 
below and once from the window above, only Mrs. Rogaum did it first 
and Rogaum last. It had come, because of a shade of lenience, not wholly 
apparent in the father’s nature, that the older of the children needed two 
callings and sometimes three. Theresa, now that she had ''got in” with the 
Kenrihan maiden, needed that many calls and even more. 

She was just at that age for which mere thoughtless, sensory life holds 
its greatest charm. She loved to walk up and down in the as yet bright 
street where were voices and laughter, and occasionally moonlight stream^ 
ing down. What a nuisance it was to be called at nine, anyhow. Why 
should one have to go in then, anyhow. What old fogies her parents were, 
wishing to go to bed so early. Mrs. Kenrihan was not so strict with her 
daughter. It made her pettish when Rogaum insisted, calling as he often 
did, in German, "Come you now,” in a very hoarse and belligerent voice. 

She came, eventually, frowning and wretched, all the moonlight calling 
her, all the voices of the night urging her to come back. Her innate oppo- 
sition due to her urgent youth made her coming later and later, however, 
until now, by August of this, her eighteenth year, it was nearly ten when 
she entered, and Rogaum was almost invariably angry. 

"I vill lock you oudt,” he declared, in strongly accented English, while 
she tried to slip by him each time. "I vill show you. Du sollst come ven I 
say, yet. Hear now.” 

‘Til not,” answered Theresa, but it was always under her breath. 

Poor Mrs. Rogaum troubled at hearing the wrath in her husband’s voice. 
It spoke of harder and fiercer times which had been with her. Still she was 
not powerful enough in the family councils to put in a weighty word. So 
Rogaum fumed unrestricted. 

There were other nights, however, many of them, and now that the 
young sparks of the neighborhood . had enlisted the girls’ attention, it was 
a more trying time than ever. Never did a street seem more beautiful Its 
shabby red walls, dusty pavements. and protruding store steps and iron rail- 
ings seemed bits, of the ornamental paraphernalia of heaven itself. These 
lights, the cars, , the moon, the . street lamps 1 Theresa had a tender eye for 
the dashing Almerting, a young id^ler .attd loafer of the district, the son of a 
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stationer farther up the street. What a fine fellow he was, indeed! What a 
handsome nose and chin! What eyes! What authority! His cigarette was 
always cocked at a high angle, in her presence, and his hat had the least 
suggestion of being set to one side. He had a shrewd way of winking one 
eye, taking her boldly by the arm, hailing her as, “Hey, Pretty!” and was 
strong and athletic and worked (when he worked) in a tobacco factory. 
His was a trade, indeed, nearly acquired, as he said, and his jingling pockets 
attested that he had money of his own. Altogether he was very captivating. 

“Aw, whaddy ya want to go in for?” he used to say to her, tossing his 
head gayly on one side to listen and holding her by the arm, as old 
Rogaum called. “Tell him yuh didn’t hear.” 

“No, I’ve got to go,” said the girl, who was soft and plump and fair — 
a Rhine maiden type. 

“Well, yuh don’t have to go just yet. Stay another minute. George, what 
was that fellow’s name that tried to sass us the other day?” 

“Theresa!” roared old Rogaum forcefully. “If you do not now come! Ve 
vill see!” 

“I’ve got to go,” repeated Theresa with a faint effort at starting. “Can’t 
you hear? Don’t hold me. I haf to.” 

“Aw, whaddy ya want to be such a coward for? Y’ don’t have to go. He 
won’t do nothin’ tuh yuh. My old man was alw^ays hollerin’ like that up tuh 
a coupla years ago. Let him holler! Say, kid, but yuh got sweet eyes! They’re 
as blue! An’ your mouth—” 

“Now stop! You hear me!” Theresa would protest softly, as, swiftly, he 
would slip an arm about her waist and draw her to him, sometimes in a 
vain, sometimes in a successful effort to kiss her. 

As a rule she managed to interpose an elbow between her face and his, 
but even then he would manage to touch an ear of a cheek or her neck — 
sometimes her mouth, full and warm — before she would develop sufficient 
energy to push him away and herself free. Then she would protest mock 
earnestly or sometimes run away. 

“Now, I’ll never speak to you any more, if that’s the way you’re going 
to do. My father don’t allow me to kiss boys, anyhow,” and then she would 
run, half ashamed, half smiling to herself as he would stare after, or if she 
lingered, develop a kind of anger and even rage. 

“Aw, cut it! Whaddy ya want to be so shy for? Dontcha like me? What’s 
gettin’ into yuh, anyhow? Hey?” 

In the meantime George Goujon and Myrtle Kenrihan, their com- 
panions, might be sweeting and going through a similar contest, perhaps a 
hundred feet up the street or near at hand. The quality of old Rogaum’s 
voice would by now have become so raucous,, however, that Theresa would 
have lost all comfort in the scene ; and,^:;becommg frightened, hurry away. 
Then'itwas often that both-' Almertkig\and- "Goujon -as well as Myrtle Ken-'' 
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rihan would follow her to the corner, almost in sight of the irate old 
butchers: 

‘Tet him call,” young Almerting would insist, laying a final hold on her 
soft white fingers and causing her to quiver thereby. 

'‘Oh, no,” she would gasp nervously. “I can’t.” 

“Well, go on, then,” he would say, and with a flip of his heel would 
turn back, leaving Theresa to wonder whether she had alienated him for- 
ever or no. Then she would hurry to her father’s door. 

“Muss ich all my time spenden calling, mit you on de streeds oudt?” old 
Rogaum would roar wrathfully, the while his fat hand would descend on 
her back. “Take dot now. Vy don’d you come ven I call? In now. I vill 
show you. LFnd come you yussed vunce more at dis time — ve vill see if I am 
boss in my own house, aber! Komst du vun minute nach ten to-morrow 
und you vill see vot you vill get. I vill der door lock. Du sollst not in kom- 
men. Mark! Oudt sollst du stayen — oudtl” and he would glare wrathfully 
at her retreating figure. 

Sometimes Theresa would whimper, sometimes cry or sulk. She almost 
hated her father for his cruelty, “the big, fat, rough thing,” and just be- 
cause she wanted to stay out in the bright streets, too! Because he was old 
and stout and wanted to go to bed at ten, he thought every one else did. 
And outside was the dark sky with its stars, the street lamps, the cars, the 
tinkle and laughter of eternal life! 

“Oh!” she would sigh as she undressed and crawled into her small neat 
bed. To think that she had to live like this all her days! At the same time 
old Rogaum was angry and equally determined. It was not so much that 
he imagined that his Theresa was in bad company as yet, but he wished to 
forefend against possible danger. This was not a good neighborhood by 
any means. The boys around here were tough. He wanted Theresa to pick 
some nice sober youth from among the other Germans he and his wife 
knew here and there — at the Lutheran Church, for instance. Otherv/ise she 
shouldn’t marry. He knew she only walked from his shop to the door of 
the Kenrihans and back again. Had not his wife told him so ? If he had 
thought upon what far pilgrimage her feet had already ventured, or had 
even seen the dashing Almerting hanging near, then had there been wrath 
indeed. As it was, his mind was more or less at ease. 

On many, many evenings it was much the same. Sometimes she got in on 
time, sometimes not, but more and more “Connie” Almerting claimed her 
for his “steady,” and bought her ice-cream. In the range of the short block 
and its confining corners it was all done, lingering by the curbstone and 
strolling a half block either way in the side streets, until she had offended 
seriously at home, and the threat was repeated anew. He often tried to per- 
suade her to go on picnics or outings of various kinds, but this, somehow, 
was not to be thought of at her age— -at least with him. She knew her 
father would never endure the thought,' and never even had the courage to 
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mention let alone ran away. Mere lingering with him at the adjacent 
street corners brought stronger and stronger admonishments— even more 
blows and the threat that she should not get in at all. 

Well enough she meant to obey, but on one radiant night late in June 
the time fled too fast. The moon was so bright, the air so soft. The feel of 
far summer things was in the wind and even in this dusty street. Theresa, 
in a newly starched white summer dress, had been loitering up and down 
with Myrtle when as usual they encountered Almerting and Goujon. Now 
it was ten, and the regular calls were beginning. 

“Aw, wait a minute,” said “Connie.” “Stand still. He won’t lock yuh 
out.” 

“But he will, though,” said Theresa. “You don’t know him.” 

“Well, if he does, come on back to me. I’ll take care of yuh. I’ll be here. 
But he won’t though. If you stayed out a little while he’d letcha in all right. 
That’s the way my old man used to try to do me but it didn’t work with 
me. I stayed out an’ he let me in, just the same. Don’tcha let him kidja.” He 
jingled some loose change in his pocket. 

Never in his life had he had a girl on his hands at any unseasonable 
hour, but it was nice to talk big, and there was a club to which he belonged, 
The Varick Street Roosters, and to which he had a key. It would be closed 
and empty at this hour, and she could stay there until morning, if need be 
or with Myrtle Kenrihan. He would take her there if she insisted. There 
was a sinister grin on the youth’s face. 

By now Theresa’s affections had carried her far. This youth with his 
slim body, his delicate strong hands, his fine chin, straight mouth and 
hard dark eyes-^how wonderful he seemed! He was but nineteen to her 
eighteen but cold, shrewd, daring. Yet how tender he seemed to her, how 
well worth having! Always, when he kissed her now, she trembled in the 
balance. There was something in the iron grasp of his fingers that went 
through her like fire. His glance held hers at times when she could scarcely 
endure it. 

“I’ll wait, anyhow,” he insisted. 

Longer and longer she lingered, but now for once no voice came. 

She began to feel that something was wrong — a greater strain than if old 
Rogaum’s voice had been filling the whole neighborhood. 

“I’ve got to go,” she said. 

“Gee, but you’re a coward, yuh are!” said he derisively. “What ’r yuh 
always so scared about He always says he’ll lock yuh out, but he never 
does.” 

“Yes, but he will,” she insisted nervousty. “I think he has this time. You 
don’t know him. He’s something awful when he gets real mad. Oh, Con- 
nie, I must go!” For the sixth or seventh time she moved, and once more 
he caught her arm and waist and tried to kiss her, but she slipped away 
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“Ah, yuh!’^ he exclaimed. wish he would yuh out!’^ 

At her own doorstep she paused momentarily, more to soften her prog- 
ress than anything. The outer door was open as usual, but not the inner. 
She tried it, but it would not give. It was locked! For a moment she paused, 
cold fear racing over her body, and then knocked. 

: ::No answer. 

Again she rattled the door, this time nervously, and was about to cry 

■out.:'- .,■■:■■■'■ 

Still no answer. 

At last she heard her father’s voice, hoarse and indifferent, not addressed 
to her at all, but to her mother. 

“Let her go, now,” it said savagely, from the front room where he sup- 
posed she could not hear, “I vill her a lesson teach.” 

“Hadn’t you better let her in now, yet.?” pleaded Mrs. Rogaura faintly. 

“No,” insisted Mr. Rogaum. “Nefer! Let her go now. If she vill alvays 
stay oudt, let her stay now. Ve vill see how she likes dot.” 

His voice was rich in wrath, and he was saving up a good beating for her 
into the bargain, that she knew. She would have to wait and wait and 
plead, and when she was thoroughly wretched and subdued he would let 
her in and beat her — such a beating as she had never received in all her 
born days. 

Again the door rattled, and still she got no answer. Not even her call 
brought a sound. 

Now, strangely, a new element, not heretofore apparent in her nature 
but nevertheless wholly there, was called into life, springing in action as 
Diana, full formed. Why should he always be so harsh.? She hadn’t done 
anything but stay out a little later than usual. He was always so anxious 
to keep her in and subdue her. For once the cold chill of her girlish fears 
left her, and she wavered angrily. 

“All right,” she said, some old German stubbornness springing up, “I 
won’t knock. You don’t need to let me in, then.” 

A suggestion of tears was in her eyes, but she backed firmly out onto the 
stoop and sat down, hesitating. Old Rogaum saw her, lowering down from 
the lattice, but said nothing. He would teach her for once what were proper 
hours! 

At the corner, standing, Almerting also saw her. He recognized the 
simple white dress, and paused steadily, a strange thrill racing over him. 
Really they had locked her out! Gee, this was new. It was great, in a way. 
There she was, white, quiet, shut out, waiting at her father’s doorstep. 

. Sitting thus, Theresa pondered a moment, her girlish rashness and 
anger dominating her. Her pride was , hurt and she felt revengeful. They 
would shut her out, would they? All right, she would go out and they 
should look to it how they SvouH get her back— the old curmudgeons. For 
the moment the home of Myrtle Kenrihan came to her as a possible refuge, 
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but she decided that she need not go there yet. She had better wait about 
awhile and see— or walk and frighten them. He would beat her, would he ? 
Well, maybe he would and maybe he wouldn’t. She might come back, but 
still that was a thing afar off. Just now it didn’t matter so much. “Connie” 
was still there on the corner. He loved her dearly. She felt it. 

Getting up, she stepped to the now quieting sidewalk and strolled up the 
street. It was a rather nervous procedure, however. There were street cars 
still, and stores lighted and people passing, but soon these would not be, 
and she w^as locked out. The side streets were already little more than long 
silent walks and gleaming rows of lamps. 

At the corner her youthful lover almost pounced upon her. 

“Locked out, are yuh?” he asked, his eyes shining. 

For the moment she was delighted to see him, for a nameless dread had 
already laid hold of her. Home meant so much. Up to now it had been her 
whole life. 

“Yes,” she answered feebly. 

“Well, let’s stroll on a little,” said the boy. He had not as yet quite made 
up his mind what to do, but the night was young. It was so fine to have her 
with him— his. 

At the farther corner they passed Officers Maguire and Delahanty, idly 
swinging their clubs and discussing politics. 

“ ’Tis a shame,” Officer Delahanty was saying, “the way things are run 
now,” but he paused to add, “ain’t that old Rogaum’s girl over there with 
young Almerting?” 

“It is,” replied Maguire, looking after. 

“Well, I’m thinkin’ he’d better be keepin’ an eye on her,” said the former. 
“She’s too young to be runnin’ around with the likes o’ him.” 

Maguire agreed. “He’s a young tough,” he observed. “I never liked him. 
He’s too fresh. He works over here in Myer’s tobacco factory, and belongs 
to The Roosters. He’s up to no good, I’ll warrant that.” 

“Teach ’em a lesson, I would,” Almerting was saying to Theresa as they 
strolled on. “We’ll walk around a while an’ make ’em think yuh mean 
business. They won’t lock yuh out any more. If they don’t let yuh in 
when we come back I’ll find yuh a place, all right.” 

His sharp eyes were gleaming as he looked around into her own. Already 
he had made up his mind that she should not go back if he could help it. 
He knew a better place than home fot this night, anyhow — the club room 
of the Roosters, if nowhere else. They could stay there for a time, anyhow. 

By now old Rogaum, who had seen her walking up the street alone, was 
marveling at her audacity, but thought she would soon come back. It was 
amazing that she should exhibit such temerity, but he would teach her! 
Such a whipping! At half-past ten, however, he stuck his head out of the 
open window and saw nothing of her. At eievto, the same. Then he walked 
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At first wrathful, then nervous, then nervous and wrathful, he finally 
ended all nervous, without a scintilla of wrath. His stout wife sat up in bed 
and began to wring her hands. 

^‘Lie down!’’ he conimanded. “You make me sick. I know vot I am 
doing!” 

“Is she still at der door?” pleaded the mother. 

“No,” he said. “1 don’t tink so. She should come ven I call.” 

His nerves were weakening, however, and now they finally collapsed. 

“She vent de stread up,” he said anxiously after a time. “I vill go after.” 

Slipping on his coat, he went down the stairs and out into the night. It 
was growing late, and the stillness and gloom of midnight were nearing. 
Nowhere in sight was his Theresa. First one way and then another he 
went, looking here, there, everywhere, finally groaning. 

“Ach, Gott!” he said, the sweat bursting out on his brow, “vot in Teufers 
name iss dis?” 

He thought he would seek a policeman, but there was none. Officer 
Maguire had long since gone for a quiet game in one of the neighboring 
saloons. His partner had temporarily returned to his own beat. Still old 
Rogaum hunted on, worrying more and more. 

Finally he bethought him to hasten home again, for she must have got 
back. Mrs. Rogaum, too, would be frantic if she had not. If she were not 
there he must go to the police. Such a night! And his Theresa— This 
thing could not go on. 

As he turned into his own corner he almost ran, coming up to the little 
portico wet and panting. At a puffing step he turned, and almost fell over a 
white body at his feet, a prone and writhing woman. 

“Ach, Gott!” he cried aloud, almost shouting in his distress and excite- 
ment. “Theresa, vot iss dis? Wilhelmina, a light now. Bring a light now, I 
say, for himmel’s sake! Theresa hat sich umgebracht. Help!” 

He had fallen to his knees and was turning over the writhing, groaning 
figure. By the pale light of the street, however, he could make out that it 
was not his Theresa, fortunately, as he had at first feared, but another and 
yet there was something very like her in the figure, 

“Um!” said the stranger weakly. “Ah!” 

The dress was gray, not white as was his Theresa’s, but the body was 
round and plump. It cut the fiercest cords of his intensity, this thought of 
death to a young woman, but there was something else about the situation 
which made him forget his own troubles. 

Mrs. Rogaum, loudly admonished, almost tumbled down the stairs. At 
the foot she held the light she had brought — a small glass oil-lamp — and 
then nearly dropped it. A fairly attractive figure, more girl than woman, 
rich in all the physical charms that characterize a certain type, lay near to 
dying. Her softhair had fallen hack over a good forehead, now quite white. 
Her pretty hands, well decked with rings, were clutched tightly in an 
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agonized grip. At her neck a blue silk shirtwaist and light lace collar were 
torn away where she had clutched herself, and on the white flesh was a 
yellow stain as of one who had been burned. A strange odor reeked in the 
area, and in one corner was a spilled bottle. 

‘‘Ach, Gott!” exclaimed Mrs. Rogaum. “It iss a vooman! She haf herself 
gekilt. Run for der police! Oh, my! oh, my!” 

Rogaum did not kneel for more than a moment. Somehow, this crea- 
ture’s fate seemed in some psychic way identified with that of his own 
daughter. He bounded up, and jumping out his front door, began to call 
lustily for the police. Officer Maguire, at his social game nearby, heard the 
very first cry and came running. 

“What’s the matter here, now.?” he exclaimed, rushing up full and ready 
for murder, robbery, fire, or, indeed, anything in the whole roster of human 
calamities. 

“A vooman!” said Rogaum excitedly. “She haf herself umgebracht. She 
iss dying. Ach, Gott! in my own doorstep, yet!” 

“Vere iss der hospital.?” put in Mrs. Rogaum, thinking clearly of an 
ambulance, but not being able to express it. “She iss gekilt, sure. Oh! Oh!” 
and bending over her the poor old motherly soul stroked the tightened 
hands, and trickled tears upon the blue shirtwaist. “Ach, vy did you do 
dot.?” she said. “Ach, for vy.?” 

Officer Maguire w^as essentially a man of action. He jumped to the side- 
walk, amid the gathering company, and beat loudly with his club upon the 
stone flagging. Then he ran to the nearest police phone, returning to aid 
in any other way he might. A milk wagon passing on its way from the 
Jersey ferry with a few tons of fresh milk aboard, he held it up and de- 
manded a helping. 

“Give us a quart there, will you.?” he said authoritatively. “A woman’s 
swallowed acid in here.” 

“Sure,” said the driver, anxious to learn the cause of the excitement. 
“Got a glass, anybody.?” 

Maguire ran back and returned, bearing a measure. Mrs. Rogaum stood 
looking nervously on, while the stocky officer raised the golden head and 
poured the milk, 

“Here, now, drink this,” he said. “Come on. Try an’ swallow it.” 

The girl, a blonde of the type the world too well knows, opened her 
eyes, and looked, groaning a little. 

“Drink it,” shouted the officer fiercely. “Do you want to die.? Open your 
mouth!” 

Used to a fear of the law in all her day% she obeyed now, even in death. 
The lips parted, the fresh milk was drained to the end, some spilling on 
neck and cheek. 

While they were working old Rogaum came back and stood looking on. 
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by the side of his wife. Also Officer Delahanty^ having heard the peculiar 
wooden ring of the stick upon the stone in the night, had come up. 

''Ach, ach/’ exclaimed Rogaum rather distractedly, “mid she iss oudt 
yet. I could not find her. Oh, oh!’' 

There was a clang of a gong up the street as the racing ambulance turned 
rapidly in, A young hospital surgeon dismounted, and seeing the woman’s 
condition, ordered immediate removal. Both officers and Rogaum, as well 
as the surgeon, helped place her in the ambulance. After a moment the 
lone bell, ringing wildly in the night, was all the evidence remaining that a 
tragedy had been here. 

“Do you know how she came here.?” asked Officer Delahanty, coming 
back to get Rogaum’s testimony for the police. 

“No, no,” answered Rogaum wretchedly. “She vass here alretty. I vass 
for my daughter loog. Ach, himmel, I haf my daughter lost. She iss avay.” 

Mrs. Rogaum also chattered, the significance of Theresa’s absence all the 
more painfully emphasized by this. 

The officer did not at first get the import of this. He was only interested 
in the facts of the present case. 

“You say she was here when you come? Where was you?” 

“I say I vass for my daughter loog. I come here, und der vooman vass 
here now alretty.” 

“Yes. What time was this?” 

“Only now yet. Yussed a half-hour.” 

Officer Maguire had strolled up, after chasing away a small crowd that 
had gathered with fierce and unholy threats. For the first time now he 
noticed the peculiar perturbation of the usually placid German couple. 

“What about your daughter?” he asked, catching a word as to that. 

Both old people raised their voices at once. 

“She haf gone. She haf run avay. Ach, himmel, ve must for her loog. 
Quick — she could not get in. Ve had der door shut.” 

“Locked her out, eh?” inquired Maguire after a time, hearing much of 
the rest of the story. 

“Yes,” explained Rogaum. “It was to schkare her a liddle. She vould not 
come veil I called.” . ^ ^ 

“Sure, that’s the girl we saw walkin’ with young Almerting, do ye mind ? 
The one in the white dress,” said Delahanty to Maguire. 

“White dress, yah!” echoed Rogaum, and then the fact of her walking 
widi some one came home like a blow. 

“Did you hear dot?” he exclaimed even as Mrs. Rogaum did likewise. 
''Mein Gott, hast du das gehoert?'' 

. He fairly jumped as he said it. His hands flew up to his stout and ruddy 

“Whaddy, ya want to let her out for nights?” asked Maguire roughly, 
catching the drift of. the :situatipiii,;“That^^ time for young girls to be 
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out, anyhow, and with these toughs around here. Sure, I saw her, nearly 
two hours ago/’ 

''Ach,” groaned Rogaum. ''Two hours yet. Ho, ho, ho!” His voice was 
quite hysteric. 

"Well, go on in,” said Officer Delahanty. "There’s no use yellin’ out here. 
Give us a description of her an’ we’ll send out an alarm. You won’t be able 
to find her walkin’ around.” 

Her parents described her exactly. The two men turned to the nearest 
police box and then disappeared, leaving the old German couple in the 
throes of distress. A time-worn old church-clock nearby now chimed out 
one and then two. The notes cut like knives. Mrs. Rogaum began fearfully 
to cry. Rogaum walked and blustered to himself. 

"It’s a queer case, that,” said Officer Delahanty to Maguire after having 
reported the matter of Theresa, but referring solely to the outcast of the 
doorway so recently sent away and in whose fate they were much more 
interested. She being a part of the commercialized vice of the city, they 
were curious as to the cause of her suicide. "I think I know that woman. I 
think I know where she came from. You do, too— Adele’s, around the cor- 
ner, eh.? She didn’t come into that doorway by herself, either. She was put 
there. You know how they do.” 

"You’re right,” said Maguire. "She was put there, all right, and that’s just 
v^hefC' shC' come'Yrom, too.’’.''^'." 

The two of them now tipped tip their noses and cocked their eyes sig- 
nificantly. 

"Let’s go around,” added Maguire. 

They went, the significant red light over the transom at 68 telling its 
own story. Strolling leisurely up, they knocked. At the very first sound a 
painted denizen of the half-world opened the door. 

"Where’s Adele.?” asked Maguire as the two, hats on as usual, stepped in. 

“She’s gone to bed.” 

"Tell her to come down.” 

They seated themselves deliberately in the gaudy mirrored parlor and 
waited, conversing between themselves in whispers. Presently a sleepy- 
looking woman of forty in a gaudy robe of heavy texture, and slippered in 
red, appeared. 

"We’re here about that suicide case you had tonight. What about it.? 
Who was she.? How’d she come to be in that doorway around the corner.? 
Come, now,” Maguire added, as the madam assumed an air of mingled in- 
jured and ignorant innocence, "you know. Can that stuff! How did she 
come to take poison.?” ■■ > 

"I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said the woman with the 
utmost air of innocence. "I never ffieard of any suicide.” 

“Aw, come now,” insisted Delahanty,, "the girl around the corner. You 
know. We know you’ve got a pull, but we’ve got to know about this case, 
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|ust the same. Come across now. It won’t be published. What made her 
take the poison?” 

Under the steady eyes of the officers the woman hesitated, but finally 
weakened. 

“Why-— why — her lover went back on her- — that’s all. She got so blue we 
just couldn’t do anything with her. I tried to, but she wouldn’t listen.” 

“Lover, eh?” put in Maguire as though that were the most unheard-of 
thing iii the world. “What was his name?” 

“I don’t know. You never can tell that.” 

“What was her name— Annie?” asked Delahanty wisely, as though he 
knew but was merely inquiring for form’s sake. 

“No— Emily.” 

“Well, how did she come to get over there, anyhow?” inquired Maguire 
most pleasantly. 

“George took her,” she replied, referring to a man-of-all-work about the 
place. 

Then little by little as they sat there the whole miserable story came out, 
miserable as all the wilfulness and error and suffering of the world. 

“How old was she?” 

“Oh, twenty-one.” v 

“Well, where’d she come from?” 

“Oh, here in New York. Her family locked her out one night, I think,” 

Something in the way the woman said this last brought old Rogaum and 
his daughter back to the policemen’s minds. They had forgotten all about 
her by now, although they had turned in an alarm. Fearing to interfere too 
much with this well-known and politically controlled institution, the two 
men left, but outside they fell to talking of the other case. 

“We ought to tell old Rogaum about her some time,” said Maguire to 
Delahanty cynically. “He locked his kid out tonight.” 

“Yes, it might be a good thing for him to hear that,” replied the other. 
“We’d better go round there an’ see if his girl’s back yet. She may be back 
by now,” and so they returned but little disturbed by the joint miseries. 

At Rogaum’s door they once more knocked loudly. 

“Is your daughter back again?” asked Maguire when a reply was had. 

“Ach, no,” replied the hysterical Mrs. Rogaum, who was quite alone now. 
“My husband he haf gone oudt again to loog vunce more. Oh, my! Oh, 
my!” 

“Well, that’s what you get for lockin’ her out,” returned Maguire loftily, 
the other story fresh in his mind. “That other girl downstairs here tonight 
was locked out too, once.” He chanced to have a girl-child of his own 
and somehow he was in the mood for pointing a moral. “You oughtn’t to 
do anything like that. Where dynh expect she’s goin’ to if you lock her 

Mrs. Rogaum groaned. She explained that it was not her fault, but any- 
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how it was carrying coals to Newcastle to talk to her so. The advice was 
better for her husband. 

The pair finally returned to the station to see if the call had been 
attended to. 

“Sure,” said the sergeant^ “certainly. Whaddy ya think?” and he read 
from the blotter before him: 

“ Took out for girl, Theresa Rogaum. Aged i8; height, about 5, 3; light 
hair, blue eyes, white cotton dress, trimmed with blue ribbon. Last seen 
with lad named Almerting, about 19 years of age, about 5, 9; weight 135 
pounds.’ ” 

There were other details even more pointed and conclusive. For over 
an hour now, supposedly, policemen from the Battery to Harlem, and far 
beyond, had been scanning long streets and dim shadows for a girl in a 
white dress with a youth of nineteen, — supposedly. 

OiEcer Halsey, another of this region, which took in a portion of Wash- 
ington Square, had seen a good many couples this pleasant summer eve- 
ning since the description of Theresa and Almerting had been read to 
him over the telephone, but none that answered to these. Like Maguire 
and Delahanty, he was more or less indifferent to all such cases, but idling 
on a corner near the park at about three a.m., a brother ofEcer, one Paisly 
by name, came up and casually mentioned the missing pair also. 

“I bet I saw that couple, not over an hour ago. She was dressed in white, 
and looked to me as if she didn’t want to be out. I didn’t happen to think 
at the time, but now I remember. They acted sort o’ funny. She did, any- 
how. They went in this park down at the Fourth Street end there.” 

“Supposing we beat it, then,” suggested Halsey, weary for something 
to do. 

“Sure,” said the other quickly, and together they began a careful search, 
kicking around in the moonlight under the trees. The moon was leaning 
moderately toward the west, and all the branches were silvered with light 
and dew. Among the flowers, past clumps of bushes, near the fountain, they 
searched, each one going his way alone. At last, the wandering Halsey 
paused beside a thick clump of flaming bushes, ruddy, slightly, even in the 
light. A murmur of voices greeted him, and something very much like the 
sound of a sob. 

“What’s that?” he said mentally, drawing near and listening. 

“Why don’t you come on now?” said the, first of the voices heard. “They 
won’t let you in any more. You’re with ..me, ain’t you? What’s the use 
cryin f 

No answer to this, but no sobs. She must have been crying silently. 

“Come on. I can take care of yuh. We can, live in Hoboken. I know a 
place where we can go tonight. That’s all right.”, 

There was a movement as if the speaker were patting her on the 
shoulder. 
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‘AVhat’s the use Gryin\f^ Don't you believe I love yuh?’’ 

The ofScer who had stolen quietly around to get a better view now came 
closer. He wanted to see for himself. In the moonlight, from a comfortable 
distance, he could see them seated. The, tall bushes were almost all about 
the bench. In the arms of the youth was the girl in white, held very close. 
Leaning over to get a better view, he saw him kiss her and hold her — ^hold 
her in such a way that she could but yield to him, whatever her slight dis- 
inclination. 

It was a common affair at earlier hours, but rather interesting now. The 
officer was interested. He crept nearer. 

What are you two doin' here?” he suddenly inquired, rising before 
them, as though he had not seen. 

The girl tumbled out of her compromising position, speechless and 
blushing violently. The young man stood up, nervous, but still defiant, 

“Aw, we were just sittin’ here,” he replied. 

“Yes? Well, say, what's your name? I think we're lookin’ for you two, 
anyhow.Almerting.?” 

“That’s me,” said the youth. 

“And yours.?” he added, addressing Theresa. 

“Theresa Rogaum,” replied the latter brokenly, beginning to cry. 

“Well, you two’ll have to come along with me,” he added laconically. 
“The Captain wants to see both of you,” and he marched them solemnly 
away. 

“What for?” young Almerting ventured to inquire after a time, blanched 
with fright. ' 

“Never mind,” replied the policeman irritably. “Come along, you’ll find 
out at the station house. We want you both. That’s enough.” 

At the other end of the park Paisly joined them, and, at the station 
house, the girl was given a chair. She was all tears and melancholy with a 
modicum possibly of relief at being thus rescued from the world. Her 
companion, for all his youth, was defiant if circumspect, a natural animal 
defeated of its aim. 

“Better go for her father,” commented the sergeant, and by four in the 
morning old Rogaum, who had still been up and walking the floor, was 
rushing stationward. From an earlier rage he had passed to an almost 
killing grief, but now at the thought that he might possibly see his daugh- 
ter alive and well once more he was overflowing with a mingled emotion 
which contained rage, fear, sorrow, and a number of other things. What 
should he do to her if she were alive? Beat her? Kiss her? Or what? 
Arrived at the station, however, and seeing his fair Theresa in the hands 
of the police, and this young stranger lingering near, also detained, he was 
beside himself with fear, rage, affection. . , 

“You! You!” he exclaimed at once,, glaring at the impeturbable Almert- 
ing, when told, that this was the young man who w^as found with his girl. 
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Then, seized with a sudden horror, he added, turning to Theresa, ‘‘Vot haf 
you done? Oh, oh! You! You!” he repeated again to Almerting angrily, 
Pxow that he felt that his daughter was safe. “Come not near my tochter 
any morel I vill preak your effery pone, du teufel, du!” 

He made a move toward the incarcerated lover, but here the sergeant 
interfered. 

“Stop that, now,” he said calmly. “Take your daughter out of here and 
go home, or Fll lock you both up. We don’t want any fighting in here. 
D’ye hear? Keep your daughter off the streets hereafter, then she won’t 
get into trouble. Don’t let her run around with such young toughs as 
this.” Almerting winced. “Then there won’t anything happen to her. We’ll 
do whatever punishing’s to be done.” 

A Aw, what’s eatin’ him!” commented Almerting dourly, now that he 
felt himself reasonably safe from a personal encounter. “What have I done? 
He locked her out, didn’t he? I was just keepin’ her company till 
morning,” 

“Yes, we know all about that,” said the sergeant, “and about you, too. 
You shut up, or you’ll go downtown to Special Sessions. I want no guiff 
out o’ you.” Still he ordered the butcher angrily to be gone. 

Old Rogaum heard nothing. He had his daughter. He was taking her 
home. She was not dead— not even morally injured in so far as he could 
learn. He was a compound of wondrous feelings. What to do was beyond 
him. 

At the corner near the butcher shop they encountered the wakeful 
Maguire, still idling, as they passed. He was pleased to see that Rogaum 
had his Theresa once more. It raised him to a high, moralizing height. 

“Don’t lock her out any more,” he called significantly. “That’s what 
brought the other girl to your door, you know!” 

“Vot iss dot?” said Rogaum. 

“I say the other girl was locked out. That’s why she committed suicide.” 

“Ach, I know,” said the husky German under his breath, but he had no 
intention of locking her out. He did not know what he v/ould do until they 
were in the presence of his crying wife, who fell upon Theresa, weeping. 
Then he decided to be reasonably lenient. 

“She vass like you,” said the old mother to the wandering Theresa, 
ignorant of the seeming lesson brought to their very door. “She vass loog 
like you.” 

“I vill not vip you now,” said the old butcher solemnly, too delighted to 
think of punishment after having feared every horror under the sun, “aber, 
go not oudt any more. Keep off de streads so late. I von’t haf it. Dot 
loafer, aber — let him yussed come here some more! I fix him!” 

“'No, no,” said the fat mother tearfully, smoothing her daughter’s hair. 
“She vouldn’t run avay no more yet, npj-no” Old Mrs. Rogaum was all 
mother, - , 
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'Well, you wouldn’t let me in,” insisted Theresa, “and I didn’t have any 
place to go. What do you want me to do? I’m not going to stay in the 
house all the time.” 

“I fix him!” roared Rogaum, unloading all his rage now on the reGreant 
lover freely. “Yussed let him come some more! Der penitentiary he should 
:haf!” 

“Oh, he’s not so bad,” Theresa told her mother, almost a heroine now 
that she was home and safe. “He’s Mr. Almerting, the stationer’s boy. They 
live here in the next block.” 

“Don’t you ever bother that girl again,” the sergeant was saying to young 
Almerting as he turned him loose an hour later. “If you do, well get you, 
and you won’t get off under six months. Y’ hear me, do you?” 

“Aw, I don’t want ’er,” replied the boy truculently and cynically. “Let 
him have his old daughter. What’d he want to lock ’er out for? They’d 
better not lock ’er out again though, that’s all I say. I don’t want ’er.” 

“Beat it!” replied the sergeant, and away he went. 

A. V. LAIDER 

Max Beerbohm 

(1872- ) 

I UNPACKED MY THINGS aiid wcot dowii to await luncheon. 

It was good to be here again in this little old sleepy hostel by the sea. 
Hostel I say, though it spelt itself without an s and even placed a cii'- 
cumflex above the o. It rriade no other pretension. It was very cosy indeed. 

I had been here just a year before, in mid-February, after an attack of 
influenza. And now I had returned, after an attack of influenza. Nothing 
was changed. It had been raining when I left, and the waiter — there was 
but a single, a very old waiter— had told me it was only a shower. That 
waiter was still here, not a day older. And the shower had not ceased. 

Steadfastly it fell on to the sands, steadfastly into the iron-grey sea. I 
Stood looking out at it from the windows of the hall, admiring it very 
much. There seemed to be little else to do. What little there was I did. 
I mastered the contents of a blue hand-bill which, pinned to the wall just 
beneath ,the framed engraving of Queen Victoria’s Coronation, gave token 
of a concert that was to be held— or rather, was to have been held some 
weeks ago— in the Town Hall, for the benefit of ^the Life-Boat Fund. I 
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looked at the barometer, tapped it, was not the wiser. I glanced at a 
pamphlet about Our Dying Industries (a theme on which Mr. Joseph 
Chamberlain was at that time trying to alarm us). I wandered to the letter- 
board. 

These letter-boards always fascinate me. Usually some two or three of 
the envelopes stuck into the cross-garterings have a certain newness and 
freshness. They seem sure they will yet be claimed. Why not.?^ Why 
shouldnt John Doe, Esq., or Mrs. Richard Roe, turn up at any moment.? 
I do not know. I can only say that nothing in the world seems to me more 
unlikely. Thus it is that these young bright envelopes touch my heart even 
more than do their, dusty and sallow seniors. Sour resignation is less 
touching than impatience for what will not be, than the eagerness that has 
to wane and wither. Soured beyond measure these old envelopes are. They 
are not nearly so nice as they should be to the young ones. They lose no 
chance of sneering and discouraging. Such dialogues as this are only too 
frequent: 

A Very Young Envelope: Something in me whispers that he will come 
to-day! 

A Very Old Envelope : He .? Well, that’s good! Ha, ha, ha! Why didn’t he 
come last week, when you came.? What reason have you for supposing he’ll 
ever come It isn’t as if he were a frequenter of the place. He’s never 
been here. His name is utterly unknown here. You don’t suppose he’s com- 
ing on the chance of finding 

A. V. Y. E.: It may seem silly, but—something in me whispers — 

A. V. O. E.: Something in you? One has only to look at you to see there’s 
nothing in you but a note scribbled to him by a cousin. Look at me\ There 
are three sheets, closely written, in me. The lady to whom I am ad- 
dressed-- — - 

A. V. Y. E.: Yes, sir, yes; you told me all about her yesterday. 

A. V. O. E.: And I shall do so to-day and to-morrow and every day and 
ail day long. That young lady was a widow. She stayed here many times. 
She was delicate, and the air suited her. She was poor, and the tariff was 
just within her means. She was lonely, and had need of love. I have in me 
for her a passionate avowal and strictly honourable proposal, written to 
her, after many rough copies, by a gentleman who had made her ac- 
quaintance under this very roof. He was rich, he was charming, he was 
in the prime of life. He had asked if he might write to her. She had flut- 
teringly granted his request. He posted me to her the day after his return 
to London. I looked forward to being torn open by her. I was very sure 
she would wear me and my contents next to her bosom. She was gone. She 
had left no address. She never returned. . .. . This I tell you, and shall 
continue to tell you, not because I want any of your callow sympathy — no, 
than\ you! — but that you may judge how much less than slight are the 
chances that you yourself , . , ~ , 
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But my reader has overheard these dialogues as often as L He wants to 
know what was odd about this particular letter-board before which T was 
standing. At first glance I saw nothing odd about it. But presently I dis- 
tinguished a handwriting that was vaguely familiar. It was mine. I stared, I 
wondered. There is always a slight shock in seeing an envelope of one’s 
own after it has gone through the post. It looks as if it had gone through 
so much. But this was the first time I had ever seen an envelope of mine 
eating its heart out in bondage on a letter-board. This was outrageous. 
This was hardly to be believed. Sheer kindness had impelled me to write 
to '^A. V. Laider, Esq.,” and this was the result! I hadn’t minded receiving 
no answer. Only now, indeed, did I remember that I hadn’t received one. 
In multitudinous London the memory of A. V. Laider and his trouble had 
soon passed from my mind. But — well, what a lesson not to go out of one’s 
way to write to casual acquaintances! 

My envelope seemed not to recognise me as its writer. Its gaze was the 
more piteous for being blank. Even so had I once been gazed at by a dog 
that I had lost and, after many days, found in the Battersea home. “I don’t 
know who you are, but whoever you are, claim me, take me out of this!” 
That was my dog’s appeal. This was the appeal of my envelope. 

I raised my hand to the letter-board, meaning to effect a swift and law- 
less rescue, but paused at sound of a footstep behind me. The old waiter 
had come to tell me that my luncheon was ready. I followed him out of 
the hall, not, how^ever, without a bright glance across my shoulder to re- 
assure the little captive that I should come back. 

I had the sharp appetite of the convalescent, and this the sea-air had 
whetted already to a finer edge. In touch with a dozen oysters, and with 
stout, I soon shed away the unreasoning anger I had felt against 
A, V. Laider. I became merely sorry for him that he had not received a let- 
ter which might perhaps have comforted him. In touch with cutlets, I felt 
how sorely he had needed comfort. And anon, by the big bright fireside 
of that small dark smoking-room where, a year ago, on the last evening of 
my stay here, he and I had at length spoken to each other, I reviewed in 
detail the tragic experience he had told me; and I fairly revelled in remi- 
niscent sympathy with him. . . . 

A. V. Laider— I had looked him up in the visitors’ book on the night of 
his arrival. I myself had arrived the day before, and had been rather sorry 
there was no one else staying here. A convalescent by the sea likes to have 
some one , to observe, to wonder about, at meal-time. I was glad when, on 
my second evening, I found seated at the table opposite to mine another 
guest. I was the gladder because he was just the right kind of guest. He 
was enigmatic. By this I mean that he did not look soldierly nor financial 
nor artistic nor anything definite at all He offered a clean slate for specu- 
lation.: And; thank heavenl he evidently wasn’t going to spoil the fun by 
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engaging me in conversation later on. A decently unsociable man, anxious 
.:tO:be left alone. 

The heartiness of his appetite, in contrast with his extreme fragility of 
aspect and limpness of demeanour, assured me that he, too, had just had 
influenza. I liked him for that. Now and again our eyes met and were 
instantly parted. We managed, as a rule, to observe each other indirectly. I 
was sure it was not merely because he had been ill that he looked inter- 
esting. Nor did it seem to me that a spiritual melancholy, though I im- 
agined him sad at the best of times, was his sole asset. I conjectured that 
he was clever. I thought he might also be imaginative. At first glance I had 
mistrusted him. A shock of white hair, combined with a young face and 
dark eyebrows, does somehow make a man look like a charlatan. But it is 
foolish to be guided by an accident of colour. I had soon rejected my first 
impression of my fellow-diner. I found him very sympathetic. 

Anywhere but in England it would be impossible for two solitary men, 
howsoever much reduced by influenza, to spend five or six days in the same 
hostel and not exchange a single word. That is one of the charms of Eng- 
land. Had Laider and I been born and bred in any other land we should 
have become acquainted before the end of our first evening in the small 
smoking-room, and have found ourselves irrevocably committed to go on 
talking to each other throughout the rest of our visit. We might, it is true, 
have happened to like each other more than any one we had ever met. This 
off-chance may have occurred to us both. But it counted for nothing as 
against the certain surrender of quietude and liberty. We slightly bowed 
to each other as we entered or left the dining-room or smoking-room, and 
as we met on the widespread sands or in the shop that had a small and 
faded circulating library. That was all. Our mutual aloofness was a posi- 
tive bond between us. 

Had he been much older than I, the responsibility for our silence would 
of course have been his alone. But he was not, I judged, more than five or 
six years ahead of me, and thus I might without impropriety have taken 
it on myself to perform that hard and perilous feat which English 
people call, with a shiver, ''breaking the ice,” He had reason, therefore, to 
be as grateful to me as I to him. Each of us, not the less frankly because 
silently, recognised his obligation to the other. And when, on the last eve- 
ning of my stay, the ice actually was broken no ill-will rose between us: 
neither of us was to blame. 

It was a Sunday evening. I had been out for a long last walk and had 
come in very late to dinner. Laider left his table almost immediately after 
I sat down to mine. When I entered the smoking-room I found him read- 
ing a weekly review which I had bought the day before. It was a crisis. He 
could not silently offer, nor could I have silently accepted, sixpence. It was 
a crisis. We faced it like men. He made, by word of mouth, a graceful 
apology. Verbally, not by signs, I besought him ,tp; go on reading. But this, 
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of course^ was a vain counsel of perfection. The social code forced us to 
talk now. We obeyed it like men. To reassure him that our position was not 
so desperate as it might seem^ I took the earliest opportunity to mention 
that I was going away early next morning. In the tone of his “Oh, are you?” 
he tried bravely to imply that he was sorry, even now, to hear that. In a 
way, perhaps, he really was sorry. We had got on so well together, he and 
I. Nothing could efface the memory of that. Nay, we seemed to be hitting 
it off even now. Influenza was not our sole theme. We passed from that to 
the aforesaid weekly review, and to a correspondence that was raging 
therein on Faith and Reason. 

This correspondence had now reached its fourth and penultimate stage— 
its Australian stage. It is hard to see why these correspondences spring 
up; one only knows that they do spring up, suddenly, like street crowds. 
There comes, it would seem, a moment when the whole English-speaking 
race is unconsciously bursting to have its say about some one thing — the 
split infinitive, or the habits of migratory birds, or faith and reason, or 
what-not. Whatever weekly review happens at such a moment to contain 
a reference, however remote, to the theme in question reaps the storm. 
Gusts of letters blow in from all corners of the British Isles. These are 
presently reinforced by Canada in full blast. A few weeks later the Anglo- 
Indians weigh in. In due course we have the help of our Australian cousins. 
By that time, however, we of the Mother Country have got our second 
wind, and so determined are we to make the most of it that at last even 
the Editor suddenly loses patience and says “This correspondence must 
now cease. — Ed.” and wonders why on earth he ever allowed anything so 
tedious and idiotic to begin. 

I pointed out to Laider one of the Australian letters that had especially 
pleased me in the current issue. It was from “A Melbourne Man,” and was 
of the abrupt kind which declares that “all your correspondents have been 
groping in the dark” and then settles the whole matter in one short sharp 
flash. The flash in this instance was “Reason is faith — faith reason — that is 
all we know on earth and all we need to know.” The writer then inclosed 
his card and was, etc., “A Melbourne Man.” I said to Laider how very 
restful it was, after influenza, to read anything that meant nothing whatso- 
ever. Laider was inclined to take the letter more seriously than I, and to be 
mildly metaphysical. I said that for me faith and reason were two separate 
things, and (as I am no good at metaphysics, however mild) I offered a 
definite example, to coax the talk on to ground where I should be safer. 
“Palmistry, for example,” I said. “Deep down in my heart I believe in 
palmistry.” 

Laider turned in his chair. “You believe in palmistry?” 

I hesitated. “Yes, somehow I do. Why? I haven’t the slightest notion. I 
can give myself all sorts of reasons for laughing it to scorn. My common 
sense utterly rejects it. Of course the shape of the hand means something— 
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is more or less an index o£ character. But the idea that my past and future 
are neatly mapped out on my palms ” I shrugged my shoulders. 

“You don't like that idea?" asked Laider in his gentle, rather academic 
voice. 

“I only say it’s a grotesque idea." 

“Yet you do believe in it?" 

“Fve a grotesque belief in it, yes." 

“Are you sure your reason for calling this idea ^grotesque’ isn’t merely 
that you dislike it?" 

“Well," I said, with the thrilling hope that he was a companion in 
absurdity, “doesn’t it seem grotesque to you?’* 

“It seems strange.” 

“You believe in it?" 

“Oh, absolutely." 

“Hurrah!” 

He smiled at my pleasure, and I, at the risk of re-entanglement in meta- 
physics, claimed him as standing shoulder to shoulder with me against “A 
Melbourne Man." This claim he gently disputed. “You may think me very 
prosaic," he said, “but I can’t believe without evidence." 

“Well, Fm equally prosaic and equally at a disadvantage: I can’t take my 
own belief as evidence, and Fve no other evidence to go on." 

He asked me if I had ever made a study of palmistry. I said I had read 
one of Desbarolles’ books years ago, and one of Heron-Alien’s* But, he 
asked, had I tried to test them by the lines on my own hands or on the 
hands of my friends ? I confessed that my actual practice in palmistry had 
been of a merely passive kind— the prompt extension of my palm to any 
one who would be so good as to “read" it and truckle for a few minutes to 
my egoism. (I hoped Laider might do this.) 

“Then I almost wonder," he said, with his sad smile, “that you haven’t 
lost your belief, after all the nonsense you must have heard. There are so 
many young girls who go in for palmistry. I am sure all the five foolish 
virgins were ‘awfully keen on it’ and used to say ‘You can be led, but not 
driven,’ and ‘You are likely to have a serious illness between the ages of 
forty and forty-five,’ and ‘You are by nature rather lazy, but can be very 
energetic by fits and starts.’ And most of the professionals, Fm told, are as 
silly as the young girls." 

For the honour of the profession, I named three practitioners whom I 
had found really good at reading character. He asked whether any of 
them had been right about past events. I confessed that, as a matter of 
fact, all three of them had been right in the main. This seemed to amuse 
him. He asked whether any of them had predicted anything which had 
since come true. I confessed that, all three had predicted that I should 
do several things which I had since done rather unexpectedly. He asked if 
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I didn't accept this as at any rate a scrap o£ evidence. I said I could only 
regard it as a fluke~a rather remarkable fluke. 

The superiority of his sad smile was beginning to get on my nerves. I 
wanted him to see that he was as absurd as L “Suppose,” I said, “suppose 
for sake of argument that you and I are nothing but helpless automata 
created to do just this and that, and to have just that and this done to us. 
Suppose, in fact, we haven't any free will whatsoever. Is it likely or con- 
ceivable that the Power that fashioned us would take the trouble to jot 
down in cipher on our hands just what was in store for us?” 

Laider did not answer this question, he did but annoyingly ask me an- 
other. “You believe in free will?” 

“Yes, of course. Ill be hanged if Fm an automaton.” 

“And you believe in free will just as in palmistry — without any reason?” 

“Oh, no. Everything points to our having free will.” 

“Everything? What, for instance?” 

This rather cornered me. I dodged out, as lightly as I could, by saying “I 
suppose you would say it was written in my hand that I should be a be- 
liever in free will.” 

“Ah, I’ve no doubt it is.” 

I held out my palms. But, to my great disappointment, he looked quickly 
away from them. He had ceased to smile. There was agitation in his voice 
as he explained that he never looked at people’s hands now. “Never now 
—never again.” He shook his head as though to beat off some memory. 

I was much embarrassed by my indiscretion. I hastened to tide over the 
awkward moment by saying that if / could read hands I wouldn’t for fear 
of the awful things I might see there. 

“Awful things, yes,” he whispered, nodding at the fire. 

“Not,” I said in self-defence, “that there’s anything very awful, so far as I 
know, to be read in my hands.” 

He turned his gaze from the fire to me. “You aren’t a murderer, for 
example?” 

“Oh, no,” I replied, with a nervous laugh. 

“/ am.” 

This was a more than awkward, it was a painful, moment for me; and I 
am afraid I must have started or winced, for he instantly begged my par- 
don. “I don’t know,” he exclaimed, “why I said it. Fm usually a very reti- 
cent man. But sometimes ” He pressed his brow. “What you must think 

of me!” 

“ I begged him to dismiss the matter, from his mind. 

“It’s very good of you to say that; but— I’ve placed myself as well as you 
in a false position. I ask you to believe that Fm not the sort or man who is 
‘wanted’ or ever was. 'wanted* by the police. I should be bowed out of any 
police-station at which I gav6 myself up. I’m not a murderer in any bald 
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My face must have perceptibly brightened/ for “Ali/Vhe said, ‘‘don’t 
imagine Fm not a murderer at alL Morally, I am.” He looked at the clock. 
I pointed out that the night was young. He assured me that his story was 
not a long one. I assured him that I hoped it was. He said I was very kind. 
I denied this. He warned me that what he had to tell might rather tend to 
stiffen my unwilling faith in palmistry, and to shake my opposite and 
cherished faith in free will. I said “Never mind.” He stretched his hands 
pensively toward the fire. I settled myself back in my chair. 

“My hands,” he said, staring at the backs of them, “are the hands of a 
very weak man. I dare say you know enough of palmistry to see that for 
yourself. You notice the slightness of the thumbs and of the two little’ 
fingers. They are the hands of a weak and over-sensitive man — a man 
without confidence, a man who would certainly waver in an emergency. 
Rather Hamlet-ish hands,” he mused. “And Fm like Hamlet in other 
respects, too: Fm no fool, and Fve rather a noble disposition, and Fm 
unlucky. But Hamlet was luckier than I in one thing: he was a murderer 
by accident, whereas the murders that I committed one day fourteen years 
ago— for I must tell you it wasn’t one murder, but many murders that I 
committed— were all of them due to the wretched inherent weakness oi 
my own wretched self. 

“I was twenty-six — no, twenty-seven years old, and rather a nondescript 
person, as I am now. I was supposed to have been called to the Bar. In 
fact, I believe I had been called to the Bar. I hadn’t listened to the call. I 
never intended to practise, and I never did practise. I only wanted an 
excuse in the eyes of the world for existing. I suppose the nearest I have 
ever come to practising is now at this moment: I am defending a mur- 
derer. My father had left me well enough provided with money. I was able 
to go my own desultory way, riding my hobbies where I would. I had a 
good stableful of hobbies. Palmistry was one of them. I was rather ashamed 
of this one. It seemed to me absurd, as it seems to you. Like you, though, 
I believed in it. Unlike you, I had done more than merely read a book or 
so about it. I had read innumerable books about it. I had taken casts of all 
my friends’ hands. I had tested and tested again the points at which 
Desbarolles dissented from the gypsies, and — well, enough that I had gone 
into it all rather thoroughly, and was as sound a palmist as a man may be 
without giving his whole life to palmistry. 

“One of the first things I had seen in my own hand, as soon as I had 
learned to read it, was that at about the age of twenty-six I should have 
a narrow escape from death — ^from a violent death. There was a clean 
break in the life-line, and a square joining it — the protective square, you 
know. The markings were precisely the same in both hands. It was to be 
the narrowest escape possible. And I wasn’t going to escape without injury, 
either. That is what bothered me. There was a faint line connecting the 
break in the life-line with a star on the line of, health. Against that star 
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was another square. I was to recover from the injury, whatever it might be. 
Still, I didn’t exactly look forward to it. Soon after I had reached the age 
of twenty-five, I began to feel uncomfortable. The thing might be going 
to happen at any moment. In palmistry, you know, it is impossible to pin 
an event down hard and fast to one year. This particular event was to be 
when I was twenty-six; it mightn’t be till I was twenty-seven; it 

might be while I was only twenty-five. 

“And I used to tell myself that it mightn’t be at all. My reason rebelled 
against the whole notion of palmistry, just as yours does. I despised my 
faith in the thing, just as you despise yours. Fused to try not. to be so 
ridiculously careful as I was whenever I crossed a street. I lived in London 
at that time. Motor-cars had not yet come in, but— what hours, all told, I 
must have spent standing on curbs, very circumspect, very lamentable! It 
was a pity, I suppose, that I had no definite occupation — something to take 
me out of myself. I was one of the victims of private means. There came 
a time when I drove in four-wheelers rather than in hansoms, and was 
doubtful of four-wheelers. Oh, I assure you, I was very lamentable indeed. 

“If a railway-journey could be avoided, I avoided it. My uncle had a place 
in Hampshire. I was very fond of him and of his wife. Theirs was the only 
house I ever went to stay in now. I was there for a week in November, not 
long after my twenty-seventh birthday. There were other people staying 
there, and at the end of the week we all travelled back to London together. 
There were six of us in the carriage: Colonel Eibourn and his wife and 
their daughter, a girl of seventeen; and another married couple, the Blakes. 
I had been at Winchester with Blake, but had hardly seen him since that 
time. He was in the Indian Civil, and was home on leave. He was sailing 
for India next week. His wife was to remain in England for some months, 
and then join him out there. They had been married five years. She was 
now just twenty-four years old. He told me that this was her age. 

“The Elbourns I had never met before. They were charming people. We 
had all been very happy together. The only trouble had been that on the 
last night, at dinner, my uncle asked me if I still went in for khe gypsy 
business,’ as he always called it; and of course the three ladies were im- 
mensely excited, and implored me to ‘do’ their hands. I told them it was 
all nonsense, I said I had forgotten ail I once knew, I made various 
excuses; and the matter dropped. It was quite true that I had given up read- 
ing hands. I avoided anything that might remind me of what was in my 
own hands. And so, next morning, it was a great bore to me when, soon 
after the train started, Mrs. Eibourn said it would be ‘too cruel’ of me if 
I refused to do their hands now. Her daughter and Mrs. Blake also said 
it would be ‘brutal’; and they were all taking off their gloves, and— well, of 
course I had to give in. 

“I went to work methodically on Mrs. Elbourn’s hands, in the usual way, 
you know, first sketching the character from the backs of them; and there 
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was the usual hush, broken by the usual little noises— grunts of assent 
from the husband, cooings of recognition from the daughter. Presently I 
asked to see the palms, and from them I filled in the details of Mrs. 
Elbourn’s character before going on to the events of her life. But while I 
talked I was calculating how old Mrs. Elbourn might be. In my first glance 
at her palms I had seen that she could not have been less than twenty-five 
when she married. The daughter was seventeen. Suppose the daughter had 
been born a year later — ^how old would the mother ht? Forty-three, yes. 
Not less than that, poor woman!’' 

Laider looked at me, “Why ‘poor woman,’ you wonder.?* Weil, in that 
first glance I had seen other things than her marriage-line. I had seen a 
very complete break in the lines of life and of fate. I had seen violent death 
there. At what age.?* Not later, not possibly later, than forty-three. While I 
talked to her about the things that had happened in her girlhood, the 
back of my brain was hard at work on those marks of catastrophe. I was 
horribly wondering that she was still alive. It was impossible that between 
her and that catastrophe there could be more than a few short months. 
And all the time I was talking; and I suppose I acquitted myself well, for 
I remember that when I ceased I had a sort of ovation from the Elbourns. 

“It was a relief to turn to another pair of hands. Mrs. Blake was an 
amusing young creature, and hef hands were very characteristic, and pret- 
tily odd in form. I allowed myself to be rather whimsical about her nature, 
and having begun in that vein, I went on in it— somehow— even after she 
had turned her palms. In those palms were reduplicated the signs I had 
seen in Mrs. Elbourn’s. It was as though they had been copied neatly out. 
The only difference was in the placing of them; and it was this difference 
that was the most horrible point. The fatal age in Mrs. Blake’s hands was 
— not past, no, for here she wzs. But she might have died when she was 
twenty-one. Twenty-three seemed to be the utmost span. She was twenty- 
four, you know. 

“I have said that I am a weak man. And you will have a good proof of 
that directly. Yet I showed a certain amount of strength that day — yes, 
even on that day which has humiliated and saddened the rest of my life. 
Neither my face nor my voice betrayed me when in the palms of Dorothy 
Elbourn I was again confronted with those same signs. She was all for 
knowing the future, poor child! I believe I told her all manner of things 
that were to be. And she had no future — none, none in this world — ex- 
cept^— 

“And then, while I talked, there came to me suddenly a suspicion. I won- 
dered it hadn’t come before. You guess what it was.?^ It made me feel very 
cold and strange. I went on talking. But, also, I went on — quite separately 
— thinking. The suspicion wasn’t a certainty. This mother and daughter 
were always together. What was to befall the one might anywhere — ^any- 
where — befall the other. But a like fate,; in an equally near future, was in 
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store for that other lady. The coincidence was curious, very. Here we 
all were together—here, they and I-— I who was narrowly to escape, so soon 
now, what they, so soon now, were to suffer. Oh, there was an inference to 
be drawn. Not a inference, L told myself. And always I was talking, talk- 

ing, and the train was swinging and swaying noisily along- — to what? It was 
a fast train. Our carriage was near the engine. I was talking loudly. Full well 
I had known what I should see in the Colonel’s hands. I told myself I had 
not known. I told myself that even now the thing I dreaded was not sure to 
be. Don’t think I was dreading it for myself. I wasn’t so lamentable’ as all 
that— now. It was only of them that I thought— only for them. I hurried 
over the Colonel’s character and career; I was perfunctory. It was Blake’s 
hands that I wanted. They were the hands that mattered. If they the 

marks- Remember, Blake was to start for India in the coming week, his 

wife was to remain in England. They would be apart. Therefore- 


“And the marks were there. And I did nothing — nothing but hold forth 
on the subtleties of Blake’s character. There was a thing for me to do. 
I wanted to do it. I wanted to spring to the window and pull the 
communication-cord. Quite a simple thing to do. Nothing easier than to 
stop a train. You just give a sharp pull,. and the train slows down, comes 
to a standstill. And the Guard appears at your window. You explain to the 
Guard. 

^'Nothing easier than to tell him there is going to be a collision. Nothing 
easier than to insist that you and your friends and every other passenger 
in the train must get out at once. . . . There are easier things than this? 
Things that need less courage than this ? Some of them I could have done, 
I daresay. This thing I was going to do. Oh, I was determined that I would 
do it — directly. 

H had said all I had to say about Blake’s hands. I had brought my enter- 
tainment to an end. I had been thanked and complimented all round. I 
was quite at liberty. I was going to do what I had to do. I was determined, 
yes. 

“We were nearing the outskirts of London. The air was grey, thickening; 
and Dorothy Elbourn had said, ‘Oh, this horrible old London! I suppose 
there’s the same old fogl’ And presently I heard her father saying some- 
thing about ‘prevention’ and ‘a short act of Parliament,’ and ‘anthracite.’ 
And I sat and listened and agreed and ” 

• Laider closed his eyes. He passed his hand slowly through the air. 

“I had a racking headache. And when I said so, I was told not to talk. 
I was in bed, and the nurses were always telling me not to talk. I w^as in a 
hospital I knew that. But I didn’t know why I was there. One day I thought 
I should like to know why, and, so I asked. I was feeling much better now^ 
They told me, by degrees, that I had had concussion of the brain. I had 
been brought there unconscious, and had remained unconscious for forty- 
_ eight hours.. I. had been in au^aceident-T-Ta- railway, accident. This seemed to 
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me odd. I had arrived quite safely at my uncle’s place, and I had no memory 
of any journey since that. In cases of concussion, you know, it’s not un- 
common for the patient to forget all that happened just before the accident; 
there may be a blank of several hours. So it was in my case. One day my 
uncle was allowed to come and see me. And somehow, suddenly at sight of 
him, the blank was filled in. I remembered, in a flash, everything. I was 
quite calm, though. Or I made myself seem so, for I wanted to know how 
the collision had happened. My uncle told me that the engine-driver had 
iailed to see a signal because of the fog, and our train had crashed into a 
goods-train. I didn’t ask him about the people who were with me. You see, 
there was no need to ask. Very gently my uncle began to tell me, but— I 
had begun to talk strangely, I suppose. I remember the frightened look of 
my uncle’s face, and the nurse scolding him in whispers. 

“After that, all a blur. It seems that I became very ill indeed, wasn’t ex- 
pected to live. However, I live.” 

There was a long silence. Laider did not look at me, nor I at him. The 
fire was burning low, and he watched it. 

At length he spoke. “You despise me. Naturally. I despise myself.” 

“No, I don’t despise you; but- — 

“You blame me.” I did not meet his gaze. “You blame me,” he repeated. 

“Yes.” 

“And there, if I may say so, you are a little unjust. It isn’t my fault that 
I w^as born weak.” 

“But a man may conquer weakness.” 

“Yes, if he is endowed with the strength for that.” 

His fatalism drew from me a gesture of disgust. “Do you really mean,” 
I asked, “that because you didn’t pull that cord, you couldnt have pulled 
it?” 

“Yes.” 

“And it’s written in your hands that you couldn’t.?” 

He looked at the palms of his hands. “They are the hands of a very weak 
man,” he said. 

“A man so weak that he cannot believe in the possibility of free will for 
himself or for any one?” 

“They are the hands of an intelligent man, who can weigh evidence and 
see things as they are.” 

“But answer me: Was it fore-ordained that you should not pull that 
cord?” 

“It was fore-ordained,” 

“And was it actually marked in your hands that you were not going to 
pull it.?” 

“Ah, well you see, it is rather the things one is going to do that are 
actually marked. The things one isn't going to do— the innumerable nega- 
tive things— how could one expect them to he marked .? ” 
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*Tut the consequences of what one leaves undone may be positive?” 

“Horribly positive,” he winced. “My hand is the hand of a man who has 
suffered a great deal in later life.” 

“And was it the hand of a man destined to suffer?” 

“Oh, yes. I thought I told you that.” 

There was a pause. 

“Well,” I said, with awkward sympathy. “I suppose all hands are the 
hands of people destined to suffer.” 

“Not of people destined to suffer so much as / have suffered — as I still 
suffer.” 

The insistence of his selLpity chilled me, and I harked back to a question 
he had not straightly answered. “Tell me: Was it marked in your hands 
that you were not going to pull that cord?” 

Again he looked at his hands, and then, having pressed them for a mo- 
ment to his face, “It was marked very clearly,” he answered, “in their 
hands.” 

Two or three days after this colloquy there had occurred to me in London 
an idea — an ingenious and comfortable doubt. How was Laider to be sure 
that his brain, recovering from concussion, had remembered what happened 
in the course of that railway-journey? How was he to know that his brain 
hadn’t simply, in its abeyance, invented all this for him? It might be that 
he had never seen those signs in those hands. Assuredly, here was a bright 
loop-hole, I had forthwith written to Laider, pointing it out. 

This was the letter which now, at my second visit, I had found miserably 
pent on the letter-board. I remembered my promise to rescue it. I arose 
from the retaining fireside, stretched my arms, yawned, and went forth to 
fulfil my Christian purpose. There was no one in the hall. The “shower” 
had at length ceased. The sun had positively come out, and the front door 
had been thrown open in its honour. Everything along the sea-front was 
beautifully gleaming, drying, shimmering. But I was not to be diverted from 
my errand. I went to the letter-board. And — my letter w^as not there! Re- 
sourceful and plucky little thing— it had escaped! I did hope it would not 
be captured and brought back. Perhaps the alarm had already been raised by 
the tolling of that great bell which warns the inhabitants for miles around 
that a letter has broken loose from the letter-board. I had a vision of my 
envelope skimming wildly along the coast-line, pursued by the old but 
active waiter and a breathless pack of local worthies. I saw it out-distancing 
. them all, dodging past coast-guards, doubling on its tracks, leaping break- 
waters, unluckily injuring itself, losing speed, and at last, in a splendour 
of desperation, taking to the open sea. But suddenly I had another idea. 
Perhaps Laider had returned? . 

; He had. I espied afar on the sands a form that was recognisably, by the 
listless droop of it, hisi I was glad and sorry— rather glad, because he com- 
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pleted the scene of last year; and very sorry, because this time we should 
be at each other’s mercy : no restful silence and liberty, for either of us, this 
time. Perhaps he had been told I was here, and had gone out to avoid me 
while he yet could. Oh weak, weak! Why palter.? I put on my hat and coat, 
and marched out to meet him. ■ ■ ■ 

‘Influenza, of course?” we asked simultaneously. 

,There is a limit to the time which one man may spend in talking to an- 
other about diis own influenza; and presently,, as we paced the sands, I felt 
that..Laider .had : passed, this limit. Iwondered that he didn’t break off and 
thank me now for my letter. He must have read it. He ought to have 
thanked me for it at once. It was a very good letter, a remarkable letter. 
But surely he wasn’t waiting to answer it by post? His silence about it gave 
me the absurd sense of having taken a liberty, confound him. He was 
evidently ill at ease while he talked. But it wasn’t for me to help him out 
of his difficulty, whatever that might be. It was for him to remove the 
strain imposed on myself. 

Abruptly, after a long pause, he did now mianage to say, “It was — very 
good of you to — to write me that letter.” He told me he had only just got 
it, and he drifted away into otiose explanations of this fact. I thought he 
might at least say it was a remarkable letter; and you can imagine my 
annoyance when he said, after another interval, “I was very much touched 
indeed.” I had wished to be convincing, not touching. I can’t bear to be 
called touching. 

“Don’t you,” I asked, “think it is quite possible that your brain invented 
all those memories of what — what happened before that accident?” 

He drew a sharp sigh. “You make me feel very guilty.” 

“That’s exactly what I tried to make you not feel!” 

“I know, yes. That’s why I feel so guilty.” 

We had paused in our walk. He stood nervously prodding the hard wet 
sand with his walking-stick. “In a way,” he said, “your theory was quite 
right. But — it didn’t go far enough. It’s not only possible, it’s a fact, that I 
didn’t see those signs in those hands. I never examined those hands. They 
weren’t there. 1 wasn’t there. I haven’t an uncle in Hampshire, even. I never 
had” 

I too, prodded the sand. “Well,” I said at length, “I do feel rather a fool.” 

“I’ve no right even to beg your pardon^ but ” 

“Oh, I’m not vexed. Only — I rather wish you hadn’t told me this.” 

“I wish I hadn’t had to. It was your kindness, you see, that forced me. 
By trying to take an imaginary load off my conscience, you laid a very real 
one on it.” 

“Fm sorry. But you, of your own free will, you know, exposed your 
conscience to me last year. I don’t yet quite understand why you did that.” 

“No, of course not. I don’t deserve that, you, should. But I think you will. 
May I explain? I’m afraid I’ve talked: a great deal already about my influ- 
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enza, and I shan’t be able to keep it out of my explanation. Well, my weak- 
est point— I told you this last year, but it happens to be perfectly true that 
my weakest point — is my will. Influenza, as you know, fastens unerringly 
on one’s weakest point. It doesn’t attempt to undermine my imagination. 
That would be a forlorn hope. I have, alas! a very strong imagination. At 
ordinary times my imagination allows itself to be governed by my will. 
My will keeps it in check by constant nagging. But when my will isn’t 
strong enough even to nag, then my imagination stampedes. I become even 
as a little child. I tell myself the most preposterous fables, and— the trouble 
is— I can’t help telling them to my friends. Until I’ve thoroughly shaken 
off influenza, I’m not fit company for any one. I perfectly realise this, and 
I have the good sense to go right away till I’m quite well again. I come 
here usually. It seems absurd, but I must confess I was sorry last year when 
we fell into conversation. I knew I should very soon be letting myself go, 
or rather, very soon be swept away. Perhaps I ought to have warned you; 
but — I’m a rather shy man. And then you mentioned the subject of palm^- 
istry. You said you believed in it. I wondered at that. I had once read 
Desbarolles’ book about it, but I am bound to say I thought the whole thing 
very great nonsense indeed.” 

‘Then,” I gasped, “it isn’t even true that you believe in palmistry.?” 

“Oh, no. But I wasn’t able to tell you that. You had begun by saying that 
you believed in palmistry, and then you proceeded to scoff at it. While you 
scoffed I saw myself as a man with a terribly good reason for not scoffing; 
and in a flash I saw the terribly good reason; I had the whole story — at least 
I had the broad outlines of it — clear before me.” 

“You hadn’t ever thought of it before.?” He shook his head. My eyes 
beamed. “The whole thing was a sheer improvisation.?” 

“Yes,” said Laider, humbly, “I am as bad as all that. I don’t say that all 
the details of the story I told you that evening were filled in at the very 
instant of its conception. I was filling them in while we talked about palm- 
istry in general, and while I was waiting for the moment when the story 
would come in most effectively. And I’ve no doubt I added some extra 
touches in the course of the actual telling. Don’t imagine that I took the 
slightest pleasure in deceiving you. It’s only my will, not my conscience, 
that is weakened after influenza. I simply can’t help telling what Fve made 
up, and telling it to the best of my ability. But I’m thoroughly ashamed all 
the time.” 

“Not of your ability, surely.?” 

“Yes, of that, too,” he said with his sad smile. “I always feel that Fm not 
doing justice to my idea.” 

“You are too stern a critic, believe me ” 

“It is very kind of you to say that. You are very kind altogether. Had I 
known that you were so essentially a man of the world— in the best sense 
of that term— I shouldn’t have ,so, much.-dreaded seeing you just now and 
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having to confess to you. But Fm not going to take advantage of your 
urbanity and your easy-going ways. I hope that some day we may meet 
somewhere when I haven’t had influenza and am a not wholly undesirable 
acquaintance. As it is, I refuse to let you associate with me. I am an older 
man than you, and so I may without impertinence warn you against having 
anything to do with me.” 

I deprecated this advice, of course; but, for a man of weakened will, he 
showed great firmness. 'Tou,” he said, “in your heart of hearts don’t want 
to have to walk and talk continually with a person who might at any mo- 
ment try to bamboozle you with some ridiculous tale. And I, for my part, 
don’t want to degrade myself by trying to bamboozle any one — especially 
one whom I have taught to see through me. Let the two talks we have had 
be as though they had not been. Let us bow to each other, as last year, but 
let that be all. Let us follow^ in all things the precedent of last year.” 

With a smile that was almost gay he turned on his heel, and moved aw^ay 
with a step that was almost brisk. I was a little disconcerted. But I w^as also 
more than a little glad. The restfulness of silence, the charm of liberty — 
these things were not, after all, forfeit. My heart thanked Laider for that; 
and throughout the week I loyally seconded him in the system he had laid 
down for us. All was as it had been last year. We did not smile to each 
other, we merely bowed, when we entered or left the dining-room or 
smoking-room, and when we met on the widespread sands or in that shop 
which had a small and faded, but circulating, library. 

Once or twice in the course of the week it did occur to me that perhaps 
Laider had told the simple truth at our first interview and an ingenious 
lie at our second. I frowned at this possibility. The idea of any one wishing 
to be quit oi me -wzs most distasteful. However, I was to find reassurance. 
On the last evening of my stay, I suggested, in the small smoking-room, 
that he and I should, as sticklers for precedent, converse. We did so, very 
pleasantly. And after a while I happened to say that I had seen this after- 
noon a great number of sea-gulls flying close to the shore. 

“Sea-gulls?” said Laider, turning in his chair. 

“Yes. And I don’t think I had ever realised how extraordinarily beautiful 
they are when their wings catch the light.” 

“Beautiful?” Laider threw a quick glance at me and away from me. “You 
think them beautiful?” 

“Surely.” 

“Well, perhaps they are, yes; I suppose they are. But — I don’t like seeing 
them. They always remind me of something — rather an awful thing — that 
once happened to me. * . 

It was a very awful thing indeed. ' . ' - : 
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THE AMULET 

Jacob Wassermann 

(1873-1934) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


Wh.k YOU THINK of the lives some people have to live, lives of nothing 
but want and care, destitute of all. joy, without a moment’s repose, without 
beauty and almost without hope, it makes you wonder why they do not 
simply go out, like flames with nothing to feed them. Man is a patient crea- 
ture, born to suffering, and what he endures is often out of all proportion to 
the resources nature has endowed him with. And many endure it without 
even grumbling. Is it because they do not know that others have a different 
lot, or are they too much preoccupied by their own fate. ^ What is it prevents 
them from resigning themselves in silent passivity to the dark, inevitable 
end, and taking the path to the grave — to death which they understand as 
little as they do their wretched existence.? 

Christine Schierling grew up in the grimy back streets of a large town 
and had never known father or mother. She began her life in an orphanage; 
then her guardian took her to live with him; then her guardian died; then 
she had to go into service with a rent-collector. She had to carry water, 
wash clothes, light fires, look after children, scrub floors — that was her life 
from early in the morning until late at night. 

Innumerable were the houses in which she toiled, the families whose 
bread she ate, the stairs she ran up and down, the scoldings she was given 
by her mistresses. She was always changing situations, not because of the 
hardships she suffered,, for these she could not escape wherever she w^ent, 
but because every now and then the thought came to her that she might 
better herself. 

But this turned out to be an illusory hope. The mistress of a prosperous 
household looked askance at a girl who came from a poor one and so she 
always had to seek refuge again with lower class people. Sometimes they 
were good people, sometimes bad, just as it might happen. Sometimes her 
wages were in arrear, sometimes she was half-starved. In one place there 
were ill-natured children who tormented and persecuted her, in oth.ers 
lodgers who took liberties when they came home at night. In one place 
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the wife was in poor health, in another she was a termagant, for whom 
you could do nothing right; and sometimes the husband was a drunkard, 
who deceived his wife with other women and there was everlasting quarrel- 
ling and bickering. 

She got to know every sort of person and every sort of family life. She 
knew the shamefaced brand of poverty which is slovenly, and the in- 
dustrious brand which defies every assault of fate. She had seen love under 
the piteous ruins of lost happiness and hate that infests the air with its 
pestilence, hate between father and son, between man and wife, between 
brother and sister. She knew the language of envy, the poison of scandal, 
the rage of despair, tongue-tied melancholy and the horrors that bring 
crime to birth. She had been with a confectioner, a shoemaker, a procuress, 
a bankrupt manufacturer, a midwife, a woman who kept a tobacconist’s 
shop, a retailer of brandy. She often dreamed of the houses in which she 
had sojourned, but she did not see them one after the other, or now one 
and now another, but all at once in a nightmare conglomeration^ — like the 
cells of a honeycomb. She saw steps without end and innumerable doors. 
She smelt a smell of beds, fat and bad coffee. She heard a ceaseless noise, 
noise everywhere, singing, whistling, hammering, shouting and laughing; 
the crying of children, the barking of dogs, thumping and shovelling, 
cursing and groaning. And all without a sun and without a sky. 

She had only rarely slept in a bed, usually on a sack of straw or a 
mattress beside the kitchen fire. Vermin crawled over her hands and face 
as soon as it was dark. It was only when she was with the manufacturer 
that she had a room to herself, but it was a cupboard in the attic where 
the wind blew in and on cold nights she froze to the marrow of her 
bones. 

Between her twentieth and twenty-first year she was with a Major. He 
was addressed as Major, but in reality he was a dilapidated old man 
who made his living out of petty agencies eked out with a scanty pension. 
As long as he was well she never had a kind word from him, but when he 
was taken bad and Christine had to look after him he got down in the 
mouth and as soon as she left the room he whined until she came back. 
Christine heard his moans and complaints and saw that it was all up with 
him. When he felt that he was at death’s door he called the girl to his bed- 
side and said : '‘May God reward you for all you have done for me. I cannot. 
But, so that you shan’t go away empty-handed from my deathbed, I will 
give you the amulet my mother, now with God, hung round my neck when 
I went to fight against the Italians. Perhaps it will bring you better luck 
than it has me.” Saying this he felt under his woollen nightshirt and after 
undoing the catch he brought out a steel chain with a coin attached to it. 
It was as large as a florin piece and the colour of verdigris. Christine 
thanked him. Immediately afterwards the Major breathed his last. 
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Ever after she always wore the chain round her neck. Ten years later she 
at last reached a higher station in life: she went into service with a Jewish 
couple. The man’s name was Simon Laubeseder and he had originally 
been a rag-and-bone man; then he started an old clothes shop in the out- 
skirts of the town, where he supplied the artisans with cheap clothing, and 
it was not long before he opened a business in the Stiftgasse, which boasted 
the name of Warehouse of the Emperor of Austria. They were a childless 
couple and the work was not too hard; also they were quiet people and 
Christine learnt from them what decent ways were. But the most im- 
portant thing of all was that she had a bedroom of her own. 

She decorated the bare walls with illustrations from new’'spapers. There 
were the Crown Prince Rudolph, Prince Bismarck with his dog, Tyras, 
and a picture of the battle of Trafalgar; the pictures were tacked up 
and fir twigs and dried flowers were stuck in behind them. The photo- 
graph of the Major hung over her bed; it showed him as a young 
lieutenant and it likewise was framed in foliage. A long-legged table, 
covered with a tablecloth displayed in loving array all kinds of mementoes 
and presents collected during her past life — a wax peach, a thimble in a 
red silk case, a china dwarf crouching under a toadstool, a prayer book with 
a gilt cross and a necklace of glass beads. Sometimes when she went out 
shopping she met a soldier in the passage or on the stairs, a corporal of 
the German Masters of the Teutonic Order. He had a black, turned-up 
moustache, thick lips, a close-shaven round chin and a merry gleam in his 
eye. The second time she encountered him he gave her a salute; the third 
time he laughed; the fourth time he entered into conversation and she 
learned that he was paying a visit to his sister who lived in the house and 
was married to Grieshacker, the haulage contractor. The corporaFs name 
was Kalixtus ZoflE and he had got himself put on the active list of his 
regiment and hoped soon to be promoted sergeant major. 

By degrees Christine became friendly with him and they agreed to go 
for a walk together one Sunday. They took the train to Sievering, walked 
through the Friihlingswald to Weidling and returned on foot to the town 
as dusk was falling. The corporal was going to meet his sister and her 
husband and they went to a small public house and sat down at a table 
at which eight or ten people were already seated. Christine knew Frau 
Grieshacker by sight and she sat down beside her and shyly said good eve- 
ning. The corporal soon began to talk big and got into a violent argument 
with Grieshacker about whether the Salzburg express stopped at Neuleng- 
bach or not. 

Kalixtus Zoif gave Christine his arm on the way home and made a few 
clumsy advances under cover of the darkness. But Christine was tired. It 
was the first time in years she had; been for a long walk. Her eyes were 
dropping before she got in,: and, when. the. corporal asked for a kiss as he 
said good night she complied without thinkin much about it. She kissed 
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him on his thick lips and his moustache tickled her under her nose. Frau 
Grieshacker laughed and the lorryman whistled meaningly. 

Christine kept company with the corporal for a long time without 
giving way to him, as^ of course, it was his object she should; and she re- 
sisted not because she was afraid or because she set any value on her 
surrender, but because she had little inclination for what to him seemed 
so desirable. , . v 

Kalixtus ZoS was annoyed; he said she was making a fool of him and 
threatened to break with her. Yet he always came back, armed each time 
with new weapons of attack. He boasted of his manly vigour, hinted at 
secret advantages of which he was the possessor and spoke contemptuously 
of other men who had only the outward appearance of virility. When 
Christine assured him that she believed him and yet remained unmoved, 
he got wild and placing his right hand on the breast of his tunic and his 
left on the hilt of his side arm, he swore that unless she would be his he 
would put a bullet through himself and her as well. 

She displayed great calm when he raved and this impressed him. He had 
formed the opinion that her obstinacy must be due to her earlier experi- 
ences with men and he did everything possible to convince her that he 
was quite an exception to the common run of males. Hence his astonish- 
ment was unbounded when he was forced to see his mistake and learned 
that her past was not at all what he had supposed it. 

It was on a summer evening and they were walking from Kahlenberg 
over the hills towards Nussdorf. There were other loving couples walking 
in front of them and behind them; some were singing, some whispering 
and sometimes a couple left the road and disappeared from view. The 
voices of Sunday holiday makers resounded from the woods and from 
the edges of the vineyards and the numerous wayside inns. The moon rose 
above the town and the air was sultry. As they walked along, Christine by 
degrees began to talk. Her tongue was loosened and her dulled senses 
escaped from the shackles which since her childhood had never relaxed 
their grip. She told him the story of her life and all the places she had been 
and how hard a time she had had of it. Kalixtus Zoff listened at first with 
indulgent condescension, but when that part of the story he was waiting for 
never came he decided to come to the rescue of his own impatience and 
her forgetfulness with a plain question. She answered with a shake of her 
head that nothing of that sort had ever occurred. He was so taken aback 
that he stood still and looked at her with his mouth open, for the very 
idea of such a thing was not only new to him but at the first flush 
incomprehensible; so incomprehensible that he tried to combat it with a 
contemptuous gesture; and only the sombre melancholy of her demeanour 
and her voice prevented him giving more energetic expression to his 
incredulity. 

She again couldn’t understand his astonishment. She was not aware of 
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ever having told a lie or made herself out other than she ^vas. “Oh, yes/' she 
went on, “y‘^u see more than enough, more than you want to, and all feeling 
for it goes.” 

That’s how it was with her. She had seen too much; and her “Oh yes” 
said everything. In the houses she had been in the walls were thin, the bed 
springs rusty and nobody felt any shame in the eyes of another; sanctity 
was sunk in brute necessity, the most intimate tenderness in grim com- 
pulsion. When they lay in each other’s arms, their wretchedness still pursued 
them; and when one night raised them above the drab level, how friend- 
less they were all the nights after! Marriage was like death, the veil was 
lifted; childbirth a terror. Money — everybody squabbled over, cliitehed at, 
sold their souls for money. Without money — hunger, horror, despair and 
murder. Once a prostitute, who had managed to save a hundred crowns, 
was stabbed near the kitchen where Christine slept. She saw the murdered 
woman’s face. Nobody’s resources for love could be great enough not to 
be beggared of all hope, of every innocent anticipation and secretly 
treasured belief after a sight like that. It was the opened sewer of the 
underworld; inevitable, incarnate doom. 

Christine told him all this too in her own simple words; and how she 
had to give evidence afterwards in court; and how her evidence told against 
her mistress, the procuress. In consequence of this two pimps enticed 
her one night on to a derelict building plot and beat her and she lay 
there until midnight in a pool of blood. 

Kalixtus Zoff gradually began to feel small. He detected the ring of 
truth in her words and, further, it was borne in upon him that this girl 
was altogether incapable of untruth. The suspicion came to him that she 
was as far above him as he, up to now, had imagined himself to be above 
her and, in spite of his martial prowess, he felt overawed. 

His silence touched Christine, for she guessed the cause of it. “I don’t 
want to go home yet,” she begged of a sudden and looked round about 
her. Absorbed in their talk, they had got off the road and now they were 
all by themselves. The moon had glided behind a bank of clouds and far 
down in the plain of the Danube the lights of the town gleamed dimly, 
veiled in mist. Christine sank down on the grass, Kalixtus sat down beside 
her and began softly whistling a tune. 

“How well you whistle,” Christine said. 

“Yes, I can whistle,” he replied as he leaned his head on her breast. 

Christine was able to conceal her pregnancy until about Christmas time. 
Frau Laubeseder gave her a good talking to when she noticed her condition, 
but Christine was obstinately dumb. She admitted what there was no 
denying, but little else could be dragged out of her. She didn’t know where 
she meant to go when her time came and she didn’t want any well-meant 
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The people in the house and the street looked at her inquisitively: she 
read pity in some faces^ scorn in others. Kalixtus Zoff was a little discon- 
certed at firsts but when Christine neither reproached him nor pulled a 
long face, nor asked him for money, he worried no more and was honestly 
grateful to her for behaving in a way that excused him from the necessity 
of making even the show of a bad conscience. 

One night in March Christine gave birth to a boy. That evening, when 
she felt the first pains, she went to a midwife in the neighbourhood with 
whom she had made arrangements some days before. She had to pay 
fifteen crowns the moment she arrived and then she was allowed to stay 
there and the woman made a bed ready for her. 

She lay in bed for four days and then the midwife said she was well 
enough to get up. She got up, but she still felt very weak. She had to 
leave the infant with the midwife for the time; she was to come back on 
Sunday and then they would discuss what was to be done with the child. 
“What are you going to call him?” the midwife asked. Christine replied 
that he was to be called Joseph. 

Through the midwife she heard of a woman at Erdberg who was pre- 
pared to take the child in return for a small payment. The midwife took 
him there herself and on the next Sunday Christine went to Erdberg with 
the corporal to make sure that the baby was in good hands. The woman 
whose charge he was in was a laundress and Christine was not at all pleased 
with her. She had four small children of her own and the house was dirty 
and dark. 

Two days later Christine went out to Erdberg again and, without making 
many words of it, demanded to have the child given up to her and took 
him to the Laubeseders’. But he cried piteously half the night and Simon 
Laubeseder’s sleep was disturbed and he forbade her to keep the child 
in the house. And so Christine had to look about for another home for 
him and she remembered the widow of a gardener, whom she had got to 
know in one of her former places and who had done her a few kind- 
nesses. She went to her and she agreed to mother the child in return for a 
moderate sum. The child was christened, the court appointed a guardian 
for him and Kalixtus Zoff would have had to pay for his maintenance, but 
he had no money and so Christine had to take it all on herself. 

As the gardener’s widow lived near by, Christine often ran along in 
the evenings to see how Joseph was getting on. As far as she could see 
and from what the woman said, the child had nothing to complain of, but 
every time Christine saw him her heart stood still: he looked so bad and 
his skin was yellow and his eyes big. When a year had gone by and the 
child was still sickly, she put him in charge of a woman who kept a 
dairy in Hetzendorf, a certain Frau Tomasek, and there he stayed, for she 
was better than her predecessors and had some little love for the homeless 
creature. 
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The corporal took Christine out every Sunday just as he had before^ but 
now they did not often go out into the country, though this was what 
Christine liked best. Instead they paid Joseph a visit and then ZofE headed 
for a pub in the newly built outskirts of the town, where it was his custom 
to meet his friend, Polivka, who was a barber. 

Polivka and Zoff had got to know one another in a dance bar at Prater 
not long before. They had had a quarrel over a girl, as Kalixtus made no 
bones about telling Christine; but then they came to the contusion that 
the girl was no great catch and went off together; and as they strolled 
along late at night they opened their hearts to one another. 

Polivka the barber was always dinning it into the corporaFs ears that 
he ought to give up the army; and for this reason Christine, who at first 
could not put up with the man, began by degrees to look on him more 
favourably. Polivka’s contention was debated at great length, but Kalixtus 
Zoff was deaf to the voice of reason. 

He kept saying that he was born to be a soldier and that his heart and 
soul were in it. Polivka, who had the reputation among his acquaintances 
of being a w^ell-read and educated fellow and whose command of words 
fully bore out his reputation, maintained on the other hand that times 
being what they were, a soldier’s life was merely idleness and folly and that 
a man of Kalixtus Zoff’s physical and mental gifts — and here Polivka 
winked slyly at Christine, who w^as listening with all her ears — could show 
up to greater advantage in any other line of life and even make a com- 
fortable position for himself. 

“All that’s a lot of nonsense,” Kalixtus Zoff replied. “I w^ear the Em- 
peror’s uniform and that’s the end of it. If the Emperor did not need 
soldiers he would let us know it himself. Why should I sweat my guts 
out all the week for a few lousy crowns? I have my bed and board, my 
drink and my uniform and, over and above that, there’s something else 
to be taken into account. There’s not a man so smart and well turned out 
as one of us when he leaves barracks to walk out with his girl.” He put his 
arm roughly round Christine’s shoulders and pinched her arm so hard 
that she cried out. 

“And what about you, Polivka?” he asked, turning to the barber. “You 
don’t do so mighty well even though you have supped up wisdom with a 
spoon.” 

' “That’s true,” Polivka said, looking somewhat nettled, as he swept his 
barbered locks from his forehead. “But that is up to me personally, to put 
it that way. If I were no more than a barber I should long since have had 
my saloon in the Ringstrasse with half-a-dozen assistants and a wife. But I 
was borii for something better. I have my ambitions. Fortune did not put 
the shaving brush and razor in my cradle.” He rested his chin in his 
hand and his little twinkling bootrbutton eyes gazed sadly into space. 

/ Christine did not understand what he was talking about. But she felt 
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sure that she was destined to know him better. During the next week but 
one she received a rosy pink note with his signaturcj in which he invited 
her and her friend Kalixtus to a dramatic performance to be given by 
“The Blackbirds” on the following Sunday. They were going to give “The 
Robbers” and Polivka was taking the part of Karl. Christine and Kalixtus 
betook themselves to the “Golden Pear” at the hour appointed. She had 
never been to a theatre before and the auditorium and all the lights and 
the well-dressed people and the painted curtain made a deep impression on 
her. When the curtain went up and the performance began and a space 
hitherto invisible, was revealed, Vv^here strangely dressed and strangely 
speaking persons moved about, she involuntarily seized Kalixtus’s arm 
and sighed and marvelled and felt afraid. 

It was some time before she formed a clear idea of what was going on. 
By degrees she got hold of the story and as she held her breath in rapt 
attention her heart went out to the unhappy and magnificent Karl Moor. 
When he came on the stage in his might, wearing a hat with nodding 
plume, his eyes darting lightning, his arms waving like the sails of a wind- 
mill; when he stormed against mankind in a voice that made the air 
quiver, Kalixtus Zofif gave Christine a nudge and whispered: “There he is. 
Thads Polivka.” 

Christine could hardly believe it. Yet doubt and amazement ran into 
one in the stress of her emotion and towards the end of the piece she could 
no longer restrain her tears and sobbed so loudly that people turned round 
and looked at her and the corporal felt embarrassed. She felt strangely 
happy as her grief welled out; it came dimly to her mind how seldom she 
had cried; in fact, she could not remember having ever done so and it 
gave her a feeling of luxury and joy. 

“Well, now well go and fetch Polivka,” Kalixtus Zojff said in a loud 
voice at the end of the fifth act, getting up and gazing proudly round to 
let all the world know that he was a friend of the much-admired actor. 
“He made a proper job of it. Grand! Why, a general might envy him 
lungs like that!” 

Christine wanted to go home. She said in excuse that she felt bad and 
when Kalixtus Zoff got annoyed she pleaded with him and looked at him 
with imploring eyes. He shrugged his shoulders and left her. He turned with 
his noisy cheeriness to a group of Polivka’s friends and a moment later 
Polivka himself joined them, clad once more in his everyday clothes and 
with his face clean of paint and rather pale. He shook hands all round and 
laughed conceitedly. , , . , 

Christine was glad to have seen him after all and then she hurried away. 
A cold wind swept along in the street, but she did not feel it. She was 
warmed within by veneration, and fortified, by aspirations she had never 
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Polivka observed Christine’s altered demeanour, but he put a wrong 
construction on it. 

“What’s the matter with Christine? What is she cross with me for?” he 
enquired of Kalixtus Zoff one day. 

“Christine? You turned her head with your play-acting,” the corporal 
answered. “She’s been up in the air ever since, I tell you.” 

The barber then saw how the land lay. And he took a closer look at 
Christine. She was not bad, even if she was thirty-three. Her way of dressing 
and behaving was certainly unpretentious and too modest by far, but her 
face, her soft lips and her sad eyes were more attractive than was usual in 
girls of her station. Polivka felt the desire to fulfil expectations of which 
his person, idolised even by himself, was the object. With pleasing tremors 
he pictured himself as lord and master of the poor servant girl and while 
he lathered his clients’ stubbly chins he closed his eyes in a poetic dream. 
He no longer felt any scruples about having to go behind his friend in 
order to win Christine. 

Hence his mortification was great when the first advance he made met 
with an insulting rebuff. She gazed at him with astonishment and he Was 
completely cowed. 

Next Sunday Kalixtus Zoff greeted him with a friendly dig in the ribs 
and shouted out with a laugh: “Polivka, you’re a dirty dog.” 

The barber went green and yellow with embarrassment and annoyance 
and racked his brains what to do next. The corporal seemed to be con- 
foundedly sure of the girl and she instantly rose in his estimation now that 
he found she was far from being so willing as he had supposed. He there- 
fore lay in ambush and resolved to go to work with more circumspection. 

He had offended Christine by his clumsy overtures. There was a contra- 
diction in her feelings for Polivka: she had a vision of him in her own 
mind that awed and affected her; when she thought of him her breast 
expanded and her soul warmed; but in his actual presence she was shocked 
and disillusioned and she looked in vain for the other Polivka of whom she 
dreamed. In all this the idea of being untrue to Kalixtus never entered her 
head. She considered herself bound to him for good, or until he himself 
cast her off. She knew that he was not so particular, but she did not pass 
judgment on him for that; she did not take it on herself to judge him. She 
regarded herself as his property, of which he could dispose as he saw fit or 
even as his fancy dictated. 

Meanwhile the time came when the Emperor, as Kalixtus had said, 
found a use for his soldiers. The archduke and heir to the throne was mur- 
dered and the Serbs challenged the Empire and challenged the whole 
world. Russia mobilised, England rose up in menace and countries where 
peace had long been at home shuddered in anticipation of slaughter with- 

Even Polivka had to realise M last what a soldier was and what he was 
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good for. Everyone else realised it likewise and put all his trust in the 
defenders of his property. The soldier, too, now became conscious of his 
destiny and prepared in the time-honoured manner to welcome war as a 
glorious adventure. It had never of course entered his head that things 
would come to such a. pass and he did not grasp the full seriousness of 
it yet. 

It was the women who were filled with apprehension; the shadow of the 
future already fell on their hearts. Pain and astonishment took possession 
of them and unconsciously they sundered their daily activities from those 
of the men, which seemed to them mysterious and atrocious. 

Many a man became a hero who had little foreseen such a transformation 
and many a love became new again which had seemed staled by custom. 
Christine sat up for the whole of one night mending the clothes Kalixtus 
was taking with him on active service. There was haste, for the regiment 
was marching to the station to entrain on the following day. She would 
have liked to do a great deal more for him and, if loving care could have 
made her sewing any firmer, his shirts and handkerchiefs would have 
been imperishable. Yes, she was filled with apprehension and her heart was 
overshadowed; yet she thought with tenderness of the man to whose fate 
her own was bound and who was going to war, perhaps never to return. 

She too had never connected his profession, even remotely, with danger. 
So easy a life, so untroubled, so leisurely; and hers, in comparison, so hard, 
so full of drudgery and toil. She had had it against him that he laughed his 
way through life and refused to take any thought for the morrow, and now 
he had to pay the price. From one day to another it might be all over with 
him and the bullet that might hit him was already cast. How good and 
right it was, then, that no sorrows had so far darkened his existence. 

She told herself ten times over that she would be true to him. Why? She 
had no guilty thought when she said it. She was not afraid of herself. She 
said it only to give herself the assurance and him peace of mind. Her fond 
longing was far away from her: Karl Moor beckoned only on the farthest 
outskirts of her dreams. She was staid and unruffled; awed and stilled by 
the dread disaster of a whole world’s collapse. And yet the mysterious 
evolution of a human destiny embraces, is already embraced by, all that 
lies merely as an embryo within it, 

Kalixtus Zoif was able to snatch half an hour early in the morning and 
pay the boy a visit with her. He was four years old by this time. His face 
was yellow and when his father gave him a piece of chocolate he had 
brought for him his eyes lit up greedily. Frau Tomasek said he was never 
satisfied and Kalixtus Zoff laughed, but Christine felt a stab of doubt when 
she heard it. The neglected child went to her heart, the word mother 
sounded so strange on his lips; and she Wondered how she could contrive 
to take the child into her own keeping. At midday she went to the station 
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and the barber escorted her. With a frown of uneasiness he studied the 

calling-up notices on the walls. 

“Keep your heart up, Zoif,” he said to Kalixtiis by way of good-bye. 

“Servus, Polivka, you old froth-blower,” the corporal replied cheerily and 
turned to Christine and, opening his eyes very wide, he said in a severe 
tone : “Good-bye, Tiny, and see you’re true to me.” 

“And you, see you keep safe,” she stammered and looked at him and 
looked away again, and then lost sight of him in the crowd of soldiers. 

Polivka, as a man bent on profit, lost no time in trying to occupy the 
place Kalixtus Zoif had left vacant, in so far at least as he laid claim to 
the superfluous victuals from the kitchen which the corporal had had the 
enjoyment of. Every evening he came to the door at the time when 
Christine went out to the grocer’s and approached his goal by the winding 
paths of eloquence, by playful and poetical allusions, as though his stomach 
were the keeper of his heart and the guardian angel of the absent. 

There was no occasion for all this with Christine. She saw no need for 
mystery or cunning. She had saved the eatables she had given Kalixtus 
from what she was allowed for herself and she would never have thought 
of taking advantage of her master and mistress by thieving and pilfering. 
She ate sparingly, even more so now than before. He who cooks himself 
is soon satisfied. But she would never have ventured to offer the barber 
what the corporal had for so long enjoyed; he seemed to her too superior 
and too proud for that, and when he raised the question she was surprised, 
though she gladly consented. 

Polivka was a dainty feeder. Meat had not to be too fat, nor too lean 
either; bread he despised and liked only crisp pastries. Sausage and cheese 
were beneath his notice. 

One day he asked Christine for a loan of forty crowns. His business had 
fallen off owing to the war. Receipts diminished week by week. 

He knew from Kalixtus Zoff that Christine had saved about five hun- 
dred crowns. But he knew also that the corporal, easygoing though he 
was, had made it a point of honour to keep his fingers off her hard-earned 
savings. Polivka was less scrupulous. At the best of times he always had 
his eye out for anything that might add to his enjoyment of life and, now 
that he was in want, he was even greedier and more ruthless. 

Christine was too good-natured to distrust him and, so far from meeting 
his haughty demand with .a point-blank refusal, she did not even think 
twice about it. When she handed out the money he crumpled up the two 
notes and stuffed them into his waistcoat pocket just as though he w^ere 
being paid a debt which, was' long overdue. 

The date when the loan was to be repaid passed by and instead of keep- 
ing his word he asked for a further sum of twenty crowns. The sixty soon 
became a hundred, them three, hundred, and so it went on until he had 
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cleaned her out. It had taken her fifteen years to amass her capital: it only 
took four months to dispose of it. There was always some fresh Gircum- 
staiice which compelled Polivka to come down upon her: taxes were diiCj 
his landlord would wait no longer, the tailor was going to sell him up. At 
first he was in real need of the money, but when he found how easy it was 
to get possession of Christine’s savings he fancied the source must be in- 
exhaustible and spent what she gave him in riotous living. 

He was one of the regular patrons of the lottery and spoke of the winning 
ticket he was soon going to draw with the same confidence as he might 
have of money in the bank. Also he told her about a sick but miserly 
uncle in Bohemia, who had sacks of gold buried in his cellar and whose 
death might be expected any day. He drew a glowing picture of the fine 
life he would then lead and one Sunday he even took Christine to see over 
a villa in Hietzing and smacked his lips as he said that he had long had 
his eye on the place and would buy it as soon as his uncle in Bohemia was 
off the hooks. 

Christine believed it all; that is to say, she believed as people do when 
they are afraid of the truth. When she had handed over the greater part 
of her fortune to Polivka she had a pretty good notion what his promises 
and solemn oaths were worth. She saw that he did no work and that 
things were going from bad to worse with him. He spent his nights drink- 
ing and his days in bed. 

When she became a mother Christine began for the first time to rejoice 
in her savings; it was her dearest thought that one day the money would 
be of use to Joseph and ease his first steps on the hard road of life. How 
could she look the boy in the face if he wanted clothes and shoes and 
books and she had nothing to give him and was as poor as a mouse? What 
would she say to him, what would the boy think of her and what would 
become of him? 

She did not upbraid Polivka. He was still the object of her deep venera- 
tion, owing to a law of her nature and by virtue of a secret steadfastness in 
her very soul. Once she had received the vision of higher things in a 
moment of uplifted happiness she could not let it go. Against this even 
the loss of her money could not prevail, bitter as it was. She lulled herself 
with the idea that Kalixtus would recover the money for her when he came 
back; Polivka would not have the face to brazen it out then and he would 
have to pay her back. 

Meanwhile, Kalixtus only added to her cares, for though he had promised 
to write regularly she had not had a single word from him. Her letters 
remained unanswered. Many wounded soldiers were to be seen in the 
streets. They all looked tired and sad. Often she longed to question one of 
them, but she was afraid to. . Disquieting rumours were abroad and at the 
grocer’s in the evenings people said openly that things were going badly at 
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the front; and when she talked to Polivka about it he made a face, which 
suggested that he received the most important despatches every morning 
from the Generar Staff, and remarked with Austrian relish of misfortune 
that it would all end badly. 

She searched the dim future in her dread and prayed at night that 
Kalixtus might be spared. Her heart beat dully when she thought of him, 
as though she already half gave him up for lost. If ever her despondence 
lifted, the thought of Joseph filled her heart to overflowing and she has- 
tened to Frau Tomasek to see the child. Instead of the rickety, pale and 
cowed little boy he actually was, she saw in him a flower of promise; the 
one living being on whom her hopes could rest, who was incontestably and 
utterly her own, and suddenly she loved him with a boundless love. 

She now resolved to speak to Polivka once more about the money. She 
went to see him one afternoon in December when a moist grey mist 
shrouded the streets. Polivka’s shop was shut and she went next door where 
the barber lived in a basement room. 

She entered and found Polivka lying dressed on his bed, smoking. The 
walls were covered with photographs of actors and actresses. Empty beer 
bottles and coffee cups, a lamp with a broken chimney and a pair of dirty 
boots littered the table. 

Polivka raised his head inquisitively and asked what she had come for. 
Christine’s courage failed her and she said nothing about the money. He 
clasped his hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling. ‘'Kalixtus is 
dead,” he said abruptly. 

Christine felt as if all the blood was drained from her brain. Frau 
Grieshacker had told him so, Polivka said, and she had had the news from 
a platoon sergeant in the same regiment. He sighed and shut his eyes. 

Christine did not move. After a while she turned round and silently left 
the room. Polivka jumped up from his bed, tore the door open and called 
after her. 

She came back and stood with limp arms. 

"Now you belong to me,” he said. 

She did not answer and went away. 

The Grieshackers had moved and now lived at Meidling. Christine went 
out there that night. Frau Grieshacker welcomed her very kindly. Her hus- 
band too was at the front and she had had no news of him for a long time. 
As for Kalixtus she could only repeat what the sergeant had told her. She 
sat down at the table and buried her face in her apron and wept. 

Then she asked where the child was and how he was getting on. When 
Christine only looked sadly in front of her, she said she could bring 
him to her, Christine promised she would. 

At this very hour Kalixtus . Zoff was lying out on a battlefield in Poland. 
A shell splinter had torti off Lis rig&t arm. The field dressing a wounded 


THE AMULET 


853 


comrade had bound round him had not stopped the bleeding. Tortured 
with throbbing pain he lay in a wet hollow, waiting to be picked up and 
taken to a dressing station. The guns were silent. All around him he heard 
groans and cries of pain. 

He thought of Vienna where he had led such a jolly and careless life; of 
Christine and their walks together and of his little son with his enormous 
head and great staring eyes. But the thought of Christine crowded out all 
else. He saw her as clearly and vividly as if he had been talking to her 
an hour before. She had never been so near to him during all the six 
months since he left her as now when he lay in the mud, unable to 
move. 

She looked at him with reproachful eyes which frightened him. It came 
over him that he had behaved badly to her, but just how and why he 
could not make out. 

When night fell he lifted his head and saw dim figures against the over- 
cast sky. They were stretcher-bearers. He tried to shout and could not. 
They went past. His forehead broke out in a cold sweat. 

The wound began to pulse more feverishly. He touched it with his left 
hand and his fingers were soaked in blood. What will happen to me, he 
thought. And what will happen to her? His heart was suddenly filled with 
a tenderness for Christine he had never known before. 

With an effort he raised his head once more. It was a dreary scene. Pale 
moonlight glimmered over the river through the drifting clouds. Then an 
unwieldy lump came shuffling over the ground, a lump that breathed 
stertorously, snuffled loudly and grunted hoarsely and greedily. 

It was a black pig, as large as a bear, with pendulous chops, stark bristles 
and savagely gleaming eyes. Probably it had been starving in its sty and 
had broken out to seek for food on the field of battle. 

The clumsy brute came panting up to him. Kalixtus Zoff felt hot breath 
in his face. Its snuffling sounded gleeful and impatient. The smell of fresh 
blood had an intoxicating effect on it. Kalixtus was transfixed with horror 
as he v/ondered how to defend himself. None of the battles in which he 
had fought had roused him to this pitch of terror. 

What does it all mean, he thought. Why must I lie here and perish like 
a beast? VvT^y is my arm torn away? I am a cripple, a cripple for the rest 
of my days. What is the meaning of all this frightful misery that has sud- 
denly come down on the world ? 

He made a movement of his shoulders. The pig started. Then it came 
on again more savagely. He moved again and it grunted angrily and stuck 
its snout in his face. Then with a grisly noise it began to lap the blood; in 
a moment it would dig its tusks in his flesh. Nausea and despair roused 
Kalixtus to a last effort. He felt along his side with his left hand and 
grasped his yataghan and drawing it from the scabbard plunged the steel 
deep into the animal’s belly. , : . 
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The beast uttered' a piercing shriek. It 'was, a'' shriek that filled, the. silence 
of the "night, and the, whole vault of the sky. It sounded like a, frantic scream 
of the; demon .who held, all humanity'in, hismlaws..,Kalixtus Zoif swooned^, 
but the doctor and his orderlies, hearing the noise, crossed the narrow 
stream at once, found the animal writhing in its death throes and the un- 
conscious body of the wounded man. 

Christine kept her promise and took Joseph to Frau Gricshacker and he 
remained in her charge. Frau Tomasek was very angry and suddenly de- 
manded to be paid back for all kinds of expenses she pretended she had 
incurred. Christine had to argue for a long time until at last the woman 
contented herself with a part of her unjust demands and, as she seemed 
to have a genuine affection for her foster child, Christine asked Fi'au 
Gricshacker to allow her to visit the child on Sundays. 

Frau Gricshacker was glad to take the child and said he was like 
Kalixtus. She had a sister living with her, Frau Wandl by name, a lean and 
silent person, who did a great deal for the boy with the air of being unable 
to endure him. 

When the four women sat together and talked they kept their eyes on 
the boy all the time as he played on the floor, each with different feelings. 
Sometimes Polivka was there too, but he was no longer the gay spark of 
other days. He brooded darkly within his soul or picked up Herr 
Grieshacker’s concertina and gave musical expression to his bad temper 
and his pessimism. Then he urged Christine to go with him to the public 
house and when she refused he went off by himself in a rage. 

Once she followed him and begged him not to go. He asked malignantly 
what life had to offer him except the public house. If she wanted him to 
give up anything for her sake she ought to do something for his sake. 
Christine said he was not to start on that again when she was in such 
sorrow^ and he ought to think of poor Kalixtus, Oh, said he, dead was dead, 
and once under the ground no one came back. If she kept on refusing him, 
what could he do but drink Christine was tired of all this talk and she 
asked herself why she made so much of a matter of no importance. Who 
was any the better.? Ought she to think such a lot of herself and put on airs 
when the man was desperate and had set his whole heart on it? 

Sensing her change of mind, Polivka took hold of her arm and his voice 
became cajoling. But in his words there w:as the cynical indifference of a 
wastrel, who had no aim and no belief left and made the common plight 
of humanity merely an excuse for poaching the small game of sensual 
indulgence. ' ... , . f 

Christine went with him to his dirty room and lay down in his dirty 
bed. She gave herself to him as a martyr and her heart was heavy, for the 
ideal longing he had once inspired in her went pale and vanished away as 
she-didjt. And when sheleft'the man, she felt. a 'gnawing uneasiness take 
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hold of her on Joseph’s account She felt she had done the child a mortal 
harm. Her thoughts became confused and she had no sleep and no peace of 
mind left. She no longer ventured to enter the house where he was; every 
day she set out, but when she got near she turned back. She was afraid of 
reading in his face all the sufferings and privations that haunted her mind; 
she lost all joy in her work and things got so bad that Frau Laubeseder, for 
all her patience, gave her notice; and on the top of that she discovered to 
her horror that she was pregnant. : 

The day before her notice expired Frau Laubeseder, who was sorry for 
her, said that she could stay on until she found a new situation. But 
Christine replied that she was not going to take another place. She was 
going to have Joseph to live with her. She did not say how she proposed 
to do so if she was not earning anything and probably she did not know 
herself. 

Next morning she packed up her possessions in her wooden boxes; 
clothes, aprons, underclothes and stockings, the pictures on the wall, the 
wax peach, the red silk case containing the thimble, the china dwarf, the 
prayer book and the beads. Then she took her wages and said good-bye 
to her master and mistress, who had been so good to her, and called to the 
porter’s son to help her down with her boxes. He asked her where she 
was going and she said to Polivka, the barber. 

Polivka was not at all sorry to see her, as she brought some money 
with her, not to mention her few possessions, which were of sufficient 
value to pawn. 

He kept his ears open for what she might say, for he was determined 
not to put up with good advice or reproaches. 

When she got to work at once tidying up the dirt and confusion of his 
room, he watched her with disapproving eyes. 

That evening Christine told him that she was going to fetch Joseph 
from Frau Grieshacker’s. He flared up and said he would not have the 
bastard in the house. Christine went pale and replied quietly that she would 
have to go somewhere else with Joseph in that case. Polivka was silenced 
by this and a little later he asked her how m^^h she had in cash. Christine 
said she had thirty-five crowns and a few coppers. He seemed to be taken 
aback and asked again whether that was all. She nodded. Well, anyway, he 
said, she could lend him the money for the rent. She made no objection. 

‘'Curse it, curse it, what’ll become of us!” the barber muttered. 

Oh, that night, side by side, want by want! That frosty, damp, leaden, 
endless night! 

“Curse it, curse it,” Polivka muttered again before he fell asleep, as he 
scratched his abundant locks. But Christine looked at her red hands and 
thought of all the work they had got through already and could still get 
through. Then she did not feel sp frighteneci. 

At six in the morning she got lip silently, but Polivka heard her and 
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seized her roughly by the arm. Why the devil couldn’t she leave her 
bastard where he was ? Christine glanced round and answered with passion 
that she would rather die than leave the child another day in the hands of 
strangers. 

She washed and dressed and when she was ready to go she said she had 
slaved all her life for strangers and now she would have a try and see what 
it was like slaving for her own flesh and blood for a change. As she said 
this her face lit up with a glow of tenderness. 

Polivka^ however^ was already asleep again. 

It was eight o’clock when she entered Frau Grieshacker’s room. Frau 
Grieshacker met her with the news that Kalixtus had unexpectedly re- 
turned. And she sat down at the table and cried into her apron, as she had 
done before, when she had had to announce the news of his death. 

Her tears were not due to excess of joy. Her expression betrayed some- 
thing other than joy over her brother’s return.^^ ^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^^^^^^^^ 

When she had recovered she told Christine that there had been a ring 
at the door at about seven the night before, and there he was. He had 
asked at once where Christine was. A friend he had sent to the Laubese- 
ders’ had told him she was no longer in service with them. He was now 
going there himself. Perhaps the porter could tell him wdiere she was. 

Christine who up to now had stood like a stone began to tremble and 
had to hold onto the wall. Frau Grieshacker went on to say that he had 
spent five months in a hospital on the frontier. He had not wanted anyone 
to write for him and he could not write himself. She sighed. It was not a 
pleasant sigh. 

Suddenly Christine cried out: “Joseph!” and again: “Joseph!” 

The boy appeared in the doorway. He had an abnormally large head and 
his expression as he looked at his mother was stupid. 

Christine kneeled down and flung her arms round him. Then she picked 
him up and looked wildly round and, before Frau Grieshacker could ask 
her where she was off to or get between her and the door, she was out 
of the room and out of the house with the boy in her arms. 

Only to get away, away out of this life, out of this world. That was the 
one thought in her seething brain. 

When she got back to Polivka the landlord had just been. Polivka had 
paid the rent with the money Christine had given him the night before. He 
was sitting in his pants at the table with the newspaper in front of him, 
reading the latest army orders,, vyhich meant that he too would be con- 
scripted at last. 

He had been fearing this for weeks. Now it had come; and he thought 
of the monotonous and, fatiguing, life in barracks and of the grim fate 
against which there was Ao ajppeali he would be sent to the front and 
killed. He had got an old rusty revolver out of a drawer and put it on the 
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He looked gloomily at Christine as she came hurriedly in with the boy 
on her arm. He was going to abuse her for going out without seeing to his 
breakfast, but she got in first and what she said in a hoarse voice smote him 
dumb. 

For a while he stared blankly at her and then he said it was a lie. He had 
it on the best authority that Kalixtus was dead. Christine shook him by 
the shoulder with her free hand and breathlessly told him what she had 
heard from Frau Grieshacker. Her agitation, her dismay and the agony 
she was obviously in would have convinced him if her words had not. The 
corporaFs revenge was a thing to fear. A man who had seen all the blood 
flow that he had seen would not think twice about adding one more dead 
man to the list. 

'‘Get up — get up— we must go,” Christine said, wild-'Cyed. She added that 
Kalixtus might come in at the door any moment. The porter at the 
Laubeseders’ knew where she was. 

While Polivka was getting ready Christine took the revolver and put 
it in the pocket of her dress. 

Soon they were in the street. Christine still carried the boy, although her 
arm ached. Polivka bought some bread and bacon at a grocer’s and ate as 
he walked. 

When they got to the edge of the town Christine could carry the child 
no longer. She put him down and led him by the hand. Polivka asked 
gruffly what the hurry was. She gave him no answer. He followed her be- 
cause he had no idea what he would do on his own and because her 
stronger will imposed on his cowardice and indecision. He hated her, but 
he did not dare to cross her. He told her she had made life a weariness to 
him and brought him to ruin, and yet when she walked even faster he 
quickened his pace likewise. 

Christine sank down exhausted in a meadow near the Steinhof. The day 
was drawing in, rain fell from a grey March sky, Joseph cried himself to 
sleep, Polivka lay down in the shelter of a stack of wood near by. 

Despair took hold of Christine’s soul and swept through her like a storm, 
like a blazing fire. She looked in the face of her* boy and shuddered at 
the life she saw in it. All that had been rose again before her eyes and she 
shuddered at the black hopelessness that streamed from it. It seemed to 
her as though. devouring jaws opened over the boy’s head and this vision 
was so distinct that she cried out. Taking the revolver from her pocket, she 
tried cocking it and suddenly a shot rang out. 

The bullet had hit her. Blood trickled from her left ear. Polivka leapt 
to his feet. She was seized with’ a frantic terror that she might die before 
she had done her child the last service love, could, do and took hold of the 
revolver as she had held it before. Before Polivka could reach her, she had 
put the muzzle to the boy’s temple and a second shot rang out. 

Polivka snatched the revolver from her grasp, She spread her arms over 
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the boy’s body and fainted away. But even while she was unconsciousj she 
knew that Joseph was dead. When she came round and opened her eyes she 
saw the pale child beside her in spite of the darkness. Polivka stood there 
weeping. She only said: “We must bury him.” 

Polivka looked at her in fright and replied that he would have nothing to 
do with it. He was going back to tell the police. 

But it appeared that he was still spellbound by her. He said that he was 
innocent and that she would have to swear it. Meanwhile she dug a hole 
with a piece of wood in the moist leaf mold. She laid the child in it and 
covered him with earth and leaves. Then she prayed with folded hands 
and when she got up she wondered that she was still alive. 

They left the wood and came to a spring. There Christine washed the 
blood from her cheek. The thought of the murder drove them both back 
to mankind. They reached the inner town at dawn and went into a small 
coffee house to refresh themselves. Then they got up again and went to 
Franz-Joseph’s Land and aimlessly traversed the Prater water meadows 
without exchanging a word. They bought some bread and cheese. Chris- 
tine could eat nothing. They spent the night in the open and in the 
morning they wandered wretchedly on. So it went on for five days and 
nights. On the fifth night they took shelter in a barn. A dog barked. The 
farmer found them and was going to fetch the constable, so they hurried 
off as fast as they could go. 

Christine fell down. She felt at that moment that the child in her womb 
lived no longer, and now she knew what it was that had kept her alive 
since Joseph’s death. She could not get up. Polivka looked at her and did 
not stir a finger. 

“Do you call yourself a man.?^” she groaned. 

He was seized with senseless rage and beat her with his fists. She 
screamed and screamed and at last he stopped and helped her up. When 
they got back to the town he led her to the steps of a shop and told her 
to sit down and wait for him. He went away and never came back. 

Christine was in great pain. An old labouring man stopped and asked 
her what was wrong. She asked him to help her into the tram. As they went 
along he told her that he had had two sons killed at the front. 

With a superhuman effort she got to the house in which the Cries- 
hackers lived, and then collapsed. 

She was asked while she was delirious where her child was and in her 
delirium she confessed what had happened to him. 

Frau Grieshacker informed the police. 

Why not end her story here.^ Can any ray of hope lighten such darkness? 
No spirits watch over her fate, the stars circle cold and strange above it. 
And yet a light, almost of another world, is shed about its final moments. 
Ghosts and goblins flee in terror before it, as though Justice uncovered her 
face and spat flames at them. 
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Christine lay in the prison hospital and when she opened her eyes after 
days of deathly trance she saw a man in uniform^ who had only one arm^ 
sitting by her bed. She saw that it was Kalixtus Zoif. There was a grave 
look in his face which had never been there before. His cheeks were no 
longer plump, his chin was no longer round and shining and his moustache 
no longer twirled in the air. He was pale and he wore a look of puzzled 
surprise, as if an unfathomable mystery yawned between him and the 
Kalixtus Zoff of other days. 

Christine felt shyly for his hand. Her lips quivered and she looked at 
him as at the Judge on the Day of Judgment. 

“Keep still,” Kalixtus Zofif said. “I know all about it.” All the colour left 
her face; it went as white as the pillow on which it lay. Raising her right 
hand she pointed ghostily upwards. Kalixtus Zojff nodded. “Don’t worry 
yourself, Tiny,” he said. “I know all about it.” His voice did not sound the 
same. 

She searched his eyes in dread and trembled beneath the bedclothes. 

He bent down to her and went on: “Fm going to be good to you again.” 

She trembled more violently and clasped his hand in both of hers. 

‘Tm going to be good to you again,” he said. “And when you’ve done 
your time Fll marry you.” 

Christine’s head fell back. A glow of holiness, of sweetness and warmth 
suffused her. 

They were the first words of human kindness she had heard, the first 
human goodness she had experienced, the first pure happiness she had 
tasted. It made it worth while to have lived and suffered as she had lived 
and suffered. Now a new state of being began. 

But as she knew that her death was near she took the amulet she had 
worn all these years round her neck and gave the coin and the chain to 
Kalixtus with a look of grateful tenderness and the smile of a woman 
who, if only at death’s door, has been touched at last by the ray of love. 
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CAVALRY PATROL 

Hugo von Hofmannsthal 

(1874-1929) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


On the 22NII OF JULY, 1848, between five and six in the morning, the 
second squadron o£ Wallmoden cuirassiers, one hundred and seven strong, 
under the command o£ Captain Baron Rofrano, le£t the Casino San Ales- 
sandro on a reconnaissance and rode towards Milan/ An indescribable still- 
ness lay over the gleaming, open country; the clouds o£ morning rose in 
smoke dri£ts into the radiant sky from the peaks of the distant mountains; 
the maize stood motionless and farmhouses and churches shone out amidst 
groups of trees that looked as if they had been freshly washed. The patrol 
had scarcely gone a mile beyond the last outposts when it was fired on 
from the cover of the maize-fields and the advance guard reported enemy 
foot soldiers. The squadron formed line along the side of the road and a 
hail of bullets that made a peculiarly loud noise whizzed over their heads. 
Then they charged across the open and drove a party armed with miscel- 
laneous firearms before them as if they were quail. They belonged to the 
Legion Manaras and wore strange headgear. The prisoners were put in 
charge of a corporal and eight men and sent back. The advance guard next 
reported suspicious figures in front of a fine country house approached by 
an avenue of cypresses. The squadron sergeant-major, Anton Lerch, dis- 
mounted and posted twelve men armed with carbines to cover all the win- 
dows and took prisoner eighteen students belonging to the Pisan Legion, 
well-educated and good-looking young fellows with white hands and long 
hair. Half an hour later the squadron captured a man, dressed as a native 
of Bergamo, whose exaggeratedly simple and unassuming air aroused sus- 
picion. The man had detailed plans of the utmost importance, concerning 
the raising of volunteers in the Giudicaria and their co-operation with the 
Piedmontese Army, sewn into the lining of his coat. At about ten o’clock 
in the morning a herd of cattle fell into their hands. Immediately after 
this they were engaged by a strong party of the enemy, who opened fire on 
the advance guard from behind the wall of a cemetery. The leading 
troopers under Lieutenant Gount Trautsohn leapt the low wall and 
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cliargiiig across the graves fell on the panic-stricken enemy, most of whom 
escaped into the church and from there by the door of the sacristy into a 
dense wood. The twenty-seven prisoners said they were Neapolitan irregu- 
lars under Papal officers. The squadron lost one man killed. A party com- 
posed of Lance-corporal Wotrubek and Troopers Holl and Haindl rode 
round the wood and came upon a light howitzer drawn by two cart horses ; 
they fell upon the gun-team, seized the horses by their bridles and turned 
them round. Lance-corporal Wotrubek, who was slightly wounded, was 
sent back to headquarters with a report of the encounters with the enemy 
and the other incidents of the day; the prisoners were marched off to the 
rear likewise, but the howitzer accompanied the squadron, which after 
supplying escorts for the prisoners was still seventy-eight strong. 

As all the prisoners were emphatic in declaring that Milan had been 
entirely abandoned by enemy troops, both regulars and irregulars, and was 
also denuded of artillery and military stores, the captain himself, let alone 
the squadron, found the temptation to ride through this large, fine town 
lying defenceless in their path too strong to resist. The clocks struck 
twelve as the four trumpeters blared out the regimental call into the brazen 
glare of the sky, making a thousand windows rattle and flashing back on 
eight and seventy cuirasses and eight and seventy erect and naked blades; 
streets to right and streets to left became a turmoil of scurrying feet and 
astonished faces; blanched faces vanished with a curse into doorways, 
drowsy windows were thrown open by the bare arms of beauty, as on 
they rode past Santa Babila, San Fedele, San Carlo, past the world-famous 
marble Duomo, past San Satiro, San Giorgio, San Lorenzo, San Eustorgio, 
whose ancient west doors, all wide open, gave glimpses of candle-lighted 
altars through a haze of incense, of silver saints and bright-eyed Madonnas 
robed in silk brocade; from a thousand attics, sombre doorways and tiny 
cabins a shot might have rung out and still they saw nothing but half- 
grown girls and children, with white teeth and black hair; on they rode at 
the trot looking out on all this with eyes shining in a mask of blood and 
dust; in at the Porta Venezia, out by the Porta Ticinese the beautiful 
squadron rode through Milan. 

Not far from the last-mentioned gateway, where a glacis extended, 
shadowed by some fine plane trees, Sergeant-major Anton Lerch thought 
he. caught sight of a woman’s face he knew at the ground-floor window of 
a newly built, bright yellow house. He turned round in the saddle to 
take another look; at the same moment his horse seemed to him to go 
lame in one of his fore- feet, as if he had just got a stone in his shoe, and 
as he was bringing up the rear and could fall out without breaking the 
ranks he decided to dismount, but not before he had reined his horse half- 
way into the passage of the house in question. He had scarcely picked up 
the second of his bay’s white stockinged feet to examine the hoof when a 
door in the passage near the entrance opened and a buxom young. woman 
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in rather dishevelled morning attire appeared. Through the open door the 
sergeant'-major caught a glimpse of a sun-lit room with windows on to a 
garden; also of some pots of basil and red geraniums on. the window sill 
and^ further; a mahogany cupboard and a mythological group in biscuit 
porcelain. At the same moment a pierglass revealed the opposite wall 
to his sharp eyes; its whole extent was occupied by a large white bed and 
a wallpapered door, through which a corpulent, clean-shaven elderly man 
was in the act of retreating. 

Meanwhile, the woman’s name came back into his head and with it a lot 
else: that she was the widow or divorced wife of a Groat paymaster- 
sergeant; that nine or ten years before in Vienna he had spent evenings 
with her, often until late at night, in the company of another man, who 
was at that time her lover; and while he thought of all this he tried to see 
beneath her present fullness of figure the slender luxuriance it used to have. 
But she, as she stood there, only smiled at him as if flattered and her Slay 
smile drove the blood into his strong neck and up to his eyes, while a cer- 
tain coyness in her way of accosting him, as well as her morning attire and 
his glimpse into the bedroom, made him confused. Just then his dulled 
eyes fell on a large fly crawling over the comb in her hair and just as he was 
consciously thinking of nothing but how his hand, after flicking away the 
fly, would come to rest on the warm white coolness of the nape of her 
neck, the thought of the day’s fights and other happenings rushed through 
him and he pulled her head clumsily forward and said: “Vuic,” — ^her name 
had never once passed his lips for ten years and her Christian name he had 
entirely forgotten — '‘in a week weVe moving in and then my billet will be 
there,” and he pointed to the half-open door. As he spoke he heard sev- 
eral doors in the house shutting and then felt a mute pull on the reins, 
which became a strong tug as his horse neighed loudly after its companions. 
He mounted and trotted after the squadron without having had from 
Vuic any answer but an embarrassed smile as her head was bent back on 
her neck. But he had said enough to make his meaning plain. 

As the sergeant-major rode, now at a slower pace, beside the column 
beneath the oppressive metallic glare of the sky with his eyes blinded by 
the cloud of dust that accompanied them, his fancy dwelt more and 
more closely on the room with the mahogany furniture and the pot of 
basil and, at the same time, he conjured up an atmosphere of civil life with 
just a dash or tinge of military service, an atmosphere of comfort and 
pleasant brutality without duties, a slippered existence, with the basket 
hilt of his sabre protruding from the left pocket of his dressing-gown. The 
clean-shaven, corpulent man, who had vanished through the wallpapered 
door, a cross between a priest and a pensioned-off butler, played an im- 
portant part in this dream, almost more important than the lovely broad 
bed and Vuic’s beautiful white skin. First the clean-shaven man took the 
part of an obsequious friend on confidenfial footing, who retailed society 
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tittle-tattle and was sent out for tobacco and capons; next lie was pushed 
to the wall, forced to pay hush-money, mixed up in every sort of intrigue, a 
Piedmontese agent, a popish cook, a go-between, an owner of suspicious 
houses with dark rooms giving onto gardens, where conspirators hatched 
their plots, and grew like a sponge to gigantic proportions, a barrel of a 
man in whom you could pierce twenty bung-holes and draw off gold instead 
of blood.. ■ 

The patrol met with no adventures during the afternoon and there was 
nothing to interfere with the sergeant-major’s day-dreaming. He was ob- 
sessed by a thirst for unforeseen windfalls, for gratuities, for pockets 
bulging with unawaited ducats. For the thought of the moment when for 
the first time he was to set foot in the room with the mahogany furniture 
was the prick in his flesh that set him tingling with a thousand wishes and 
covetous desires. 

Towards evening, when after a halt to feed and partly rest the horses 
the column swung round with the intention of pressing on to Lodi and 
the Adda bridge, where, however, there was good reason to expect that 
they would make contact with the enemy, the sergeant-major caught sight 
of a village, with a half-ruinous church tower, lying off the road in a hol- 
low already shadowed by the dusk. It aroused his suspicions so enticingly 
that he beckoned to Troopers Holl and Scarmolin to follow him and, leav- 
ing the squadron’s line of march, made for the village, hoping to drop right 
on an enemy general and his handful of men, to make a surprise attack, or 
in some way or another to earn a quite exceptional reward: such was the 
heated state of his imagination. When he was close to the wretched and 
apparently deserted little place he ordered Scarmolin to skirt the houses to 
the right and Holl those to the left, while he himself, pistol in hand, pro- 
posed to gallop straight through the middle of it. But soon, finding him- 
self on hard flagstones, over which, to make it worse, some sort of slip* 
pery grease had been spilt, he had to rein his horse in to a walk. The vil- 
lage was as still as death: not a child, not a bird, not a breath of air. To 
right and left were dirty hovels, whose wails had shed their plaster, and 
on the naked bricks obscenities were scrabbled in charcoal; and looking 
through the bare door-posts the sergeant-major saw now and then a 
comatose, half-naked form prostrate on a bed or limping across the room 
as though with a hip out of joint. His horse moved with difficulty, bring- 
ing his hind legs forward as heavily as if they were of lead. He turned 
in the saddle to look down at the shoes of its hind feet and just as he 
straightened himself again a female, whose face he could not see, passed 
immediately in front of his horse. She was, only half clothed; her torn and 
dirty skirt of flowered silk trailed in the gutter, her bare feet were in dirty 
slippers; she passed so close in front of the horse that the breath of its 
nostrils stirred the greasily shining knot of hair that hung over her bare 
neck under an old straw hat; and yet she did not quicken her pace or get 
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out of the horseman’s way. From under a door sill on the left of the road 
two bleeding rats, with their teeth gripped in one another, rolled into the 
middle of the street, and the under one gave such a piercing scream that 
the horse stopped and with ears pricked stared snorting at the ground. The 
sergeant-major urged it on with a pressure of his knees and by this time the 
woman had vanished into the passage of a house without giving him time 
to see her face. A dog ran hurriedly out of the house next door with its 
head in the air, dropped a bone in the middle of the street and tried to bury 
it in a crevice between the paving stones. It was a white unclean bitch with 
hanging teats; she scratched at the ground with the fury of the damned, 
then seized the bone in her teeth and carried it a little way further. As she 
was beginning to dig again three other dogs joined her: two of them were 
puppies, with weak joints and flabby skin; unable to bark or bite, they 
pulled at each other’s lips with their blunt teeth. The third was a light-fawn 
greyhound, whose body was so blown out that it could hardly drag itself 
along on its four thin legs. Its head looked far too small for its body, which 
was distended as tightly as a drum; in its small restless eyes there was a 
terrible expression of pain and uneasiness. The next moment two more 
dogs-came running up: one was lean and white; it had a hideous look of 
insensate greed in its inflamed eyes, which had trickles of black running 
from them; the other was a mongrel dachshund on long legs. It raised its 
head and looked at the sergeant-major. Its eyes were unutterably tired and 
sad. The bitch meanwhile ran hither and thither in front of the horse in 
senseless haste; the two puppies snapped with feeble jaws at the horse’s 
fetlocks and the greyhound dragged its horrible carcase at his heels. The 
bay was now almost at a standstill. But when his master, after trying to 
fire his pistol at one of the curs and finding it misfire, touched him with 
his spurs, he lurched heavily on. After a few paces, however, he came to a 
stop, for a cow, which a yokel was tugging along on a rope to the slaughter- 
house, barred the way. The cow, starting back in terror at the smell of 
blood and the sight of the freshly flayed hide of a black calf nailed up at 
the doorway, planted her feet firmly and blowing out her nostrils took a 
deep breath of the hazy sunset air. The yokel gave a. tug at the rope and 
applied his stick, but before he got the beast to go on, she turned her 
mournful eyes and snatched a mouthful of the hay tied to the sergeant- 
major’s saddle bow. The sergeant-major was now at the end of the 
village street; there were low, crumbling walls on each side of the road 
and he could see it stretching on beyond a stone bridge that crossed 
an apparently dry channel, but, his mount moved so leadenly, as though 
scarcely able to put one foot before another, that every inch of the walls to 
right and left and every one of the . millepedes and woodlice upon them 
moved past him at a laborious crawl; and it seemed to him that it had taken 
whole centuries to ride through this abhorrent village. Just then he heard 
a hollow, labpured/gasp, which; came from horse’s chest; but, as he 
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CQuld not at first believe it was his horse that made this strange noise, he 
looked all around him for the cause of it, first near at hand and then in 
the distance, and saw on the far side of the bridge and, as it happened, at 
the same distance from it as he was himself, a cuirassier of his own regi- 
ment advancing towards him, a sergeant-major mounted on a bay with 
white socks to its fore feet. Now he knew very well that in the whole 
squadron there was only one such horse, and that was the one that he him- 
self bestrode at that very moment. He was still too far off to recognise 
the other rider, so he dug his spurs impatiently into his horse’s sides and 
put him to a brisk trot; whereupon the other came on at the very same 
pace until only a stone’s throw parted them, and now as the two horses, 
from opposite sides, each at the same moment, each with white stock- 
inged fore feet, set foot on the bridge, the sergeant-major, seeing in a 
glassy stare that the other was himself, reined in his horse in a frenzy and 
put up his right hand with outspread fingers to ward the apparition off. 
Whereupon the other, checking his horse and raising his hand in the 
same manner, suddenly vanished; and as Troopers Holl and Scarmolin 
emerged unconcernedly from the dry ditch on either side, the squadron’s 
trumpeter could be distinctly heard sounding the charge at no great dis- 
tance across the pastures. The sergeant-major put his horse to a head- 
long gallop and breasting a rise saw the squadron already charging at the 
gallop towards a wood from which enemy horsemen, armed with pikes, 
were hurriedly deploying; saw, as he gathered up the four loose reins in 
his left hand and wound the sword-knot round his right, the fourth sec- 
tion detach itself from the squadron and check its speed; found himself 
suddenly amidst the thunder of hoofs, then in a cloud of dust, then face 
to face with the enemy; struck at a blue arm that levelled a pike at him; 
saw the captain’s face close beside him with staring eyes and teeth grimly 
bared and next moment was wedged in among nothing but enemy faces 
and strange colours; dived into a melee of brandished steel, ran the nearest 
man through the neck and thrust him from the saddle, saw Trooper 
Scarmolin at his side laughing as he cleft the bridle-hand of one of the 
enemy with a blow that lodged deep in the horse’s neck, felt the press 
about him give way and was suddenly alone at the edge of a small stream 
behind an enemy ofScer mounted on a grey horse. The oiScer put his horse 
at the stream, but the horse refused. He pulled him round with a jerk and, 
as he turned his young and very pale face, and also the mouth of a pistol, 
to the sergeant-major, he was run through the gullet by a sabre which had 
the whole weight of a galloping horse behind its small sharp- point. The 
sergeant-major withdrew his sabre and seized the bridle rein of the grey 
at the very place where it had been grasped by the fingers of . the fallen 
rider; and the horse stepped over his dying master as lightly, and grace- 

'• As the sergeant-major rode back with his beautiful prize, the sun, sinking 
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to the horizon in thick haze, cast an unearthly glow over the pastures. 
Even where not a hoof-mark was to be seen there seemed to be whole 
pools of blood. There was a red light on the white uniforms and laughing 
faces; cuirasses and saddlecloths shone in the glow and brightest of all 
shone three small fig trees, on whose soft leaves the troopers wiped the 
blood from their swords. The captain halted near the red-stained trees and 
the trumpeter at his side put the trumpet, which seemed to have been 
dipped in a red juice, to his lips and blew the rally. The sergeant-major 
rode from troop to troop and found that the squadron had not lost a man 
and had captured nine horses. He rode up to the captain to make his re- 
port, still leading the grey, who threw up his head and capered and sniffed 
the air, like the beautiful, vain young animal he was. The captain scarcely 
listened to the report. He beckoned to Lieutenant Count Trautsohn, who 
thereupon dismounted and, taking with him six troopers, also on foot, un- 
harnessed the captured light howitzer, which was halted behind the squad- 
ron’s front. The gun was then hauled to one side by the six men and sub- 
merged in a small marshy backwater of the stream. The lieutenant then 
mounted again after giving the two team horses, who were now no longer 
needed, a slap on the hindquarters with the flat of his sword and silently 
resumed his position in front of the first troop. Meanwhile the squadron, 
which was drawn up in two ranks, showed signs, without any actual 
breach of discipline, of being affected by the excitement of four victorious 
engagements in one day; there were outbursts of smothered laughter and 
remarks were exchanged in undertones. The horses too were restless, par- 
ticularly those between which the horses captured as booty from the enemy 
were standing. After the adventures of the day they all felt it cramping to 
be drawn up in parade order; their minds were on the victorious charge 
and they longed to ride again helter skelter upon a new enemy with drawn 
swords and to capture more horses as booty. At this moment Captain 
Baron Rofrano rode close along the squadron’s front and raising his heavy 
eyelids from his rather sleepy blue eyes gave the order, clearly but without 
raising his voice: ''All led horses to be let go.” The squadron sat as though 
carved in stone. Only the grey at the sergeant-major’s side stretched out 
his head until his nostrils almost touched the forehead of the horse on 
which the captain sat. The captain returned his sword and took one of his 
pistols from the holster; wiping a speck of dust from the shining barrel 
with the back of his bridle hand, he repeated the order in a louder voice 

and followed it up by counting: “One — two ” After counting two he 

fixed his heavy-lidded eye on the sergeant-major, who sat motionless in 
his saddle and stared him in the face. While Anton Lerch’s steady and un- 
blinking gaze, in which only now and then something doglike and submis- 
sive flickered up and vanished again, might express a sort of trust and devo- 
tion born of many years of military service, he was almost completely un- 
conscious of thc' tremendous; tensioh-of' this ’Critical moment; for 'his con- 
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sciousness was flooded by visions of luxury and ease quite foreign to his 
life and, from depths utterly unknown even to himself, there rose an animal 
rage against the man before him, who wanted to take away his horse. His 
face, his voice, his bearing, his whole being aroused a rage so terrible that it 
could only have ripened in secret from long years of close and daily asso- 
ciation. But whether the captain experienced anything of the sort or 
whether this moment of stubborn insubordination seemed to him to con- 
dense the silent and pervasive danger inherent in all critical situations can- 
not be said. He raised his arm with a casual almost foppish air and, as he 
contemptuously lifted his upper lip and counted three, the shot rang out 
and the sergeant-major, hit in the forehead, reeled over on his horse’s neck 
and fell to the ground between the bay and the grey. 

But before his body hit the ground, all ranks, with a shake of the reins 
or the kick of a boot, had got rid of their prizes, and the captain, quietly 
restoring his pistol to the holster as he observed the quiver that ran 
through the squadron after his lightning stroke, could now put himself 
at its head again; for the enemy, as far as could be made out at that 
distance in the failing light, appeared to be rallying. The enemy, however, 
did not venture on a fresh attack and soon afterwards, when night had 
fallen, the patrol reached the southern outpost of their own army. 

SEEDS 

Sherwood Anderson 

(1876- ) 

H £ WAS A SMALL MAN with a beard and was very nervous. I remember 
how the cords of his neck were drawn taut. 

For years he had been trying to cure people of illness by the method 
called psychoanalysis. The idea was the passion of his life. ‘1 came here 
because I am tired,” he said dejectedly. “My body is not tired but some- 
thing inside me is old and worn-out. I want joy. For a few days or weeks 
I would like to forget men and women and the influences that make them 
the sick things they are.” 

There is a note that comes into the human voice by which you may 
know real weariness. It comes when one has been trying with all his 
heart and soul to think his way along some difficult road of thought. Of a 
sudden he finds himself ■ unable -to :go.-:onV' Something within him stops. A 
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tiny explosion takes place. He bursts into words and talks, perhaps fool- 
ishly. Little side currents of his nature he didn’t know were there run out 
and get thernselves expressed. It is at such times that a man boasts, uses 
big words, makes a fool of himself in general. 

And so it was the doctor became shrill. He jumped up from the steps 
where we bad been sitting, talking and walked about. ‘^You come from the 
West. You have kept away from people. You have preserved yourself— 
damn you! I haven’t—” His voice had indeed become shrill. have 
entered into lives, I have gone beneath the surface of the lives of men and 
women. Women especially I have studied— our own women, here in 
America.” 

‘Tou have loved them?” I suggested. 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes— you are right there. I have done that. It is the only 
way I can get at things. I have to try to love. You see how that is ? It’s the 
only way. Love must be the beginning of things with me.” 

I began to sense the depths of his weariness. “We will go swim in the 
lake,” I urged. 

“I don’t want to swim or do any damn plodding thing. I want to run and 
shout,” he declared. “For a while, for a few hours, I want to be like a dead 
leaf blown by the winds over these hills. I have one desire and one only— 
to free myself.” 

We walked in a dusty country road. I wanted him to know that I thought 
I understood, so I put the case in my own way. 

When he stopped and stared at me I talked. “You are no more and no 
better than myself,” I declared. “You are a dog that has rolled in offal, and 
because you are not quite a dog you do not like the smell of your own 
hide.” 

In turn my voice became shrill. “You blind fool,” I cried impatiently. 
“Men like you are fools. You cannot go along that road. It is given to no 
man to venture far along the road of lives.” 

I became passionately in earnest. “The illness you pretend to cure is the 
universal illness,” I said. “The thing you want to do cannot be done. Fool 
—do you expect love to be understood?” 

We stood in the road and looked at each other. The suggestion of a sneer 
played about the corners of his mouth. He put a hand on my shoulder and 
shook me. “How smart we are — ^how aptly we put things!” 

He spat the words out and then turned and walked a little away. “You 
think you understand, but you don’t understand,” he cried. “What you say 
can’t be done can be done. You’re a liar. You cannot be so definite without 
missing something vague and fine. You miss the whole point. The lives of 
people are like young trees; in a forest. They are being choked by climbing 
vines. The vines are old thoughts and beliefs planted by dead men. I am 
myself covered by crawling creeping vines that choke me.” 

. Hf Jaughed hitterly* “And -thait’s’W^hy I _ want .to. run, and play,” he said. 
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“I want to be a leaf blown by the wind over hills. I want to die and be born 
again, and I am only a tree covered with vines and slowly dying. I am, you 
see, weary and want to be made clean. I am an amateur venturing timidly 
into lives,” he concluded. “l am weary and want to be made clean. I am 
covered by creeping crawling things,” 

A woman from Iowa came here to Chicago and took a room in a house 
on the west-side. She was about twenty-seven years old and ostensibly she 
came to the city to study advanced methods for teaching music. 

A certain young man also lived in the west-side house. His room faced 
a long hall on the second floor of the house and the one taken by the 
woman was across the hall facing his room. 

In regard to the young man— there is something very sweet in his nature. 
He is a painter but I have often wished he vvould decide to become a 
writer. He tells things with understanding and he does not paint brilliantly. 

And so the woman from Iowa lived in the west-side house and came 
home from the city in the evening. She looked like a thousand other 
women one sees in the streets every day. The only thing that at all made 
her stand out among the women in the crowds was that she was a little 
lame. Her right foot was slightly deformed and she walked with a limp. 
For three months she lived in the house— where she was the only woman 
except the landlady — and then a feeling in regard to her began to grow up 
among the men of the house. 

The men all said the same thing concerning her. When they met in the 
hallway at the front of the house they stopped, laughed and whispered. 
“She wants a lover,” they said and winked. “She may not know it but a 
lover is what she needs.” 

One knowing Chicago and Chicago men would think that an easy want 
to be satisfied. I laughed when my friend — whose name is LeRoy — told 
me the story, but he did not laugh. He shook his head. “It wasn’t so easy,” 
he said. “There would be no story were the matter that simple.” 

LeRoy tried to explain. “Whenever a man approached her she became 
alarmed,” he said. Men kept smiling and speaking to her. They invited 
her to dinner and to the theatre, but nothing would induce her to walk in 
the streets with a man. She never went into the streets at night. When a 
man stopped and tried to talk with her in the hallway she turned her eyes 
to the floor and then ran into her room. Once a young drygoods clerk who 
lived there induced her to sit with him on the steps before the house. 

He was a sentimental fellow and took hold of her hand. When she began 
to cry he was alarmed and arose. He put a hand on her shoulder and tried 
to explain, but under the touch of his fingers her whole body shook with 
terror, “Don’t touch me,” she cried, “don't let your hands touch me!” She 
began to scream and people; passing in ,t^^ stopped to listen. The 
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drygoods clerk was alarmed and ran upstairs to his own room. He bolted 
the door and stood listening. ‘It is a trick,” he declared in a trembling 
voice. “She is trying to make trouble. I did nothing to her. It was an acci- 
dent and anyway what’s the matter.? I only touched her arm with my 
fingers.” 

Perhaps a dozen times LeRoy has spoken to me of the experience of the 
Iowa woman in the west-side house. The men there began to hate her. 
Although she would have nothing to do with them she would not let them 
alone. In a hundred ways she continually invited approaches that when 
made she repelled. When she stood naked in the bathroom facing the hall- 
way where the men passed up and down she left the door slightly ajar. 
There was a couch in the living room downstairs, and when men were 
present she would sometimes enter and without saying a word throw 
herself down before them. On the couch she lay with lips drawn slightly 
apart. Her eyes stared at the ceiling. Her whole physical being seemed to 
be waiting for something. The sense of her filled the room. The men 
standing about pretended not to see. They talked loudly. Embarrassment 
took possession of them and one by one they crept quietly away. 

One evening the woman was ordered to leave the house. Someone, per- 
haps the drygoods clerk, had talked to the landlady and she acted at once. 
“If you leave tonight I shall like it that much better,” LeRoy heard the 
elder woman’s voice saying. She stood in the hallway before the Iowa 
woman’s room. The landlady’s voice rang through the house. 

LeRoy the painter is tall and lean and his life has been spent in devotion 
to ideas. The passions of his brain have consumed the passions of his body. 
His income is small and he has not married. Perhaps he has never had a 
sweetheart. He is not without physical desire but he is not primarily con- 
cerned with desire. 

On the evening when the Iowa woman was ordered to leave the west- 
side house, she waited until she thought the landlady had gone downstairs, 
and then went into LeRoy’s room. It was about eight o’clock and he sat by 
a window reading a book. The woman did not knock but opened the door. 
She said nothing but ran across the floor and knelt at his feet. LeRoy said 
that her twisted foot made her run like a wounded bird, that her eyes 
were burning and that her breath came in little gasps. “Take me,” she said, 
putting her face down upon his knees and trembling violently. “Take me 
quickly. There must be a beginning to tilings. I can’t stand the waiting. 
You must take me at once.” 

You may be quite sure LeRoy was perplexed by all this. From what he 
has said I gathered that until that evening he had hardly noticed the 
woman. I suppose that of all the men in the house he had been the most 
indifferent to her. In the room something happened. The landlady followed 
the woman when she ran to LeRoy, and the two women confronted him. 
The woman from Iowa knelt trembling and frightened at his feet. The 
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landlady was indignant. LeRoy acted on impulse. An inspiration came to 
him. Putting his hand on the kneeling woman’s shoulder he shook her 
violently. “Now behave yourself,” he said quickly. “I will keep my prom- 
ise.” He turned to the landlady and smiled. “We have been engaged to be 
married,” he said. “We have quarrelled. She came here to be near me. She 
has been unwell and excited. I will take her away. Please don’t let yourself 
be annoyed. I will take her away.” 

When the woman and LeRoy got out of the house she stopped weeping 
and put her hand into his. Her fears had all gone away. He found a room 
for her in another house and then went with her into a park and sat on a 
bench. 


Everything LeRoy has told me concerning this woman strengthens my 
belief in what I said to the man that day in the mountains. You cannot 
venture along the road of lives. On the bench he and the woman talked 
until midnight and he saw and talked with her many times later. Nothing 
came of it. She went back, I suppose, to her place in the West. 

In the place from which she had come the woman had been a teacher 
of music. She was one of four sisters, all engaged in the same sort of work 
and, LeRoy says, all quiet capable women. Their father had died when the 
eldest girl was not yet ten, and five years later the mother died also. The 
girls had a house and a garden. 

In the nature of things I cannot know what the lives of the women were 
like but of this one may be quite certain— they talked only of women’s 
affairs, thought only of women’s affairs. No one of them ever had a lover. 
For years no man came near the house. 

Of them all only the youngest, the one who came to Chicago, was visibly 
affected by the utterly feminine quality of their lives. It did something to 
her. All day and every day she taught music to young girls and then went 
home to the women. When she was twenty-five she began to think and to 
dream of men. During the day and through the evening she talked with 
women of women’s affairs, and all the time she wanted desperately to be 
loved by a man. She went to Chicago with that hope in mind. LeRoy 
explained her attitude in the matter and her strange behavior in the west- 
side house by saying she had thought too much and acted too little. “The 
life force within her became decentralized,” he declared. “What she wanted 
she could not achieve. The living force within could not find expression. 
When it could not get expressed in one way it took another. Sex spread 
itself out over her body.. It permeated the very fibre of her being. At the 
last she was sex personified, sex become condensed and impersonal. Cer- 
tain words, the touch of a man’s hand, sometimes even the sight of a man 
passing in the street did something to her.” 
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Yesterday I saw LeRoy and he talked to me again of the woman and her 
strange/and terrible.iate.. 

We walked in the park by the lake. As we went along the figure of the 
woman kept coming into my mind. An idea came to me. 

-You might have been her lover,” I said. ‘‘That was possible. She was 
notafraid :of you.’T 

LeRoy stopped. Like the doctor who was so sure of his ability to walk , 
into lives he grew angry and scolded. For a moment he stared at me and 
then a rather odd thing happened. Words said by the other man in the 
dusty road in the hills came to LeRoy’s lips and were said over again. 

The suggestion of a sneer played about the corners of his mouth. “How 
smart we are. How aptly we put things,” he said. . 

The voice of the young man who walked with me in the park by the 
lake in the city became shrill. I sensed the weariness in him. Then he 
laughed and said quietly and softly, “It isn’t so simple. By being sure of 
yourself you are in danger of losing all of the romance of life. You miss 
the whole point. Nothing in life can be settled so definitely. The woman — 
you see — ^was like a young tree choked by a climbing vine. The thing that 
wrapped her about had shut out the light. She was a grotesque as many 
trees in the forest are grotesques. Her problem was such a difficult one that 
thinking of it has changed the whole current of my life. At first I was like 
you. I was quite sure. I thought I would be her lover and settle the matter.” | 

LeRoy turned and walked a little away. Then he came back and took 
hold of my arm. A passionate earnestness took possession of him. His voice i 

trembled. “She needed a lover, yes, the men in the house were quite right 
about that,” he said. “She needed a lover and at the same time a lover was 
not what she needed. The need of a lover was, after all, a quite secondary 
thing. She needed to be loved, to be long and quietly and patiently loved. 

To be sure she is a grotesque, but then all the people in the world are s 

grotesques. We all need to be loved. What would cure her would cure the ; 

rest of us also. The disease she had is, you see, universal. We all want to be 
loved and the world has no plan for creating our lovers.” 

LeRoy’s voice dropped and he walked beside me in silence. We turned 
away from the lake and walked under trees. I looked closely at him. The 
cords of his neck were drawn taut. “I have seen under the shell of life and 
I am afraid,” he mused. “l am myself like the woman. I am covered with 
creeping crawling vine-like things. I cannot be a lover. I am not subtle 
or patient enough. I am paying old debts. Old thoughts and beliefs — seeds i 

planted by dead men — spring up in my soul and choke me.” 

, For a long time we walked and LeRoy talked, voicing the thoughts that 
came into his mind. I listened in silence. His mind struck upon the refrain 
voiced by the man in the mountains, “I would like to be a dead dry thing,” 
he muttered looking at the leaves scattered over the grass. “I would like to ^ 

be a leaf blown away by the wind.” He looked up and his eyes turned to f 
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where among the trees we could see the lake in the distance. “I am weary 
and want to be made clean. I am a man covered by creeping crawling 
things. I would like to be dead and blown by the wind over limitless 
waters/’ he said. “I want more than anything else in the world to be clean.” 


THE OTHER WOMAN 

Sherwood Anderson 

(1876- ) 


I AM IN LOVE with my wife,” he said— a superfluous remark, as I had not 
questioned his attachment to the woman he had married. We walked for 
ten minutes and then he said it again. I turned to look at him. He began to 
talk and told me the tale I am now about to set down. 

The thing he had on his mind happened during what must have been 
the most eventful week of his life. He was to be married on Friday after- 
noon. On Friday of the week before he got a telegram announcing his ap- 
pointment to a government position. Something else happened that made 
him very proud and glad. In secret he was in the habit of writing verses and 
during the year before several of them had been printed in poetry maga- 
zines. One of the societies that give prizes for what they think the best 
poems published during the year put his name at the head of its list. The 
story of his triumph was printed in the newspapers of his home city and 
one of them also printed his picture. 

As might have been expected he was excited and in a rather highly strung 
nervous state all during that week. Almost every evening he went to call 
on his fianc&j the daughter of a judge. When he got there the house was 
filled with people and many letters, telegrams and packages were being 
received. He stood a little to one side and men and women kept coming 
up to speak to him. They congratulated him upon his success in getting the 
government position and on his achievement as a poet. Everyone seemed 
to be praising him and when he went home and to bed he could not sleep. 
On Wednesday evening he went to the theatre and it seemed to him that 
people all over the house recognized him. Everyone nodded and smiled. 
After the first act five or six men and two worrien left their seats to gather 
about him, A little group was formed* Strangers sitting along the same 
row of seats stretched the:ir necks and Jbbfced; He had never received so 
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much attention before^ and now a fever of expectancy took possession of 
him» ' . 

As he explained when he told me of his experience, it was for him an 
altogether abnormal time. He felt like one floating in air. When he got into 
bed after seeing so many people and hearing so many words of praise his 
head whirled round and round. When he closed his eyes a crowd of people 
invaded his room. It seemed as though the minds of all the people of his 
city were centred on himself. The most absurd fancies took possession of 
him. He imagined himself riding in a carriage through the streets of a city. 
Windows were thrown open and people ran out at the doors of houses. 
“There he is. That’s him,” they shouted, and at the words a glad cry arose. 
The carriage drove into a street blocked with people. A hundred thousand 
pairs of eyes looked up at him. “There you are! What a fellow you have 
managed to make of yourself!” the eyes seemed to be saying. 

My friend could not explain whether the excitement of the people was 
due to the fact that he had written a new poem or whether, in his new 
government position, he had performed some notable act. The apartment 
where he lived at that time was on a street perched along the top of a cliff 
far out at the edge of his city, and from his bedroom window he could 
look down over trees and factory roofs to a river. As he could not sleep 
and as the fancies that kept crowding in upon him only made him more 
excited, he got out of bed and tried to think. 

As would be natural under such circumstances, he tried to control his 
thoughts, but when he sat by the window and was wide awake a most un- 
expected and humiliating thing happened. The night was clear and fine. 
There was a moon. He wanted to dream of the woman who was to be his 
wife, to think out lines for noble poems or make plans that would affect 
his career. Much to his surprise his mind refused to do anything of the 
sort. 

At a corner of the street where he lived there was a small cigar store and 
newspaper stand run by a fat man of forty and his wife, a small active 
woman with bright grey eyes. In the morning he stopped there to buy a 
paper before going down to the city. Sometimes he saw only the fat man, 
but often the man had disappeared and the woman waited on him. She 
was, as he assured me at least twenty times in telling me his tale, a very 
ordinary person with nothing special or notable about her, but for some 
reason he could not explain, being in her presence stirred him profoundly. 
During that week in the midst of his distraction she was the only person 
he knew who stood out clear and distinct in his mind. When he wanted 
so much to think noble thoughts he could think only of her. Before he 
knew what was happening his imagination had taken hold of the notion 
of having a love affair with the woman. 

“I could not understand myself,” he declared, in telling me the story. 
“At night, when the city, was quiet and when I should have been asleep, I 
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thought about her all the time. After two or three days of that sort of thing 
the consciousness of her got into my daytime thoughts.! was terribly mud- 
dled. When I went to see the woman who is now my wife I found that my 
love for her was in no way affected by my vagrant thoughts. There was 
but one woman in the world I wanted to live with and to be my comrade 
in undertaking to improve my own character and my position in the 
world, but for the moment, you see, I wanted this other woman to be in 
my arms. She had worked her way into my being. On all sides people were 
saying I was a big man who would do big things, and there I was. That 
evening when I went to the theatre I walked home because I knew I 
would be unable to sleep, and to satisfy the annoying impulse in myself I 
went and stood on the sidewalk before the tobacco shop. It was a two- 
story building, and I knew the woman lived upstairs with her husband. 
For a long time I stood in the darkness with my body pressed against the 
wall of the building, and then I thought of the two of them up there and 
no doubt in bed together. That made me furious,* 

‘'Then I grew more furious with myself. L went home and got into bed, 
shaken with anger. There are certain books of verse and some prose writ- 
ings that have always moved me deeply, and so I put several books on a 
table by my bed. 

“The voices in the books were like the voices of the dead, 1 did not hear 
them. The printed words would not penetrate into my consciousness. I 
tried to think of the woman I loved, but her figure had also become some- 
thing far away, something with which I for the moment seemed to have 
nothing to do. I rolled and tumbled about in the bed. It was a miserable 
experience. 

“On Thursday morning I went into the store. There stood the woman 
alone. I think she knew how I felt. Perhaps she had been thinking of me 
as I had been thinking of her, A doubtful hesitating smile played about 
the corners of her mouth. She had on a dress made of cheap cloth and there 
was a tear on the shoulder. She must have been ten years older than myself. 
When I tried to put my pennies on the glass counter, behind which she 
stood, my hand trembled so that the pennies made a sharp rattling noise. 
When I spoke the voice that came out of my throat did not sound like 
anything that had ever belonged to me. It barely arose above a thick whis- 
per. ‘I want you,’ I said. 1 want you very much. Can’t you run away from 
your husband.? Come to me at my apartment at seven tonight.’ 

“The woman did come to my apartment at seven. That morning she 
didn’t say anything at all. For a minute perhaps we stood looking at each 
other. I had forgotten everything in the world but just her. Then she 
nodded her head and I went away. Now that I think of it I cannot remem- 
ber a word I ever heard her say. She came to my apartment at seven and 
it was dark. You must understand this was in the month of October. I had 
not lighted a %ht and I had sent-my servant away, 
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‘‘During that day I was no good at all. Several men came to see me at 
my ofEcCj but I got all muddled up in trying to talk with them. They 
attributed my rattle-headedness to my approaching marriage and went 
away laughing. 

“It was on that morning, just the day before my marriage, that I got a long 
and very beautiful letter from my fiancee. During the night before she also 
had been unable to sleep and had got out of bed to write the letter. Every- 
thing she said in it was very sharp and real, but she herself, as a living 
thing, seemed to have receded into the distance. It seemed to me that she 
was like a bird, flying far away in distant skies, and that I was like a per- 
plexed bare-footed boy standing in the dusty road before a farm house and 
looking at her receding figure. I wonder if you will understand what I 
mean.? 

“In regard to the letter. In it she, the awakening woman, poured out her 
heart. She of course knew nothing of life, but she was a woman. She lay, 
I suppose, in her bed feeling nervous and wrought up as I had been doing. 
She realized that a great change was about to take place in her life and was 
glad and afraid tod. There she lay thinking of it all. Then she got out of bed 
and began talking tome on the bit of paper. She told me how afraid she was 
and how glad too. Like most young women she had heard things whis- 
pered. In the letter she was very sweet and fine. Tor a long time, after we 
are married, we will forget we are a man and woman,’ she wrote. ‘We will 
be human beings. You must remember that I am ignorant and often I will 
be very stupid. You must love me and be very patient and kind. When I 
know more, when after a long time you have taught me the way of life, I 
will try to repay you. I will love you tenderly and passionately. The possi- 
bility of that is in me or I would not want to marry at all. I am afraid but 
I am also happy. O, I am so glad our marriage time is near at hand!’ 

“Now you see clearly enough what a mess I was in. In my office, after I 
had read my fiancee’s letter, I became at once very resolute and strong. I 
remember that I got out of my chair and walked about, proud of the fact 
that I was to be the husband of so noble a woman. Right away I felt con- 
cerning her as I had been feeling about myself before I found out what a 
weak thing I was. To be sure I took a strong resolution that I would not 
be weak. At nine that evening I had planned to run in to see my fiancee. 
I’m all right now’, I said to myself. ‘The beauty of her character has saved 
m,e from myself. I will go home now and send the other woman away.’ In 
the morning I had telephoned to my servant and told him that I did not 
want him to be at the apartment that evening and I now picked up the 
telephone to tell him to stay at home.' 

“Then a thought came to me. 1 will ixot want him there in any event,’ I 
told myself. ‘What will he think when he sees a woman coming in my place 
on the evening before the day I am to be married.?’ I put the telephone 
down and prepared to go h6me> T£ I want my servant out of the apart- 
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ment it is because I do not want him to hear me talk with the woman. I 
cannot be rude to her. I will have to make some kind o£ an explanation,’ 
I said to myself. 

“The woman came at seven o’clock, and, as you may have guessed, I let 
her in and forgot the resolution I had made. It is likely I never had any 
intention of doing anything else. There was a bell on my door, but she did 
not ring, but knocked very softly. It seems to me that everything she did 
that evening was soft and quiet, but very determined and quick. Do I make 
myself clear.? When she came I was standing just within the door where 
I had been standing and waiting for a half hour. My hands were trembling 
as they had trembled in the morning when her eyes looked at me and 
when I tried to put the pennies on the counter in the store. When I opened 
the door she stepped quickly in and I took her into rriy arms. We stood 
together in the darkness. My hands no longer trembled. I felt very happy 
and strong. 

“Although I have tried to make everything clear I have not told you what 
the woman I married is like. I have emphasized, you see, the other woman. 
I make the blind statement that I love my wife, and to a man of your 
shrewdness that means nothing at all. To tell the truth, had I not started 
to speak of this matter I would feel more comfortable. It is inevitable that 
I give you the impression that I am in love with the tobacconist’s wife. 
That’s not true. To be sure 1 was very conscious of her all during the week 
before my marriage, but after she had come to me at my apartment she 
went entirely out of my mind. 

“Am I telling the truth.? I am trying very hard to tell what happened to 


me I am saying that I have not since that evening thought of the woman 
who came to my apartment. Now, to tell the facts of the case, that is not 
true. On that evening I went to my fiancee at nine, as she had asked me 
to do in her letter. In a kind of way I cannot explain the other woman went 
with me. This is what I mean — you see I had been thinking that if any- 
thing happened between me and the tobacconist’s wife I would not be able 
to go through with my marriage. It is one thing or the other with me,’ I 


had said to myself. 

“As a matter of fact I went to see my beloved on that evening filled with 
a. new faith in the outcome of our life together. I am afraid I muddle this 
matter in trying to tell it. A moment ago I said the other woman, the to- 
bacconist’s wife, went with me. I do not mean she went in fact. What I am 
trying to say is that something of her faith in her own desires and her 
courage in seeing things through went with me. Is that clear to you.? When 
I got to my fianc&’s house there was a - crowd of . people standing about. 
Some were relatives from distant places J had not seen before. She looked 
up quickly when I came into the r6om.;My face must have been radiant. I 
never saw her so moved. She thought her letter had affected me deeply, and 
of course it had. Up she jumped and ran-to meet me. She was like a glad 
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child. Right before the people who turned and looked inquiringly at us^ 
she said the thing that was in her mind. ‘0,1 am so happy,’ she cried. ‘You 
have understood. We will be two human beings. We will not have to be 
husband and^ wife.’' ■ ' 

“As you may suppose everyone laughed, but I did not laugh. The tears 
came into my eyes, i was so happy I wanted to shout. Perhaps you under- 
stand what I mean. In the oifHce that day when I read the letter my fianc& 
had written I had said to myself, 1 will take care of the dear little woman.’ 
There was something smug, you see, about that. In her house when she cried 
out in that way, and when everyone laughed, what I said to myself was 
something like this: We will take care of ourselves.’ I whispered some- 
thing of the sort into her ears. To tell you the truth I had come down off 
my perch. The spirit of the other woman did that to me. Before all the 
people gathered about I held my fiancee close and we kissed. They thought 
it very sweet of us to be so affected at the sight of each other. What they 
would have thought had they known the truth about me God only knows! 

“Twice now I have said that after that evening I never thought of the 
other woman at all. That is partially true but, sometimes in the evening 
when I am walking alone in the street or in the park as we are walking now, 
and when evening comes softly and quickly as it has come to-night, the 
feeling of her comes sharply into my body and mind. After that one meet- 
ing I never saw her again. On the next day I was married and I have never 
gone back into her street. Often however as I am walking along as I am 
doing now, a quick sharp earthy feeling takes possession of me. It is as 
though I were a seed in the ground and the warm rains of the spring had 
come. It is as though I were not a man but a tree. 

“And now you see I am married and everything is all right. My marriage 
is to me a very beautiful fact. If you were to say that my marriage is not a 
happy one I could call you a liar and be speaking the absolute truth. I have 
tried to tell you about this other woman. There is a kind of relief in speak- 
ing of her. I have never done it before. I wonder why I was so silly as to 
be afraid that I would give you the impression I am not in love with my 
wife. If I did not instinctively trust your understanding I would not have 
spoken. As the matter stands I have a little stirred myself up. To-night I 
shall think of the other woman. That sometimes occurs. It will happen after 
I have gone to bed. My wife sleeps in the next room to mine and the door is 
always left open. There will be a moon to-night, and when there is a moon 
long streaks of light fall on her bed. I shall awake at midnight ?-o-night. 
She will be lying asleep with one arm thrown over her head. 

“What is it that I am now talking about A man does not speak of his 
wife lying in bed. What I am trying to say is tliat, because of this talk, I shall 
think of the other woman to-night; My thoughts will not take the form 
they did during the week before I was married. I will wonder what has 
become of the woman;For a moment^ I will again feel myself holding her 
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close.- 1 will think that for an hour I was closer to her than I have ever been 
to anyone else. Then I will think of the time when I will be as close as that 
to my wife. She is still, you see, an awakening woman. For a moment I 
will close my eyes and the quick, shrewd, determined eyes of that other 
woman will look into mine. My head will swim and then T will quickly 
open my eyes and see again the dear woman with whom I have undertaken 
to live out my life. Then. I will sleep and when I awake in the morning it 
will be as it was that evening when I walked out of my dark apartment 
after having had the most notable experience of my life. What I, mean to 
say, you understand, is that, for me, when I awake, the other woman will 
be utterly gone.” 


EARLY SORROW 

Thomas Mann 

(1875- ) 

TRANSLATED BY H. T. LOWE-PORTER 


The principal dish at dinner had been croquettes made of turnip greens. 
So there follows a trifle, concocted out of one of those dessert powders 
we use nowadays, that taste like almond soap. Xaver, the youthful man- 
servant, in his outgrown striped jacket, white woollen gloves, and yellow 
sandals, hands it round, and the “big folk” take this opportunity to remind 
their father, tactfully, that company is coming to-day. 

The “big folks” are two, Ingrid and Bert. Ingrid is brown-eyed, eighteen 
and perfectly delightful. She is on the eve of her exams; and will probably 
pass them, if only because she knows how to wind masters, and € ven head 
masters, round her finger. She does not, however, mean to use her cer- 
tificate once she gets it; having leanings towards the stage, on the ground 
of her ingratiating smile, her equally ingratiating voice, and a marked and 
irresistible talent for burlesque, Bert is blond and seventeen. He intends to 
get done with school somehow, anyhow, arid fling himself into the arms of 
life. He will be a dancer, or a cabaret actor, possibly even a waiter — but not 
a waiter anywhere else save at “Cairo,” the night club, whither he has once 
already taken flight, at five in the morning, and been brought back crest- 
fallen. Bert bears a strong resemblai^ce to the youthful manservant, Xaver 
Kleinsgutl, of about the same age as himself ; not because he looks common 


TELLERS OF TALES 


— ^in features he is strikin^^^ like his father. Professor Cornelios— but by 
reason of an approximation of types, due in its turn to far-reaching com- 
promises in matters of dress and bearing generally. Both lads wear their 
heavy hair very long on top, with a cursory parting in the middle ; and give 
their heads the same characteristic toss to throw it off the forehead. When 
one of them leaves the house, by the garden gate, bareheaded in all 
weathers, in a blouse coquettishly girt with a leather strap, and sheers off 
bent well over with his head on one side; or else mounts his push-bike-— 
Xaver makes free with his employers', of both sexes, or even, in acutely irre- 
sponsible mood, with the professor’s own— Dr. Cornelius from his bed- 
room window cannot, for the life of him, tell whether he is looking at his 
son or his servant. Both, he thinks, look like young moujiks. And both are 
impassioned cigarette-smokers; though Bert has not the means to compete 
with Xaver, who smokes as many as thirty a day, of a brand named after 
a popular cinema star. The big folk call their father and mother the “old 
folk” — not behind their backs, but as a form of address and in all affection: 
“Hullo, old folks,” they will say; though Cornelius is only forty-seven years 
old and his wife eight years younger. And the professor’s parents, who lead 
in his household the humble and hesitantTife of the veritably old, are on 
the big folk’s lips the “ancients.” As for the “little folk,” Ellie and Snapper, 
who take their meals upstairs with blue-faced Ann— so-called because of 
her prevailing facial hue — ^Ellie and Snapper follow their mother’s example 
and address their father by his first name, Abel. Unutterably comic it 
sounds, in its pert, confiding familiarity; particularly on the lips, in the 
sweet accents, of five-year-old Eleanor, who is the image of Frau Cornelius’ 
baby pictures, and whom the professor loves above everything else in the 
world. 

“Darling old thing,” says Ingrid affably, laying her large but shapely hand 
on his, as he presides in proper middle-class style over the family table, with 
her on his left and the mother opposite: “Parent mine, may I ever so gently 
jog your memory, for you have probably forgotten: this is the afternoon we 
were to have our little jollification, our turkey-trot with eats to match. You 
haven’t a thing to do but just bear up and not funk it; everything will be 
over by nine o’clock.” 

“Oh— ah!” says Cornelius, his face falling. “Good!” he goes on, and nods 
his head to show himself in harmony with the inevitable. “I only meant— 
is this really the day? Thursday, yes. How time flies! Well, what time are 
they coming?” 

“Half-past four they’ll be dropping in, I should say,” answers Ingrid, to 
whom her brother leaves the major role in all dealings with the father. Up- 
stairs, while he is resting, he will hear scarcely anything, and from seven to 
eight he takes his walk. He can, dip out by the terrace if he likes. 

“Tut!” says Cornelius deprecatingly, as who should say, “You exaggerate.” 
But, Bert puts in;:;. “It’s the;dhe!;pyenin Wanja doesn’t have to 
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play. Any other night he’d have to leave by half-past six, which would be 
painful for all concerned.” 

Wanja is Ivan Herzl, the celebrated young leading man at the Stadt- 
theater. Bert and Ingrid are on intimate terms with him, they often visit 
him in his dressing-room and have tea. He is an artist of the modern school, 
who stands on the stage in strange and, to the Professor’s mind, utterly 
affected dancing attitudes, and shrieks lamentably. To a professor of history, 
all highly repugnant; but Bert has entirely succumbed to Herzl’s influence, 
blackens the lower rim of his eyelids — despite painful but fruitless scenes 
with his father — and with youthful carelessness of the ancestral anguish 
declares that not only will be take Herzl for his model if he becomes a 
dancer, but in case he turns out to be a waiter at “Cairo” he means to walk 
precisely thus. 

Cornelius slightly raises his brows and makes his son a little bow — in- 
dicative of the unassumingness and self-abnegation befitting his age. You 
could not call it a mocking bow, or suggestive in any special sense. Bert may 
refer it to himself, or equally to his so talented friend. 

“Who else is coming?” next inquires the master of the house. They men- 
tion various people, names all more or less familiar, from the city, from 
the suburban colony, from Ingrid’s school. They still have some telephon- 
ing to do, they say. They have to phone Max. This is Max Hergesell, an 
engineering student; Ingrid utters his name in the nasal drawl which ac- 
cording to her is the traditional intonation of all the Hergesells. She goes 
on to parody it in the most abandonedly funny and life-like way, and the 
parents laugh until they nearly choke over the wretched trifle. For even in 
these times when something funny happens people have to laugh. 

From time to time the telephone bell rings in the Professor’s study, and 
the big folk run across knowing it is their affair. Many people had to give 
up their telephones, the last time the price rose; but so far the Corneliuses 
have been able to keep theirs, just as they have kept their villa, which was 
built before the war, by dint of the salary Cornelius draws as Professor of 
History — million marks, and more or less adapted to the chances and 
changes of post-war life. The house is comfortable, even elegant, though 
sadly in need of repairs that cannot be made for lack of materials, and at 
present disfigured by iron stoves with long pipes. Even so, it is still the 
proper setting of the upper middle class, though they themselves look odd 
enough in it, with their worn and turned clothing and altered way of life. 
The children, of course, know nothing else; to them it is normal and reg- 
ular, they belong by birth to the “villa proletariat.” The problem of clothing- 
troubles them not at all. They and their, like have evolved a costume to fit 
the time, by poverty out of taste for innovation: in summer it consists of 
scarcely more than a belted linen smock and sandals. The middle-class 
parents find things rather more difficult ; 

The big folks’, table napkins hang over tlieif -chair-backs, they talk with 
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their friends over the telephone These friends are the invited gues j 

have rung up to accept or decline or arrange : and the conversation is car- 
ried on in the jargon of the clan, full of slang and high spirits, of which I 

the old folk understand hardly a word. These consult together meantime f 

about the hospitality to be offered to the impending guests. The Professor 
displays a middle-class ambitiousness : he wants to serve a sweet— or some- 
thing that looks like a sweet— after the Italian salad and brown bread sand- 
wiches. But Frau Cornelius says that would be going too far. The guests 
would not expect it, she is sure— and the big folk, returning once more 
to their trifle, agree with her. 

The mother of the family is of the same general type as Ingrid, though 
not so tall. She is languid, the fantastic difficulties of the housekeeping have 
broken and v/orn her. She really ought to go and take a cure, but feels 
incapable; the floor is always swaying under her feet, and everything seems 
upside down. She speaks of what is uppermost in her mind: the eggs, they 
simply must be bought to-day. Six thousand marks apiece they are, and 
just so many are to be had on this one day of the week at one single shop 
fifteen minutes' journey away. Whatever else they do, the big folk must go 
and fetch them immediately after luncheon, with Danny, their neighbour’s 
son, who will soon be calling for them; and Xaver Kleinsgutl will don 
civilian garb and attend his young master and mistress. For no single house- 
hold is allowed more than five eggs a week; therefore the young people 
will enter the shop singly, one after another, under assumed names, and 
thus wring twenty eggs from the shopkeeper for the Cornelius family. 

This enterprise is the sporting event of the week for all participants, not ' 

excepting the moujik Kleinsgutl, and most of all for Ingrid and Bert, who 
delight in misleading and mystifying their fellow-men, and would revel 
in the performance even if it did not achieve one single egg. They adore 
impersonating fictitious characters; they love to sit in a bus and carry on 
long life-like conversations in a dialect which they otherwise never speak, 
the most commonplace dialogue about politics and people and the price ■ 

of food, while the whole bus listens open-mouthed to this incredibly : 

ordinary prattle, though with a dark suspicion all the while that something | 

is wrong somewhere^ The conversation waxes ever more shameless, it enters 
into revolting detail about these people who do not exist. Ingrid can make 
her voice sound ever so common and twittering and shrill as she im- 
personates a shop girl, with an, illegitimate child, said child being a son 
with sadistic tendencies, who lately put ui the country treated a cow with 
such unnatural cruelty that no .Christian could have borne to see it. Bert i 

nearly explodes at her twittering, but restrains himself and displays a grisly I 

sympathy; he ?and the unhappy: shop girl entering, into a long stupid, de- j 

praved and shuddery conversation over the particular morbid cruelty in- | 

volved; until an old gentleman opposite, sitting with his ticket folded be- f 

tween his index- finger ::andv3;^is;:''seal:’,^^^^ bear it no more and makes 1 ' 
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public protest against the nature of the themes these young folk are dis- 
cussing with such particularity. He uses the Greek plural: “themata.” 
Whereat Ingrid pretends to be dissolving in tears, and Bert behaves as 
though his wrath against the old gentleman was with difSculty being held 
in check and would probably burst out before long. He clenches his fists, he 
gnashes his teeth, he shakes from head to foot; and the unhappy old gen- 
tleman, whose intentions had been of the best, hastily leaves the bus at the 
next stop., ■ ■ ■■ 

Such are the diversions of the big folk. The telephone plays a prominent 
part in them : they ring up any and everybody — members of government, 
opera singers, dignitaries of the Church— in the character of shop assistants, 
or perhaps as Lord or Lady Doolittle. They are only with difficulty per- 
suaded that they have the wrong number. Once they emptied their parents’ 
card-tray and distributed its contents among the neighboursV letter-boxes, 
wantonly, "yet not without enough impish sense of the fitness of things to 
make it highly upsetting, God only knowing why certain people should 
.have .called^ where they .did. ' 

Xaver comes in to clear away, tossing the hair out of his eyes. Now that 
he has taken off his gloves you can see the yellow ehain-ring on his left 
hand. And as the Professor finishes his watery eight-thousand-mark beer 
and lights a cigarette, the little folk can be heard scrambling down the 
stair, coming, by established custom, for their after-dinner call on Father 
and Mother. They storm the dining-room, after a struggle with the latch, 
clutched by both pairs of little hands at once; their clumsy small feet 
twinkle over the carpet, in red felt slippers with the socks falling down on 
them. With prattle and shoutings each makes for his own place: Snapper 
to Mother, to climb on her lap, boast of all he has eaten, and thump his 
fat little turn; Ellie to her Abel, so much hers because she is so very much 
his; because she consciously luxuriates in the deep tenderness — ^like all deep 
feeling, concealing a melancholy strain — with which he holds her small 
form embraced; in the love in his eyes as he kisses her little fairy hand or 
the sweet brow with its delicate tracery of tiny blue veins. 

. The little folk look like each other, with the strong undefined likeness 
of brother and sister. In clothing and hair-cut they are twins. Yet they are 
sharply distinguished after all, and quite on sex lines. It is a little Adam and 
a little Eve. Not only is Snapper the sturdier and more compact, he appears 
consciously to emphasise his four-year-old masculinity in speech, manner 
and carriage, lifting his shoulders and letting the little arms hang down 
quite like a young American athlete, drawing down his mouth when he 
talks and seeking to give his voice a gruffi and forthright ring. But all this 
masculinity is the result of effort rather than natively his. Born and brought 
up in these desolate, distracted times, he hasLeen endowed by them with 
an unstable and hypersensitive nervous system, and suffers greatly under: 
life’s disharmonies. He is prone to sudden anger and outbursts of bitter 
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tears, stamping his feet at every trifle; for this reason he is his mother’s 
special nursling and care. His round, round eyes are chestnut brown, and 
already inclined to squint, so that he will need glasses in the near future. 
His little nose is long, the mouth small — the father’s nose and mouth they 
are, more plainly than ever since the Professor shaved his pointed beard 
and goes smooth-faced. The pointed beard had become impossible-*-even 
professors must make some concession to the changing times. 

But the little daughter sits on her father’s knee, his Eleonorchen, his little 
Eve, so much more gracious a little being, so much sweeter-faced than her 
brother— and he holds his cigarette away from her while she fingers his 
glasses with her minute and dainty hands. The lenses are divided for 
reading and distance, and each day they tease her curiosity afresh. 

At bottom he suspects that his wife’s partiality may have a firmer basis 
than his own: that Snapper’s refractory masculinity perhaps is solider stuff 
than his own little girl’s more explicit charm and grace. But the heart will 
not be commanded, that he knows; and once and for all bis heart belongs to 
the little one, as it has since the day she came, since the first time he saw 
her. Almost always, when he holds her in his arms, he remembers that first 
time: remembers the sunny room in the Women’s Hospital, where Ellie 
first saw the light, twelve years after Bert was born. He remembers how 
he drew near, the mother smiling the while, and cautiously put aside the 
canopy of the diminutive bed that stood beside the large one. There lay the 
little miracle among the pillows: so well-formed, so encompassed, as it 
were, with the harmony of sweet proportions, with little hands that even 
then, though so much tinier, were beautiful as now; with wide-open eyes 
blue as the sky and brighter than the sunshine— and almost in that very 
second he felt himself captured and held fast. This was love at first sight, 
love everlasting: a feeling unknown, unhoped for, unexpected — ^in so far 
as it could be a matter of conscious awareness; it took entire possession 
of him, and he understood, with joyous amazement, that this was for 
life. 

But he understood more. He knows, does Dr. Cornelius, that there is 
something not quite right about this feeling, so unaware, so undreamed 
of, so involuntary. He has a shrewd suspicion that it is not by accident it 
has so utterly mastered him and bound itself up with his existence; that he 
had— even subconsciously— been preparing for it, or, more precisely, been 
prepared for it. There is, in short, something in him which at a given mo- 
ment was ready to issue in such a feeling; and this something, highly ex- 
traordinarily to relate, is his essence and quality as a professor of history. 
Dr, Cornelius, however, does, not actually say this, even to himself; he 
merely realises it, at odd times, and smiles a private smile. He knows that 
history professors do not love history because it is something that comes to 
pass, but only because it is something that has come to pass; that they hate 
a revolution like the present one, /because they feel it is lawless, incoherent. 
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irrelevant, in a word miMstoric; that their hearts belong to the Goherent, 
disciplined, historic past. For the temper of timelessness, the temper of 
eternity— thus the scholar communes with himself, when he takes his walk 
by the river, before supper— that tempers brood over the past; and it is a 
teinper much better suited to the nervous system of a history professor than 
are the excesses of the present. The past is immortalised, that is to say it is 
dead; and death is the root of all godliness and all abiding significance. 
Dr. Gornelius, walking alone in' the dark, has a profound insight into this 
truth. It is this conse^^ instinct of his, his sense of the eternal, that 
has found in his love for his little daughter a way to save itself from the 
wounding inflicted by the times. For father love, and a little child on its 
mother’s breast— are not these timeless, and so very, very holy and beauti- 
ful? Yet Gornelius, pondering there in the dark, descries something not 
perfectly right and good in his love. Theoretically, in the interests of science, 
he admits it to himself. There is something ulterior about it, in the nature 
of it: that something is hostility, hostility against the history of to-day, 
which is still in the making and thus not history at all, in behalf of the 
genuine history that has already happened, that is to say, death. Yes, pass- 
ing strange though all this is, yet it is true; true in a sense, that is. His de- 
votion to this priceless little morsel of life and new growth has something 
to do with death, it clings to death as against life; and that is neither right 
nor beautiful — in a sense. Though only the most fanatical ascetism could be 
capable, on no other ground than such casual scientific perception, of tear- 
ing this purest and most precious of feelings out of his heart. 

He holds his darling on his lap and her slim rosy legs hang down. He 
raises his brows as he talks to her, tenderly, with a half-teasing note of 
respect, and listens enchanted to her high, sweet little voice calling him 
Abel. He exchanges a look with the mother, who is caressing her Snapper 
and reading him a gentle lecture. He must be more reasonable, he must 
learn self-control; to-day again, under the manifold exasperations of life, 
he has given way to rage and behaved like a howling dervish. Gornelius 
casts a mistrustful glance at the big folk now and then, too; he thinks it 
not unlikely they are not unaware of those scientific preoccupations of his 
evening walks. If such be the case they do not show it. They stand there, 
leaning their arms on their chair-backs, and, with a benevolence not un- 
tinctured with irony, look on at the parental happiness. 

The children’s frocks are of a heavy, brick-red stuff, embroidered in mod- 
ern '*arty” style. They once belonged to Ingrid and Bert and are precisely 
alike, save that little knickers come out beneath Snapper’s smock. And both 
have their hair bobbed. Snapper’s is a, streaky blond, inclined to turn dark. 
It is bristly and sticky, and looks for all the world like a droll, badly-fitting 
wig. But Ellie’s is chestnut brown, glossy, and fine as silk, as pleasing as her 
whole little personality. It covers her ears— and these ears are not a pair, one 
of them being the right size, the other, distinctly too large. Her father will 
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sometimes uncover this little abnormality and exclaim over it as though he 
had never noticed it before^ which both makes Ellie giggle and covers her 
with shame. Her eyes are now golden-brown, set far apart and with sweet 
gleams in them — such a clear and lovely look! The brows above are blond; 
the nose still unformed, with thick nostrils and almost circular holes; the 
mouth large and expressive, with a beautifully arching and mobile upper 
lip. When she laughs, dimples come in her cheeks, and she shows her teeth 
like loosely strung pearls. So far she has lost but one tooth, w^hich her 
father gently twisted out with his handkerchief after it had grown very 
wobbling. During this small operation she had paled and trembled very 
much. Her cheeks have the softness proper to her years; but they are not 
chubby; indeed they are rather concave, due to her facial structure, with 
its somev/hat prominent jaw. On one, close to the soft fall of her hair, is a 
downy freckle. 

Ellie is not too well pleased with her looks— a sign that already she 
troubles about such things. Sadly she thinks it is best to admit it once for 
all, her face is “homely”; though the rest of her, “on the other hand,” is not 
bad at all She loves expressions like “on the other hand”; they sound choice 
and grownup to her, and she likes to string them together, one after the 
other: “very likely,” “probably,” “after all” Snapper is self-critical too, 
though more in the moral sphere: he suffers from remorse for his attacks 
of rage, and considers himself a tremendous sinner. He is quite certain that 
heaven is not for such as he; he is sure to go to “the bad place” when he 
dies, and no persuasions will convince him to the contrary — as that God sees 
the heart and gladly makes allowances. Obstinately he shakes his head, with 
the comic, crooked little peruke, and vows there is no place for him in 
heaven. When he has a cold he is immediately quite choked with mucus; 
rattles and rumbles from top to toe if you even look at him; his tempera- 
ture flies up at once and he simply puffs. Nursey is pessimistic on the score 
of his constitution: such fat-blooded children as he might get a stroke any 
minute. Once she even thought she saw the moment at hand: Snapper had 
been in one of his berserker rages, and in the ensuing fit of penitence stood 
himself in the corner with his back to the room. Suddenly Nurse noticed 
that his face had gone all blue, far bluer, even, than her own. She raised the 
alarm, crying out that the child*s all-too-rich blood had at length brought 
him to his final hour; and Snapper, to his vast astonishmexit, found him- 
self, so far from being rebuked for evil-doing, encompassed in tenderness 
and anxiety — until it turned out that his colour was not caused by apoplexy 
but by the distempering on the nursery wall, which had come off on his 

.Nursey has come downstairs top, and stands by the door, sleek-haired, 
owl-eyed, with her hands fplded over her white apron, and a severely 
dignified manner born of her limited intelligence. She is very proud of the 
care and training she gives her. nura^ that they are “en- 
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veloping wonderfully.’’ She had seventeen suppurated teeth lately re- 
moved from her jaws, and been measured for a full set of symmetrical yel- 
low ones in dark rubber gums; these now embellish her peasant face. She 
is obsessed with the strange conviction that these teeth of hers are the sub- 
ject of general conversation, that, as it were, the sparrows on the house-tops 
chatter of them. '‘Everybody knows I’ve had a false set put in,” she will say; 
"there has been a great deal of foolish talk about them.” She is much given 
to dark hints and veiled innuendo: speaks for instance of a certain Dr. 
Bleifuss, whom every child knows, and "there are even some in the house 
who pretend to be him.” All one can do with talk like this is charitably to 
pass it over in silence. But she teaches the children nursery rhymes: gems 
like 

"Puff, puff, here comes the train! 

Puff, puff, toot, toot, 

Away it goes again.” 

or that gastronomical jingle, so suited, in its sparseness, to the times, and 
yet seemingly with a blitheness of its own: 

"Monday we begin the week, 

Tuesday there’s a bone to pick. 

Wednesday we’re half way through, 

Thursday what a great to-do 1 
Friday we eat what fish we’re able, 

Saturday we dance round the table. 
Sundaybringsusporkandgreens— 

Here’s a feast for kings and queens !” 

Also a certain four-line stanza with a romantic appeal, unutterable and 
unuttered : 

"Open the gate, open the gate 
And let the carriage drive in. 

Who is it in the carriage sits? 

A lordly sir with golden hair.” 

Or, finally, that ballad about golden-haired Marianne who sat on a, sat on a, 
sat on a stone, and combed out her, combed out her, combed out her hair; 
and about bloodthirsty Rudolph, who pulled out a, pulled out a, pulled out 
a knife — and his ensuing direful end. Ellie enunciates all these ballads 
charmingly, with her mobile little lips, and sings them in her sweet little 
voice — much better than Snapper. She does everything better than he does, 
and he pays her honest admiration and homage, and obeys her in all things 
except when visited by one of his attacks. Sometimes she teaches him, in- 
structs him upon the birds in the picture-book and tells him their proper 
names: "This is a chaffinch, Buddy;, this is a bullfinch, this is a cowfinch,” 
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He has to repeat them after her. She gives him medical instruction too, 
teaches him the names of diseases, such as infammation of the lungs, in- 
fammation of the blood, infammation of the air. If he does not pay atten- 
tion and cannot say the words after her, she stands him in the corner. Once 
she even boxed his ears, but was so ashamed that she stood herself in the 
corner for a long time. Yes, they are fast friends, two souls with but a sin- 
gle thought, and have all their adventures in common. They come home 
from a walk and relate as with one voice that they have seen two moollies 
and a teenty-weeiity baby calf. They are on familiar terms with the kitchen, 
which consists of Xaver and the ladies Hinterhofer, two sisters once of the 
lower middle class, who, in these evil days, are reduced to living ‘'au pair” 
as the phrase goes and officiating as cook and housemaid for their board 
and keep. The little ones have a feeling that Xaver and the Hinterhofers 
are on much the same footing with their father and mother as they are 
themselves. At least sometimes, when they have been scolded, they go 
dowmstairs and announce that the master and mistress are cross. But play- 
ing with the servants lacks charm, compared with the joys of playing up- 
stairs. The kitchen could never rise to the height of the games their father 
can invent. For instance there is “four gentlemen taking a w^alk.” When 
they play it Abel wdll crook his knees until he is the same height with 
themselves, and go walking with them, hand in hand. They never get 
enough of this sport; they could walk round and round the dining-room a 
whole day on end, five gentlemen in all, counting the diminished Abel. 

Then there is the thrilling cushion game. One of the children, usually 
Ellie, seats herself, unbeknownst to Abel, in his seat at table. Still as a mouse 
she awaits his coming. He draws near with his head in the air, descanting, 
in loud, clear tones, upon the surpassing comfort of his chair; and sits 
down on top of Ellie. “Whads this, what’s this.?” says he. And bounces 
about, deaf to the smothered giggles exploding behind him. “Why have 
they put a cushion in my chair.? And what a queer, hard, awkward-shaped 
cushion it is!” he goes on. “Frightfully uncomfortable to sit on!” And keeps 
pushing and bouncing about more and more on the astonishing cushion, 
and clutching behind him into the rapturous giggling and squeaking, until 
at last he turns round, and the game ends with a magnificent climax of 
discovery and recognition. They might go through all this a hundred times 
without diminishing by an. iota its power to thrill. 

To-day is no time for such, joys'. The imminent festivity disturbs the at- 
mosphere, and besides there is work to be done, and, above all, the eggs 
to be got. Ellie has just time to. recite “Puff, puff,” and Cornelius to dis- 
cover that her ears are not, mates, when they are interrupted by the arrival 
of Danny, come to fetch Bert and; Ingrid. Xaver, meantime, has exchanged 
his striped livery for an ordinary coat, in which he looks rather rough-and- 
ready, though as brisk and attractive .as ever. So then Nursey and the 
children ascend tp, the upper regions^ the Prdfessor withdraws to his study 
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to read, as always after dinner, and his wife bends her energies upon the 
sandwiches and salad that must be prepared. And she has another errand 
as well Before the young people arrive she has to take her shopping basket 
and dash into town on her bicycle, to turn into provisions a sum of money 
she has in hand, which she dares not keep lest it lose all value. 

Cornelius reads, leaning back in his chair, with his cigar between his 
middle and index fingers. First he reads Macaulay on the origin of the Eng- 
lish public debt at the end of the seventeenth century: then an artiele in 
a French periodical on the rapid increase in the Spanish debt towards the 
end of the sixteenth. Both these for his lecture on the morrow. He intends 
to compare the astonishing prosperity which accompanied the phenomenon 
in England with its fatal effects a hundred years earlier in Spain, and to 
analyse the ethical and psychological grounds of the difference in results. 
For that will give him a chance to refer back from the England of Wil- 
liam III, which is the actual subject in hand, to the time of Philip II and the 
Gounter-Reformation, which is his own special field. He has already written 
a valuable work on this period; it is much cited and got him his professor- 
ship; While his cigar burns out and gets strong, he excogitates a few pen- 
sive sentences in a key of gentle melancholy, to be delivered before his class 
next day: about the practically hopeless struggle carried on by the belated 
Philip against the whole trend of history: against the new, the kingdom- 
disrupting power of the Germanic ideal of freedom and individual liberty. 
And about the persistent, futile struggle of the aristocracy, condemned by 
God and rejected of man, against the forces of progress and change. He 
savours his sentences; keeps on polishing- them while he puts back the 
books he has been using; then goes upstairs for the usual pause in his day’s 
work, the hour with drawn blinds and closed eyes, which he so imperatively 
needs. But to-day, he recalls, he will rest under disturbed conditions, amid 
the bustle of preparations for the feast. He smiles to find his heart giving 
a mild flutter at the thought. Disjointed phrases on the theme of black- 
clad Philip and his times mingle with a confused consciousness that they 
will soon be dancing down below. For five minutes or so he falls asleep. 

As he lies and rests he can hear the sound of the garden gate and the 
repeated ringing at the bell. Each time a little pang goes through him, of 
excitement and suspense, at the thought that the young people have begun 
to fill the floor below. And each time he smiles at himself again — though 
even his smile is slightly nervous, is tinged with the pleasurable anticipa- 
tions people always feel before a party. At half-past four — ^it is already 
dark — he gets up and washes at the wash-hand, stand. The basin has been 
out of repair for two years. It is supposed to tip, but has broken away from 
its socket on one side, and cannot be mended because there is nobody to 
mend it, neither replaced because no shop can supply another. So it has to 
be hung up above the vent and emptied by lifting in both hands and pour- 
ing out the water. Cornelius shakes his. head over this basin, as he does 
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several times a day— whenever, in fact, he has occasion to use it. He 
finishes his toilet with care, standing under the ceiling light to polish his 
glasses till they shine. Then he goes downstairs. 

On his way to the dining-room he hears the gramophone already going, 
and the sound o£ voices. He puts on a polite, society air; at his tongue’s end 
is the phrase he means to utter: ‘Tray don’t jet me disturb you,” as he 
passes directly into the dining-room for his tea. ‘Tray don’t let me disturb 
you”— it seems to him precisely the mot juste: towards the guests cordial 
and considerate, for himself a very bulwark. 

The lower floor is lighted up, all the bulbs in the chandelier are burning 
save one that has burned out. Cornelius pauses on a lower step and surveys 
the entrance hall. It looks pleasant and cosy in the bright light, with its 
copy of Mar& over the brick chimney-piece, its wainscoted walls— wain- 
scoted in soft wood — and red-carpeted floor, where the guests stand in 
groups, chatting, each with his tea-cup and slice of bread-and-butter spread 
with anchovy paste. There is a festal haze, faint scents of hair and clothing 
and human breath come to him across the room, it is all characteristic, and 
familiar, and highly evocative. The door into the dressing-room is open, 
guests are still arriving. 

A large group of people is rather bewildering at first sight. The Professor 
takes in only the general scene. He does not see Ingrid, who is standing 
just at the foot of the steps, in a dark silk frock with a pleated collar falling 
softly over the shoulders, and bare arms. She smiles up at him, nodding 
and showing her lovely teeth. 

“Rested.?” she asks, for his private ear. With a quite unwarranted start 
he recognises her, and she presents some of her friends. 

“May I introduce Herr Zuber.?” she says. “And this is Fraulein Plaich- 
inger.” 

Herr Zuber is insignificant. But Fraulein Plaichinger is a perfect Ger- 
mania, blonde and voluptuous, arrayed in floating draperies. She has a snub 
nose, and answers the Professor’s salutation in the high, shrill pipe so many 
stout women have. 

“Delighted to meet you,” he says. “How nice of you to come! A classmate 
of Ingrid’s, I suppose.?” 

And Herr Zuber is a golfing partner of Ingrid’s. He is in business; he 
works in his uncle’s brewery. Cornelius makes a few jokes about the thin- 
ness of the beer and professes to believe that Herr Zuber could easily do 
something about the quality if he would. “But pray don’t let me disturb 
you,” he goes on, and turns toward the dining-room. 

“There comes Max,” says Ingrid. “Max, you sweep, what do you mean 
by rolling up at this time of day?” For such is the way they talk to each 
other, offensively to an older ear: of social forms, of hospitable warmth, 
there is no faintest trace. They all call each other by their first names. 

A young man comes up to them out of the dressing-room, and makes his 
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bow: he has an expanse of white shirt-front and a little black string tie. He 
is as pretty as a picture, dark, with rosy cheeks, clean-shaven of course, but 
with just a sketch of side-whisker. Not a ridiculous or flashy beauty, not 
like a gypsy fiddler, but just charming to look at, in a winning, well-bred 
way, with kind dark eyes. He even wears his dinner-jacket a little awk- 
wardly. 

“Please don’t scold me, Cornelia,” he says; “it’s the idiotic lectures.” And 
Ingrid presents him to her father as Herr HergeselL 

Well, and so this is Herr HergeselL He knows his manners, does Herr 
Hergesell, and thanks the master of the house quite ingratiatingly for his 
invitation, as they shake hands. “I certainly seem to have missed the bus,” 
says he, jocosely. “Of course I have lectures to-day up to four o’clock; I 
would have; and after that I had to go home to change.” Then he talks 
about his pumps, with which he has just been struggling in the dressing- 
room. 

“I brought them with me in a bag,” he goes on. “Mustn’t tramp all over 
the carpet in our brogues — ^it’s not done. Well, I was ass enough not to 
fetch along a shoe-horn, and I find I simply can’t get in! What a sell! They 
are the tightest I’ve ever had, the numbers don’t tell you a thing, and all 
the leather to-day is just cast iron. It’s not leather at all. My poor finger”-— 
he confidingly displays a reddened digit and once more characterises the 
whole thing as a “sell,” and a putrid sell into the bargain. He really does 
talk just as Ingrid said he did, with a peculiar nasal drawl, not affectedly 
in the least, but merely because that is the way of all the Hergesells. 

Dr. Cornelius says it is very careless of them not to keep a shoe-horn in 
the dressing-room, and displays proper sympathy with the mangled finger. 
“But now you really must not let me disturb you any longer,” he goes on. 
'*Auf wiedersehenr And he crosses the hall into the dining-room. 

There are guests there too, drinking tea, the family table is pulled out. 
But the Professor goes at once to his own little upholstered corner with 
the electric light bulb above it: the nook where he usually drinks his tea. 
His wife is sitting there talking with Bert and two other young men, one 
of them Herzl, whom Cornelius knows and greets; the other a typical 
“Wandervogel” named Mbller, a youth who obviously neither owns nor 
cares to own the correct evening dress of the middle classes (in fact there 
is no such thing any more), nor to ape the manners of a gentleman (and, 
in fact, there is no such thing any more either). He has a wilderness of 
hair, horn spectacles, and a long neck, and wears golf stockings and a belted 
blouse. His regular occupation, the Professor learns, is banking, but he is 
by way of being an amateur folkdorist, and collects folk songs from all 
localities and in all languages. Fie sings them, too, and at Ingrid’s command 
has brought his guitar; it is hanging in the dressing-room in an oiled-cloth 
case. Herzl the actor is small and slight, but he has a strong growth of 
black beard, as you can tell by thq thick coat of powder on his cheeks. His 
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eyes are larger than life, with a deep and melancholy glow. He has put on 
rouge besides the powder— those dull carmine highlights on the cheeks 
can be nothing but a cosmetic. “Queer,” thinks the Professor. “You would 
think a man would be one thing or the other— not melancholic and use 
face paint at the same time. It’s a psychological contradiction. How can a 
melancholy man rouge But here we have a perfect illustration of the ab- 
noririality of the artist soul-form. It can make possible a contradiction like 
this — perhaps it even consists in the contradiction. All very interesting— 
and no reason whatever for not being polite to him. Politeness is a primi- 
tive convention— and legitimate. ... Do take some lemon, Herr Hofs- 
chauspieler!” 

Court actors and court theatres— there are no such things any more, 
really. But Herzl relishes the sound of the title, notwithstanding he is a 
revolutionary artist. This must be another contradiction inherent in his 
soul-form; so, at least, the Professor assumes, and he is probably right. The 
flattery he is guilty of is a sort of atonement for his previous hard thoughts 
about the rouge. 

“Thank you so much — it’s really too good of you, sir,” says Herzl, quite 
embarrassed. He is so overcome that he almost stammers; only his perfect 
enunciation saves him. His whole bearing towards his hostess and the 
master of the house is exaggeratedly polite. It is almost as though he has a 
bad conscience in respect of his rouge; as though an inward compulsion 
had driven him to put it on, but now, seeing it through the Professor’s eyes, 
he disapproves of it himself, and thinks, by an air of humility toward the 
whole of unrouged society, to mitigate its effect. 

They drink their tea^and chat: about Moller’s folk-songs, about Basque 
folk-songs and Spanish folk-songs; from which they pass to the new pro- 
duction of “Don Carlos” at the Stadttheater, in which Herzl plays the title- 
role. He talks about his own rendering of the part, and says he hopes his 
conception of the character has unity. They go on to criticise the rest of the 
cast, the setting and the production as a whole; and Cornelius is struck, 
rather painfully, to find the conversation trending towards his own special 
province, back to Spain and the counter-Reformation. He has done noth- 
ing at all to give it this turn, he is perfectly innocent; and hopes it does 
not look as though he had sought an occasion to play the professor. He 
wonders, and falls silent, feeling relieved when the little folk come up to 
the table. Ellie and Snapper have on their blue velvet Sunday frocks; they 
are permitted to partake in the festivities up to bedtime. They look shy 
and large-eyed as they say how-do-you-do to the strangers, and, under 
pressure, repeat their names and ages. Herr Moller does nothing but gaze 
at them solemnly, but Herzl is. simply ravished. He rolls his eyes up to 
heaven and puts his hands over his mouth, he positively blesses them. It 
all, no doubt, comes from his. heart; but he is so addicted to theatrical 
methods of making an impression land getting an effect, that both words 
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arid behaviour ring frightf oily And even his enthusiasm for the little 

folk looks too much like part of his general craving to make up for the 
rouge on.' his 'cheeks.:: ■ ■ 

The tea-table has meanwhile emptied of guests, and dancing is going on 
in the hall. The children run off, the Professor prepares to retire. “Go and 
enjoy yourselves,” he says to Moller and Herzl, who have sprung from their 
chairs as he rises from his. They shake hands and he withdraws into his 
study, his peaceful kingdom, where he lets down the blinds, turns on the 
desk lamp, and sits down to his work. 

It is work which can be done, if necessary, under disturbed conditions : 
nothing but a few letters and a few notes. Of course, Cornelius' mind 
wanders. Vague impressions float through it: Herr Hergesell’s refractory 
pumps, the high pipe in that plump body of the Plaichinger female. As he 
writes, or leans back in his chair and stares into space, liis thoughts go 
back to Herr Moller’s collection of Basque folk-songs, to Herzl’s posings 
and humility; to “his” Carlos and the court of Philip II. There is some- 
thing strange, he thinks, about conversations. They are so ductile, they 
will go of their own accord in the direction of one’s dominating interest. 
Often and often he has seen this happen. And while he is thinking, he is 
listening to the sounds next door— rather subdued, he finds them. He hears 
only voices, no sound of footsteps. The dancers do not glide or circle round 
the room; they merely walk about over the carpet, which does not hamper 
their movements in the least. Their way of holding each other is quite 
different and strange, and they move to the strains of the gramophone, to 
the weird music of the new world. He concentrates on the music and 
makes out that it is a jazz-band record, with various percussion instru- 
ments and the clack and clatter of castanets, which, however, are not even 
faintly suggestive of Spain, but merely jazz with the rest. No, not Spain. 

. . . His thoughts are back at their old round. 

Half an hour goes by. It occurs to him it would be no more than friendly 
to go and contribute a box of cigarettes to the festivities next door. Too 
bad to ask the young people to smoke their own — though they have prob- 
ably never thought of it. He goes into the empty dining-room and takes a 
box from his supply in the cupboard: not the best ones, nor yet the brand 
he himself prefers, but a certain long, thin kind he is not averse to getting 
rid of — after all, they are nothing but youngsters. He takes the box into 
the hall, holds it up with a smile, and deposits it on. the mantel-shelf. After 
which he gives a look round and returns to his own room. 

There comes a lull in dance and music. The. guests stand about the room 
in groups, or round the table at the window, or seated in a circle by the 
fireplace. Even the built-in stairs, with: -their worn velvet carpet, are 
crowded with young folk as in an amphitheatre; Max Hergesell is there, 
leaning back with one elbow on the step above, and gesticulating with his 
free hand as he talks to the shrill,, voluptuous Plaichinger, The floor of the 
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hall is nearly empty, save just in the centre: there, directly beneath the 
chandelier, the two little ones in their blue velvet frocks clutch each other 
in an awkward embrace, and twirl silently round and round, oblivious of 
all else. Cornelius, as he passes, strokes their hair, with a friendly word; it 
does not distract them from their small solemn preoccupation. But at his 
own door he turns to glance round and sees young Hergesell push himself 
oS the stair by his elbow — ^probably because he noticed the Professor, He 
comes down into the arena, takes Ellie out of her brother’s arms, and 
dances with her himself. It looks very comic, without the music, and he 
crouches down just as Cornelius does when he goes walking with the four 
gentlemen, holding the fluttered Ellie as though she were grown up, and 
taking little “shimmying” steps. Everybody watches with huge enjoyment, 
the gramophone is put on again, dancing becomes general. The Professor 
stands and looks with his hand on the door-knob. He nods and laughs; 
when he finally shuts himself into his study the mechanical smile still 
lingers on his lips. 

Again he turns over pages by his desk lamp; takes notes, attends to a few 
simple matters. After a while he notices that the guests have forsaken the 
entrance hall for his wife’s drawing-room, into which there is a door from 
his own study as well. He hears their voices, and the sounds of a guitar 
being tuned. Herr Moller, it seems, is to sing — and does so. He twangs the 
strings of his instrument, and sings in a powerful bass a ballad in a strange 
tongue, possibly Swedish. The Professor does not succeed in identifying 
it, though he listens attentively to the end, after which there is great ap- 
plause. The sound is deadened by the portiere that hangs over the dividing- 
door. The young bank clerk begins another song. Cornelius goes softly in. 

It is half-dark in the drawing-room; the only light is from the shaded 
standard lamp, beneath which Moller sits, on the divan, with his legs 
crossed, picking his strings. His audience is grouped easily about; as there 
are not enough seats, some stand, and more, among them many young 
ladies, are simply sitting on the floor with their hands clasped round their 
knees, or even with their legs stretched out before them, Hergesell sits 
thus, in his dinner jacket, next the piano, with Fraulein Plaichinger beside 
him. Frau Cornelius is holding both children on her lap, as she sits in her 
easy-chair opposite the singer. Snapper, the Boeotian, begins to talk loud and 
clear in the middle of the song, and has to be intimidated with bushings 
and finger-shakings. Never, never would Ellie allow herself to be guilty of 
such conduct. She sits there daintily erect and still on her mother’s knee. 
The Professor tries to catch her eye and exchange a private signal with his 
little girl; but she does not see him. Neither does she seem to be looking 
at the singer. Her gaze is directed lower down. 

Moller sings the “joli tambour”: . 

^ “Sire, mon rox, donnez-moi votre fille, — ” 
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They are all enchanted. “How good,” Hergesell is heard to say, in the 
odd, nasally-condescending Hergesell tone. The next one is a beggar ballad, 
to a tune composed by young Moller himself; it elicits a storm of applause: 

“Gypsy lassie a-going to the fair 
Huzza! 

Gypsy laddie a-goin’ to be there — 

Huzza, diddlety umpty dido!” 

Laughter and high spirits, sheer reckless hilarity, reigns after this jovial 
ballad. “Frightfully good!” Hergesell comments again, as before. Follows 
another popular song, this time a Hungarian one; Moller sings it in its 
own outlandish tongue, and most effectively. The Professor applauds with 
ostentation. It warms his heart, and does him good, this outcropping of 
artistic, historic, and cultural elements all amongst the shimmying. He 
goes up to young Moller and congratulates him, talks about the songs and 
their sources, and Moller promises to lend him a certain annotated book 
of folk-songs. Cornelius is the more cordial because all the time, as fathers 
do, he has been comparing the parts and achievements of this young 
stranger with those of his own son, and being gnawed by envy and 
mortification. This young Moller, he is thinking, is a capable bank clerk 
(though about Moller’s capacity he knows nothing whatever) and has this 
special gift besides, which must have taken talent and energy to cultivate. 
“And here is my poor Bert, who knows nothing and can do nothing, and 
thinks of nothing except playing the clown, without even talent for that!” 
He tries to be just; he tells himself that after all Bert has innate refine- 
ment; that probably there is a good deal more to him than there is to the 
successful Moller; that perhaps he has even something of the poet in him, 
and his dancing and table-waiting are due to mere boyish folly and the 
distraught times. But paternal envy and pessimism win the upper hand; 
when Moller begins another song, Dr. Cornelius goes back to his room. 

He works as before, with divided attention, at this and that, while it gets 
on for seven o’clock. Then he remembers a letter he may just as well write, 
a short letter and not very important, but letter-writing is wonderful for 
the way it takes up the time, and it is almost half-past when he has finished. 
At half-past eight the Italian salad will be served; so now is the prescribed 
moment for the Professor to go out into the wintry darkness to post his 
letters, and take his daily quantum of fresh air and exercise. They are 
dancing again, and he will have to pass through the hall to get his hat and 
coat; but they are used to him now, he need not stop and beg them not 
to be disturbed. He lays away his papers, takes up the letters he has 
written, and goes out. But he sees his wife sitting near the door of his room, 
and pauses a little by her easy-chair. 

She is watching the dancing. Now and then the big folk or some of their 
guests stop to speak to her; the party is at its height, and there are more 
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onlookers than these two : blueTaced Ann is standing at the 
stairsj in all the dignity of her limitations. She is waiting for the children, 
who simply cannot get their fill of these unwonted festivities, and watch- 
ing over Snapper, lest his all-too-rich blood be churned to the danger 
point by too much twirling round. And not only the nursery but the 
kitchen takes an interest: Xaver and the two ladies Hinterhofer are stand- 
ing by the pantry door looking on with relish. Fraulein Walburga, the 
elder of the two sunken sisters (the culinary section— she objects to being 
called a cook), is a whimsical, good-natured sort, brown-eyed, wearing 
glasses with thick circular lenses; the nosepiece is wound with a bit of rag 
to keep it from pressing on her nose, Fraulein Cecilia is younger, though 
not so precisely young either. Her bearing is as self-assertive as usual: this 
being her way of sustaining her dignity as a former member of the middle 
class. For Fraulein Cecilia feels acutely her descent into the ranks of 
domestic service. She positively declines to wear a cap or other badge of 
servitude; and her hardest trial is on the Wednesday evening when she has 
to serve the dinner while Xaver has his afternoon out. She hands the 
dishes with averted face and elevated nose — a fallen queen; and so distress- 
ing is it to behold her degradation that one evening when the little folk 
happened to be at table and saw her they both with one accord’ burst into 
tears. Such anguish is unknown to young Xaver. He enjoys serving, and 
does it with an ease born of practice as well as talent, for he was once a 
“piccolo.” But otherwise he is a thorough-paced good-for-nothing and 
wind-bag — with quite distinct traits of character of his own, as his long- 
suflfering employers are always ready to concede, but perfectly impossible 
and a bag of wind for all that. One must just take him as he is, they 
think, and not expect figs from thistles. He is the child and product of 
the disrupted times, a perfect specimen of his generation, follower of the 
revolution, bolshevist sympathiser. The Professor’s name for him is the 
“minute-man,” because he is always to be counted on in any sudden crisis, 
if only it address his sense of humour or love of novelty; and will display 
therein amazing readiness and resource. But he utterly lacks a sense of 
duty, and can as little be trained to the performance of the daily round and 
common task as some kinds of dog can be taught to jump over a stick. It 
goes so plainly against the grain that criticism is disarmed. One becomes 
resigned. On grounds that appealed to him as unusual and amusing he 
would be ready to turn out of his bed at any hour of the night. But he 
simply cannot get up before eight in the morning, he cannot do it, he will 
not jump over the stick. Yet all day long the evidence of this free and 
untrammelled existence, the sound of his mouth-organ, his joyous whistle, 
or his raucous but expressive voice lifted in song, rises to the hearing of 
the world above-stairs; and the smoke of his cigarettes fills the pantry. 
While the Hinterhofer ladies work he stands and looks on. Of a morning 
while the Professor is breakfasling,-viie' tears' the" ^ off the study calendar 
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—but does not lift a finger to dust the room. Dr. Cornelius has often told 
him to leave the calendar alone, for he tends to tear off two leaves at a 
time, and thus to add to the general confusion. But young Xaver appears 
to find joy in this activity, and will not be deprived of it. 

Again, he is fond of children, a winning trait. He will throw himself into 
games with the little folk in the garden, make and mend their toys with 
great ingenuity, even read aloud from their books — and very droll it sounds 
in his thick-lipped pronunciation. With his whole soul he loves the cinema; 
after an evening spent there he inclines to melancholy and yearning and 
talking to himself. Vague hopes stir in him that some day he may make 
his fortune in that gay world and belong to it by rights; hopes based on his 
shock of hair and his physical agility and daring. He likes to climb the ash 
tree in the front garden, mounting branch by branch to the very tip, and 
frightening everybody to death who sees him. Once there he lights a ciga- 
rette and smokes it as he sways to and fro, keeping a look out for a cinema 
director who might chance to come along and engage him. 

If he changed his striped jacket for mufti, he might easily dance with the 
others, and no one would notice the difference. For the big folks' friends 
are rather anomalous in their clothing: evening dress is worn by a few, but 
it is by no means the rule. There is quite a sprinkling of guests, both male 
and female, in the same general style as Moller the ballad singer. The Pro- 
fessor is familiar with the circumstances of most of this young generation 
he is watching as he stands beside his wife’s chair; he has heard them 
spoken of by name. They are students at the High School, or at the School 
of Applied Art; they lead, at least the masculine portion, that precarious 
and scrambling existence which is purely the product of the time. There 
is a tall, pale, spindling youth, the son of a dentist, who lives by specu- 
lation. From all the Professor hears, he is a perfect Aladdin. He keeps a 
car, treats his friends to champagne suppers, and showers presents upon 
them on every occasion, costly little trifles in mother-of-pearl and gold. So 
to-day he has brought gifts to the young givers of the feast: for Bert a gold 
lead-pencil, and for Ingrid a pair of earrings of barbaric size, great gold 
circlets that fortunately do not have to go through the little ear-lobe, but 
are fastened over it by means of a clip. The big folk come laughing to their 
parents to display these trophies; and the parents shake their heads even 
while they admire— Aladdin bowing over and over from afar. 

The young people appear to be absorbed in their dancing — ^if the per- 
formance they are carrying out with so much still concentration can be 
called dancing. They stride across the carpet, slowly, according to some 
unfathomable prescript, strangely embraced;: in the newest attitude, tummy 
advanced and shoulders high, waggling the hips. They do not get tired, 
because nobody could. There is no such thing as heightened colour, or 
heaving bosoms. Two girls may . dance together, or two. young men — it is 
all the same. They move to the exotic !s trains gra.moplipne, played 
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with the loudest needles to procure the maximum of sound: shimmeys^ 
foxtrotsy one-steps, double foxes, African shimmeys, Java dances and 
Creole polkas, the wild musky melodies follow one another, now furious, 
now languishing, a monotonous negro programme in unfamiliar rhythm, 
to a clacking, clashing and strumming orchestral accompaniment, 

‘What is that record?” Cornelius inquires of Ingrid, as she passes him 
by in the arms of the pale young speculator, with reference to the piece 
then playing, whose alternate languors and furies he finds comparatively 
pleasing and showing a certain resourcefulness in detail. 

‘“Prince of Pappenheim: Console thee, dearest child,’ ” she answers and 
smiles pleasantly back at him with her white teeth. 

The cigarette smoke wreathes beneath the chandelier. The air is blue 
with a festal haze compact of sweet and thrilling ingredients, that stir the 
blood with memories of green-sick pains, and are particularly poignant to 
those whose youth — ^like the Professor’s own — has been over-sensitive. . . . 
The little folk are still on the floor. They are allowed to stop up until 
eight — so great is their delight in the party. The guests have got used to 
their presence; in their own way, they have their place in the doings of the 
evening. They have separated, anyhow: Snapper revolves all alone in the 
middle of the carpet, in his little blue velvet smock; while Ellie is running 
after one of the dancing couples, trying to hold the man fast by his coat. 
It is Max Hergesell and Fraulein Plaichinger, They dance well, it is a 
pleasure to watch them. One has to admit that these mad modern dances, 
when the right people dance them, are not so bad after all — they have 
something quite taking. Young Hergesell is a capital leader, dances accord- 
ing to rule, yet with individuality. So it looks. With what aplomb can he 
walk backwards — when space permits! And he knows how to be graceful 
standing still in a crowd. And his partner supports him well, being un- 
suspectedly lithe and buoyant, as fat people often are. They look at each 
other, they are talking, paying no heed to Ellie, though others are smiling 
to see the child’s persistence. Dr, Cornelius tries to catch up his little sweet- 
heart, as she passes, and draw her to him. But Ellie eludes him, almost 
peevishly, her dear Abel is nothing to her now. She braces her little arms 
against his chest, and turns her face away with a persecuted look. Then 
escapes to follow her fancy once more. 

The Professor feels an involuntary twinge. Uppermost in his heart is 
hatred for this party, with its power to intoxicate and estrange his darling 
child. His love for her — that not quite disinterested, not quite unexception- 
able love of his — is easily wounded. He wears a mechanical smile, but his 
eyes have clouded, and he stares fixedly at a point in the carpet, between 
the dancers’ feet. 

“The children ought to go to bed,” he tells his wife. But she pleads for 
another quarter of an hour; she has 'promised already, and they do love it 
so! He smiles again and shakes his head, stands so a moment and then 
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goes across to the dressing-room, which is full of coats and hats and scarves 
and overshoes. He has trouble in rummaging out his own coat, and Max 
Hergesell comes out of the hall, wiping his brow. 

“Going out, sir?” he asks, in Hergesellian accents, dutifully helping the 
older man on with his coat, “Silly business this, with my pumps,” he says. 
“They pinch like hell. The brutes are simply too tight for me, quite apart 
from the bad leather. They press just here on the ball of my great toe”-— 
he stands on one foot and holds the other in his hand — “it’s simply unbear- 
able. There’s nothing for it but to take them off ; my brogues will have to 
do the business. . . . Oh, let me help you, sir.” 

“Thanks,” says Cornelius. “Don’t trouble. Get rid of your own tor- 
mentors. . . . Oh, thanks very much!” For Hergesell has gone on one knee 
to snap the fasteners of his snow boots. 

Once more the Professor expresses his gratitude; he is pleased and 
touched by so much sincere respect and youthful readiness to serve. “Go 
and enjoy yourself,” he counsels. “Change your shoes, and make up for 
what you have been suffering. Nobody can dance in shoes that pinch. 
Good-bye, I must be off to get a breath of fresh air.” 

“I’m going to dance with Ellie now,” calls Hergesell after him. “She’ll be 
a first-rate dancer when she grows up, and that I’ll swear to.” 

“Think so?” Cornelius answers, already half out. “Well, you are a con- 
noisseur, I’m sure. Don’t get curvature of the spine with stooping.” 

He nods again and goes. “Fine lad,” he thinks as he shuts the door. 
“Student of engineering. Knows what he’s bound forygot a good clear 
head, and so well set up and pleasant too.” And again paternal envy rises, 
as he compares his poor Bert’s status with this young man’s, which he puts 
in the rosiest light that his son’s may look the darker. Thus he sets out on 
his evening walk. 

He goes up the avenue, crosses the bridge and walks along the bank on 
the other side as far as the next bridge but one. The air is wet and cold, 
with a little snow now and then. He turns up his coat collar and slips the 
crook of his cane over the arm behind his back. Now and then he ventilates 
his lungs with a long deep breath of the night air. As usual when he 
walks, his mind reverts to his professional preoccupations, he thinks about 
his lectures and the things he means to say to-morrow about Philip’s 
struggle against the Germanic revolution, things steeped in melancholy 
and penetratingly just. Above all just, he thinks. For in one’s dealings with 
the young, it behoves one to display the scientific spirit, to exhibit the 
principles of enlightenment — not only for purposes of mental discipline 
but on the human and individual side, in order not to wound them or 
indirectly offend their political sensibilities; particularly in these days, 
when there is so much tinder in the air, opinions are so frightfully split up 
and chaotic, and you may so easily incur attacks from one party or the 
Other, or even give rise to, scandal,' by taking sides on a point of history# 
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‘‘And taking sides is unhistoric anyhow/^ so he miises. ‘‘Only justice, only 
impartiality is historic,” And could not, properly considered, be Gtherwise. 
... For justice can have nothing of youthful fire, and blithe, fresh, loyal 
conviction. It is by nature melancholy. And being so, has secret affinity with 
the lost cause and the forlorn hope rather than with the fresh and blithe 
and loyal — ^perhaps this affinity is its very essence and without it it would 
not exist at all! . . . “And is there then no such thing as justice?” the Pro- 
fessor asks himself; and ponders the question so deeply that he absently 
posts his letters in the next box and turns round to go home. This thought 
of his is unsettling and disturbing to the scientific mind — but is it not after 
all itself scientific, psychological, conscientious, and therefore to be 
accepted without prejudice, no matter how upsetting? In the midst of 
which musings Dr. Cornelius finds himself back at his own door. 

On the outer threshold stands Xaver, and seems to be looking for him. 

“Herr Professor,” says Xaver, tossing back his hair, “go upstairs to Ellie 
at once. She’s in a bad way.” 

“What’s the matter?” asks Cornelius in alarm. “Is she ill?” 

“No-o, not to say ill,” answers Xaver. “She’s just in a bad way and crying 
fit to bust her little heart. It’s along o’ that chap with the shirt-front that 
danced with her — Herr Hergesell. She couldn’t be got to go upstairs 
peaceably, not at no price at all, and she’s b’en crying bucketfuls.” 

“Nonsense,” says the Professor, who has entered and is tossing off his 
things in the dressing-room. He says no more; opens the glass door and 
without a glance at the guests turns swiftly to the stairs. Takes them two 
at a time, crosses the upper hall and the small room leading into the 
nursery. Xaver follows at his heels, but stops at the nursery door. 

A bright light still burns within,, showing the gay frieze that runs all 
round the room, the large row of shelves heaped with a confusion of toys, 
the rocking-horse on his swaying platform, with red varnished nostrils and 
raised hoofs. On the linoleum lie other toys — building blocks, railway 
trains, a little trumpet. The two white cribs stand not far apart, Ellies in 
the window corner, Snapper’s out in the room. 

Snapper is asleep. He has said his prayers in loud, ringing tones, 
prompted by Nurse, and gone off at once into vehement, profound and 
rosy slumber — from which a cannon-ball fired at close range could not 
rouse him. He lies with both fists flung back on the pillows on either side 
of the tousled head with its funny crooked little slumber-tossed wig. 

A circle of females surrounds Ellie’s bed: not only blue-faced Ann is 
there but the Hinterhofer ladies too, talking to each other and to her. They 
make way as the Professor comes up,, and reveal the child sitting all pale 
among her pillows, sobbing arid weeping, more bitterly than he has ever 
' , seen her sob and weep in her. life. Her lovely little hands lie on the coverlet 

^ “ in front of her, the nightgown with its narrow, lace border has slipped 

down from her shouldef'^r.suchi:^, : thin,: shoulder— and the 
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sweet head Cornelius loves so well^ set on the neck like a flower on its 
stalk, her head is on one side, with the eyes rolled up to the corner between 
wall and ceiling above her head. For there she seems to envisage the 
anguish of her heart, and even to nod to it— either on purpose or because 
her head wobbles as her body is shaken with the violence of her sobs. Her 
eyes rain down tears. The bow-shaped lips are parted, like a little mater 
dolorosa' s, and from them issue long, low wails that in nothing resemble 
the unnecessary and exasperating shrieks of a naughty child, but rise from 
the deep extremity of her heart and wake in the Professor’s own a sym- 
pathy that is well-nigh intolerable. He has never seen his darling so before. 
His feelings find immediate vent in an attack on the ladies Hinterhofer. 

*‘What about the supper ?” he asks sharply. ‘‘There must be a great deal 
to do. Is my wife being left to do it alone?” 

For the acute sensibilities of the former middle class, this is quite enough. 
The ladies withdraw in righteous indignation, and Xaver Kleinsgutl jeers 
at them as they pass out. Having been born to low life instead of achieving 
it, he never loses a chance to mock at their fallen state. 

“Childie, Ghildie,” murmurs Cornelius, and sitting down by the crib en- 
folds the anguished Ellie in his arms. “What is the trouble with my 
darling?” 

She bedews his face with her tears. 

“Abel. . . . Abel . . she stammers between sobs. “Why — isn’t Max — 
my brother? Max ought to be— my brother!” 

Alas, alas! What mischance is this? Is this what the party has wrought, 
with its fatal atmosphere? Cornelius glances helplessly up at blue-faced 
Ann standing there in all the dignity of her limitations with her hands 
before her on her apron. She purses up her mouth and makes a long face. 
“It’s pretty young,” she says, “for the female instincts to be showing up.” 

“Hold your tongue,” snaps Cornelius, in his agony. He has this much to 
be thankful for, that Ellie does not turn from him now; she does not push 
him away as she did downstairs, but clings to him in her need, while she 
reiterates her absurd, bewildered prayer that Max might be her brother, or 
with a fresh burst of desire demands to be taken downstairs so that he can 
dance with her again. But Max, of course, is dancing with Fraulein 
Plaichinger, that behemoth who is his rightful partner and has every claim 
upon him; whereas Ellie — never, thinks the Professor, his heart torn with 
the violence of his pity, never has she looked so tiny and birdlike as now, 
when she nestles to him shaken with sobs and all unaware of what is 
happening in her little soul. No, she does not know. She does not com- 
prehend that her suffering is on account of Fraulein Plaichinger, fat, over- 
grown and utterly within her rights: in dancing with Max Hergesell, 
whereas Ellie may only do it once, By way of a joke, although she is 
incomparably the more charming of the two... Yet it would be quite mad 
to reproach young Hergesell with the state .of affairs, or to make fantastic 
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demands upon him. No, Ellie’s suffering is without help or healing and 
must be covered up. Yet just as it is without understanding, so it is also 
without restraint— and that is what makes it so horribly painful Xaver 
and blue-faced Ann do not feel this pain, it does not affect them— either 
because of native callousness or because they accept it as the way of nature. 
But the Professor’s fatherly heart is quite torn by it, and by a mortifying 
horror of this passion, so hopeless and so absurd. 

Of no avail to hold forth to poor Ellie on the subject of the perfectly 
good little brother she already has. She only casts a distraught and scornful 
glance over at the other crib where Snapper lies vehemently slumbering, 
and with fresh tears calls again for Max. Of no avail either the promise of a 
long, long walk to-morrow, all five gentlemen, round and round the dining- 
room table; or a dramatic description of the thrilling cushion games they 
will play. No, she will listen to none of all this, nor to lying down and 
going to sleep. She will not sleep, she will sit bolt upright and suffer. . , . 
But on a sudden they stop and listen, Abel and Ellie; listen to some- 
thing miraculous, that is coming to pass, that is approaching by strides, 
two strides, to the nursery door, that now overwhelmingly appears. . . . 

It is Xaver ’s work, not a doubt of that. He has not remained by the 
door where he stood to gloat over the ejection of the Hinterhofers. No, 
he has bestirred himself, taken a notion, likewise steps to carry it out. 
Downstairs he has gone, twitched Herr HergeselFs sleeve and made a 
thick-lipped request. So here they both are. Xaver, having done his part, 
remains by the door; but Max Hergesell comes up to Ellie’s crib: in his 
dinner-jacket, with his sketchy side-whisker and charming black eyes; 
obviously quite pleased with his role of swan knight and fairy prince, as 
one who should say: “See, here am I, now all losses are restored and sor- 
rows end.” 

Cornelius is almost as much overcome as Ellie herself. 

“Just look,” he says feebly, “look who’s here. This is uncommonly good 
of you, Herr Hergesell” 

“Not a bit of it,” says Hergesell “Why shouldn’t I come to say good- 
night to my fair partner 

And he approaches the bars of the crib, behind which Ellie sits struck 
mute. She smiles blissfully through her tears. A funny, high little note that 
is half a sigh of relief comes from her lips, then she looks dumbly up at 
her swan knight with her golden-brown eyes—tear-swollen though they 
are, so much more beautiful than the fat Plaichinger’s. She does not put 
up her arms. Her joy, like her grief, is without understanding; but she 
does not do that. The lovely little hands lie quiet on the coverlet, and Max 
Hergesell stands with his arms leaning over the rail as on a balcony. 

‘ “And now,” he says smartly, “she need not ‘sit the livelong night and 
weep upon her bed!’ ” He looks: at the Professor to make sure he is receiv- 
ing due credit for the quotation*; “Ha, ha!” he laughs, “she’s beginning 
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young. 'Console thee, dearest child!’ Never mind, you’re all right! Just as 
you are youll be wonderful! You’ve only got to grow up. . . . And you’ll 
lie down and go to sleep like a good girl, now Fve come to say good-night.? 
And not cry any more, little Lorelei.?” 

Ellie looks up at him, transfigured. One birdlike shoulder is bare, the 
Professor draws the lace-trimmed nightie over it. There comes into his 
mind a sentimental story he once read about a dying child who longs to 
see a clown he had once, with unforgettable ecstasy, beheld in a circus. 
And they bring the clown to the bedside marvellously arrayed, embroidered 
before and behind with silver butterflies; and the child dies happy. Max 
Hergesell is not embroidered, and Ellie, thank God, is not going to die, 
she has only “been in a bad way.” But after all, the effect is the same. 
Young Hergesell leans over the bars of the crib and rattles on, more for 
the father’s ear than the child’s, but Ellie does not know that— and the 
father’s feelings toward him are a most singular mixture of thankfulness, 
embarrassment, and hatred. 

“Good-night, little Lorelei,” says Hergesell, and gives her his hand 
through the bars. Her pretty, soft, white little hand is swallowed up in the 
grasp of his big, strong, red one. “Sleep well,” he says, “and sweet dreams! 
But don’t dream about me — God forbid! Not at your age — ^ha, ha!” And 
then the fairy clown’s visit is at an end. Cornelius accompanies him to the 
door. “No, no, positively, no thanks called for, don’t mention it,” he large- 
heartedly protests; and Xaver goes downstairs with him, to help serve the 
Italian salad. 

But Dr. Cornelius returns to Ellie, who is now lying down, with her 
cheek pressed into her flat little pillow. 

“Well, wasn’t that lovely.?” he says, as he smooths the covers. She nods, 
with one last little sob. For a quarter of an hour he sits beside her and 
watches while she falls asleep in her turn, beside the little brother who 
found the right way so much earlier than she. Her silky brown hair takes 
the enchanting fall it always does when she sleeps; deep, deep lie the lashes 
over the eyes that late so abundantly poured forth their sorrow; the angelic 
mouth with its bowed upper lip is peacefully relaxed and a little open. 
Only now and then comes a belated catch in her slow breathing. 

And her small hands, like pink and white flowers, lie so quietly, one on 
the coverlet, the other on the pillow by her face — ^Dr. Cornelius, gazing, 
feels his heart melt with tenderness as with strong wine. 

“How good,” he thinks, “that she breathes in oblivion with every breath 
she draws! That in childhood each night is a deep, wide gulf between one 
day and the next. To-morrow, beyond all doubt, young Hergesell will be 
a pale shadow, powerless to darken her little heart. To-morrow, forgetful of 
all but present joy, she will walk with Abel and Snapper, all five gentlemen, 
round and round the table, will play the ever-thrilling cushion game.” 
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MR. AND MRS. ABBEY’S DIFFICULTIES 

E. M, Forster 

(1879- ) 


'The death of mrs. rawlings, followed four years afterwards by that of 
Mrs. Jennings^ her respectable parent, involved Mr. and Mrs. Abbey in 
appreciable difficulties finally. They did not at first realize the possible con- 
sequences of becoming guardian to the four children — -John, George, Tom, 
and Fanny — the offspring of Mrs. Rawlings by a previous union; indeed, 
Mr. Abbey acted with unusual precipitancy, and, without troubling Mr. 
Sandall, his co-executor under Mrs. Jennings’ will, undertook sole charge 
even in the grandmother’s lifetirne. The sum of £8,000— and £8,000 was a 
substantial sum a hundred years ago— passed into his control, and he pro- 
ceeded to administer it for the benefit of the young people as only a 
business man can. 

The connection of the two deceased ladies had been with the livery trade. 
They had kept the stables attached to the Swan and Hoop, Finsbury Pave- 
ment, and the first husband of Mrs. Rawlings had actually been killed by 
falling off one of his own horses on a dark night not far from Southgate, 
Mr. Abbey’s own position was more secure. A broker in tea, and in coffee 
also, although scarcely in coffee to an equal extent, he had added to his 


office in Pancras Lane a residence at Walthamstow, and to the latter a 
conservatory, and to everything that he undertook the conviction of some 
ultimate issue. It was at Walthamstow that he made provision for the child 
Fanny, who was aged but seven years only when she came under his 
charge. He arranged that she should live with Mrs. and Miss Abbey, she 
should attend a young ladies’ school where she might acquire such educa- 
tion as her sex necessitated., The education of her brother John was already 
complete, for he had attained his sixteenth year, and Mr. Abbey was 
prompt to remove him from his studies and to apprentice him to a surgeon. 
George (aged thirteen) and Tom (eleven) were received as clerks into his 
own office. Thus suitable proyision for all concerned was rapidly and ade- 
quately made.,- 

TJnfortunately the children were restless— a defect inherited from their 
father, who had been of rustic origin. John would not stick to his gallipots, 
nor George and Tom to their stools j and Fanny wished to learn the 
flageolet. They were always .asking for money: to satisfy their whims, and 
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since Mr. Abbey had in view their ultimate good alone and had reinvested 
the £8^000 to that endy he negatived all such demands. What they wasted 
on letter-paper alone was deplorable, for, as the three boys grew up, they 
were in constant correspondence with one another and with their sister. 
Mr. and Mrs. Abbey valued a united family highly, none higher; but saw: 
no advantage in Tom communicating with George that it was raining 
in Devonshire, or in John informing Fanny that he had counted the buns 
and tarts in a pastry-cook’s window, and ‘was just beginning with the 
jellies.’ Mrs. Abbey, in particular, felt that family affection was used as a 
cloak for something else: that they communicated, as she expressed it, 
‘behind my back,’ and were not so much devoted to each other, which is 
all very proper and well, as interested in what each other thought An 
unfortunate discovery gave her some pain. Fanny left her letters lying 
about, as young.girls will, and Mrs. Abbey’s eye was caught by the strange 
appearance of one of them. It was written in short lines, certainly just 
nonsense, yet she did not relish it, the more so since it was in John’s hand- 
writing, and he a notorious makegame. 

Two or three Posies 
With two or three simples — 

Two or three Noses 
With two or three pimples — 

Two or three Sandies 
And two or three tabbies— 

Two or three dandies 
And two Mrs. — -mum! 

Who might ‘Mrs. mum!’ be? Mrs. Abbey reread the paragraph and 

then saw that it was a crambo or forfeit, the last line of which concealed 
her own name. She was affronted, the more so since the name must be in 
the plural gender. ‘Two Mrs. Abbeys,’ she repeated to herself. ‘And why 
two?’ She inquired of her husband next time he came down from Pancras 
Lane, of Miss Caley, the headmistress of Fanny’s school, of Miss Tucker, 
the headmistress of the school to which she was subsequently transferred. 
They all agreed that an unkindness was intended. She kept a look-out for 
John’s letters in the future, and discovered in another that she was to be 
sent up to the London office ‘to count coffee-berries,’ while the grass plot 
was used for dancing. Elsewhere Fanny was to ‘pay no attention to Mrs. 
Abbey’s unfeeling and ignorant gabble. You can’t stop an old woman’s 
crying any more than you can a child’s. The old woman is the greatest 
nuisance, because she is too old for the rod. Many people live opposite a 
blacksmith’s till they cannot hear the hammer.’ Here all was too plain, 
except, indeed, the blacksmith, whose forge was at the farther extremity of 
the village; and Mrs. Abbey was obHged to take up a different line with 
Fanny. She would not allow the girl to ;gq up to see her brother in town, 
and she discouraged his visiting Walthamstow. 
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How necessary her strictness was^ the following anecdote will evince. 
While the Ghildren were deficient in character and breeding on the one 
sidcj they had inherited from their mother, Mrs. Rawlings, on the other, 
a tendency to consumption, and Tom was the first to sicken. Fanny pro- 
fessed to be heart-broken, and permission for a visit to his bedside could 
not well be withheld. She went up to Hampstead, and saw him, thus pay- 
ing lip service to truth, but afterwards proceeded to act the fine lady, and 
made a round of calls with her brother John. She returned to Waltham- 
stow in an unseemly state, could give Mrs. Abbey no interesting details as 
to the progress of Tom’s malady, nothing but chatter about Mr. So-and-so 
and Miss T’other, what they said and ate and wore and contributed to the 
newspapers, and might she buy a magazine once a month, even if it meant 
giving up her spaniel, and she did not think Miss Tucker would object, for 
newspapers opened the world as Mr. Dilke had remarked, and Mrs. Dilke 
was at Brighton. She was easily silenced, but the Abbeys realized how sus- 
ceptible she was to bad influences, and how sternly they must guard her 
against them. Letters like the following could not be indefinitely allowed 
to arrive: 

‘My dear Fanny — 

‘I called on Mr. Abbey in the beginning of last week, when he seemed averse 
to letting you come again from having heard that you had been to other places 
besides Well Walk. I do not mean to say you did wrongly in speaking of it, for 
there should rightly be no objection to such things: but you know with what 
People we are obliged in the course of Childhood to associate, whose conduct 
forces us into duplicity and falsehood to them. . , . Perhaps I am talking too 
deeply for you: if you do not know, you will understand what I mean in the 
course of a few years. I think poor Tom is a little Better, he sends his love to 
you. I shall call on Mr. Abbey to-morrow: when I hope to settle when to see you 
again. Mrs. Dilke is expected home in a day or two. She will be pleased, I am 
sure, with your present. I will try for permission for you to remain ail Night 
should Mrs. D. return in time. 

‘Your affectionate brother 

, ■ ■ . ■ ■‘John’ " 

Permission was refused. The Dilkes and their set were no companions 
for a growing girl of fourteen, and Fanny remained under discipline at the 
time of Tom’s death. The discipline had even to be increased, as the follow- 
ing letter, dated four months later, indicates; it had proved impossible to 
keep her in a healthy and modest frame of mind without almost entirely 
forbidding any intercourse between her and the rest of her family; it had 
also proved desirable to remove her from Miss Tucker’s, owing to the 

‘Your letter to me at Bedhampton hurt me very much. What objection can 
there be 'to your receiving a letter, me? At Bedhampton I was' unwell and 



907 


MR. AND MRS. ABBEY’S DIFFICULTIES' 

did not go out of , the .'Garden Gate but twice or thrice during, the' fortnight I 
was there— -Since I came back I have been taking care of myself— I have been 
obliged to do so, and am now in hopes that by this care I shall get rid of a sore 
throat which has haunted me at intervals nearly a twelvemonth. I always had a 
presentiment of not being able to succeed in persuading Mr. Abbey to let you 
remain longer at School — I am very sorry that he will not consent. I recommend 
you to keep up all that you know and to learn more by yourself, however little. 
The time will come when you will be more pleased with Life — look forward to 
that time, and though it may be a trifle be careful not to let the idle and retired 
Life you lead fix any awkward habit or behaviour on you— whether you sit or 
walk endeavour to let it be in a seemly and, if possible, a graceful manner. We 
have been very little together: but you have not the less been with me in 
thought. You have no one in the world besides me who would sacrifice any- 
thing for you — I feel myself the only Protector you have. In all your little 
troubles think of me with the thought that there is at least one person in Eng- 
land who, if he could, would help you out of them — I live in hopes of being 
able to make you happy^ — I should not perhaps write in this manner if it were 
not for the fear of not being able to see you often or long together. I am in 
hopes that Mr. Abbey will not object any more to your receiving a letter now 
and then from me. How unreasonable! ... 

‘Your affectionate brother 

'John’ 

Though less coarse in tone than its predecessors, this letter was even 
more calculated to undermine authority. O mark the impudence of calling 
life at Walthamstow ‘idle— he who had never done a stroke of real work 
for years, had weakened his constitution by dissipation and drift, falling 
in love with his landlady’s daughter, and had vainly tried, when it was too 
late, to Gontinue his medical career and obtain a post as surgeon upon an 
East Indiaman! The ‘spre-throat’ of which he complained was the precursor 
of the usual hereditary trouble, its later developments proving fatal. Kindly 
Mr. and Mrs. Abbey were distressed, and, Fanny herself falling ill, called 
in the family, practitioner to attend her. Yet they could not but feel that 
sickness had all along been used to claim illicit privileges and to undermine 
their authority as guardians, and that just as in the case of Tom so in the 
case of John there had been duplicity. In view of his departure abroad, John 
was permitted to write his sister as often as he wished, and almost his last 
letter to her contained the venomous sentence, ‘In case my strength returns, 
I will do all in my power to extricate you from the Abbies.’ He could not 
even spell. 

Blessed with excellent health himself, Mr. Abbey left illness to doctors. 
But in money matters he felt himself on firmer ground, and, a man of 
business through and through, brooked no interference in his own domain. 
When the three boys had abandoned the professions assigned to them, he 
could not prevent them, but he could ; cut oS their supplies whenever fit 
without giving a reason. There was so much that boys could not under- 
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stand. In the first place, the reinvestnient o£ the £8,00 had, he owned 
frankly to himself, not been a success. In the second place, old Mr. Jem 
nings, the original stableman, had left a confused will. He had died worth 
£13,160 ipr. 5^., £9,343 2r. of which had gone to his widow and thence in 
more compact form to the grandchildren as £8,000; but he had also left his 
grandchildren £1,000 direct and £50 a year besides in reversion after their 
mother’s death, 

Mr. Abbey was aware of these additional legacies, but they were not 
often in his mind, for, like all city men, he had much to think about, and 
he deemed it fitter to leave them alone; they would do no harm, the 
interest would accumulate in Chancery, and when documents came about 
them it was his habit to clear his throat and drop everything together into 
a safe. And as years went on and the children failed to mention the legacies 
to him he ceased mentioning them to himself. He had so much to think 
about. After the first excitement of guardianship, he had done what nine 
men out of ten of substance would do in his place: nothing; so he said 
nothing. When John and George called with troubled faces at Pancras 
Lane and asked exactly how poor they were, he rightly replied, ‘This is 
no ordinary question,’ and silenced them by some reference to their own 
inexperience. Or, ‘Ask your Aunt Midgely,’ he would say. They knew not 
what he meant, nor did he, for Mrs. Midgely Jennings was unlikely to 
afford information, since she was herself dissatisfied with her income, and 
periodically threatened to bring suits, against whom or for what Mr. Abbey 
was not quite cognizant. 

He was not clear either about the great Chancery suit, Rawlings v. Jen- 
nings, which the mother and grandmother had initiated by mutual consent 
in their lifetimes in order to clear up in an amicable spirit the obscurities of 
Mr. Jennings’ will Not one to interfere with another man’s job, Mr. Abbey 
left law to the lawyers, and thanks to his attitude the Chancery suit lasted 
twenty years. Ah, he did not know much, but he always knew a little more 
than his wards; he performed that duty, and Tom and John remained 
ignorant until the day of their death, while Fanny believed for many years 
that she was a pauper and owed Mrs. Abbey for her board and lodging. 
Much extravagance was averted by this timely reticence, many loans to 
undesirable friends, and tours both in England and on the Continent, 
which could have led to no useful purposes. ‘Ever let the fancy roam, 
pleasure never is at home,’ wrote John to George openly in one of his 
letters; atrocious advice as coming from an elder brother to a younger, and 
alluding to the fact that George had decamped with the daughter of a sea- 
captain to America. All this Mr. Abbey realized, deprecated, and strove to 
check, and it was not his fault when Fanny terminated her connection with 
Walthamstow in the arms of; a Spaniard, , , 

; The last years of the stew.a^ship were very painful. Being small and 
sickly, and twft’pf^phroAers:: dead abroad, Fanny seemed ^ 
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inclined to settle down. She spoke little, she dressed plainly, and never 
tossed her head when Mrs. Abbey repeated that she resembled her father, 
who had fallen off the horse, and that naught but idleness had ever been 
found on that side of the family. But, unfortunately, George came from 
America on a visit. Fanny was upset again, and all the careful accumula- 
tions of so many years came tumbling down. George was more robust than 
his brothers, had married, and had acquired a hard effrontery which passed 
for business ability among the Yankees, though it was not so estimated 
by Mr. Abbey. Retrenchment and deliberation were to Mr. Abbey the twin 
pillars of commercial achievement, he never hurried others and he did not 
expect to be hurried. He greeted the prodigal in measured tones, and 
received in reply a point-blank demand that the trust should be wound up. 
'Ask your Aunt Midgely,’ he said; but retorting that he knew whom to 
ask, George prepared to take the case into court. He insisted on the safe 
being opened, he discovered that the two additional legacies, ever Mr. 
Abbey’s weak point, had been invested twenty years previously in Consols 
by order of the court, £1,550 ys. 10^. of Consols in the one case and £1,666 
I3i‘. 4J. in the other, and that the interest had been accumulating ever since 
his mother’s death. He dragged every detail, including what had been paid 
as lawyers’ fees, to the light, and before Mr. Abbey could collect himself 
had returned to America with £1,147 5^. id, in his pocket. 

Worse was to follow; when Fanny came of age, which she did two years 
after George’s visit, she claimed her share also. Mr. Abbey might have 
ceded it without protest, had she not claimed in addition the shares of her 
two dead brothers. Such rapacity was childish, and Mr. Abbey was quick 
to reply that the arrangement would be unfair to George. Fanny retorted 
'No, George’s own wish!’ and she applied to Mr. Dilke, who produced the 
necessary documents. Fanny annexed the balance, no less than £3,375 5^. 
and quitted Walthamstow. Her Spanish adventurer married her soon after- 
wards, but Mr. and Mrs. Abbey could never feel it retribution sufficient. 
Although the money was not theirs to spend, they had come to feel that it 
was theirs to keep, and they would have liked it to accumulate at com- 
pound interest for ever. Bitter words had passed, Fanny insolently hinting 
that if Tom and John had been given their proper dues, the additional 
procurable comfort might have prolonged their lives. 

Of course it would not have, and in any case what is the use of such 
people, Mr. Abbey could not help thinking as he sat at Walthamstow in 
the evening of his own life. Now, that the worrying and badgering was over 
and the trust that he had so faithfully administered was filched from him” 
now that Rawlings v, Jennings was wound up, and idle verses about his 
wife no longer fell through the Jetterfbox,; he , could not feel that his four 
‘wards had ever existed in the sense in which he, in which Mrs. Abbey, in 
which Miss Abbey and the conservatory existed. Already were they for- 
gotten — GeorgC'in America^ Fanny^iaSpainj/Tornin the graveyard of, St. 
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Stephen’s, Coleman Street, John at Rome. On the tomb of the last- 
mentioned had been placed a text which rather pleased the old gentleman, 
despite its fanciful wording. He found it appropriate to the whole family. 
*Here lies one whose name was writ in water,’ it said. He had written in 
water himself once with the point of a wet umbrella, and he remembered 
that almost before the servant arrived to open the door, his signature had 
evaporated. He himself has expressed the same truth in sounder English in 
the one letter of his that has been preserved, a business letter addressed to 
Messrs. Taylor and Hessey, publishers, Waterloo Place; he has summed up 
once for all the world’s judgment upon inefficiency: 


Pancras Lane, 

Cheapside. 

April 1 8, 1821. 


Sir — , 

‘I beg pardon for not replying to your favour of the 30th ult. respecting the 
late Mr. Jno. Keats. 

1 am obliged by your note, but he having withdrawn himself from my con- 
troul, and acted contrary to my advice, I cannot interfere with his affairs. 

1 am, Sir, 

‘Yr. mo. Hble. St. 

‘Richard Abbey’ 


[1925] 


THE INVISIBLE COLLECTION 

AN EPISODE OF THE INFLATION PERIOD IN GERMANY 

Stefan ^weig 

(1881- ) 

TRANSLATED BY EDEN AND CEDAR PAUL 


A.T THE FIRST JUNCTION bcyond Dresden, an elderly gentleman entered 
our compartment, smiled genially to the company, and gave me a special 
nod, as if to an old acquaintance. Seeing that I was at a loss, he mentioned 
his name. Of course I knew him! He was one of the most famous con- 
noisseurs and art-dealers in Berlin^ Before the war, I had often purchased 
autographs and rare books at his place. He took the vacant seat opposite 
me, and for a while we talked of matters not worth relating. Then, chang- 
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ing the conversation, he explained the object of the journey from 'which 
he was returning. It had, he said, been one of the strangest of his experi- 
ences in the thirty-seven years he had devoted to the occupation of art- 
pedlar. Enough introduction. I will let him tell the story in his own words, 
without using quote-marks— to avoid the complication of wheels within 
wheels. 

You know [he said] what has been going on in my trade since the value 
of money began to diffuse into the void like gas. War profiteers have de- 
veloped a taste for old masters (Madonnas and so on), for incunabula, for 
ancient tapestries. It is difficult to satisfy their craving; and a man like 
myself, who prefers to keep the best for his own use and enjoyment, is 
hard put to it not to have his house stripped bare. If I let them, they would 
buy the cuff-links from my shirt and the lamp from my writing-table. 
Harder and harder to find wares to sell. I’m afraid the term “wares” may 
grate upon you in this connexion, but you must excuse me. I have picked it 
up from customers of the new sort. Evil communications . . . Through 
use and wont I have come to look upon an invaluable book from one of the 
early Venetian presses much as the philistine looks upon an overcoat that 
cost so or so many hundred dollars, and upon a sketch by Guercino as 
animated by nothing more worthy of reverence than the transmigrated soul 
of a banknote for a few thousand francs. 

Impossible to resist the greed of these fellows with money to burn. As 
I looked round my place the other night, it seemed to me that there was 
so little left of any real value that I might as well put up the shutters. Here 
was a fine business which had come down to me from my father and my 
grandfather; but the shop was stocked with rubbish which, before 1914, a 
street-trader would have been ashamed to hawk upon a hand-cart. 

In this dilemma, it occurred to me to flutter the pages of our old ledgers. 
Perhaps I should be put on the track of former customers who might be 
willing to resell what they had bought in prosperous days. True, such a 
list of sometime purchasers has considerable resemblance to a battlefield 
laden with the corpses of the slain; and in fact I soon realized that most of 
those who had purchased from the firm when the sun was shining were 
dead or would be in such low water that it was probable they must have 
sold anything of value among their possessions. However, I came across a 
bundle of letters from a man who was presumably the oldest yet alive — if 
he was alive. But he was so old that I had forgotten him, since he had 
bought nothing after the great explosion in the summer of 1914, Yes, very, 
very old. The earliest letters were dated more than half a century back, 
when my grandfather was head of the business. Yet I could not recall 
having had any personal relationships with him during the thirty-seven 
years in which I had been an active worker in the establishment. 

All indications showed that he must have been one of those antediluvian 
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eecentriess a few of whom survive in German provincial towns. His writing 
was copperplate, and every item in his orders was underlined in red ink. 
Each price was given in words as well as figures, so that there could be no 
mistake. These peculiarities, and his use of torn-out fly-leaves as writing 
paper,' enclosed in a scratch assortment of envelopes, hinted at the penuri- 
ousness of a confirmed backwoodsman. His signature was always followed 
by his style and title in full: “Forest Ranger and Economic Councillor, 
Retired; Lieutenant, Retired; Holder of the Iron Gross First Glass.” Since 
he was obviously a veteran of the war of 1870-1871, he must by now be 
close on eighty. , 

For all his cheese-paring and for all his eccentricities, he had manifested 
exceptional shrewdness, knowledge, and taste as collector of prints and 
engravings. A careful study of his orders, which had at first totalled very 
small sums indeed, disclosed that in the days when a taler could still pay 
for a pile of lovely German woodcuts, this country bumpkin had got to- 
gether a collection of etchings and the like outrivalling the widely trum- 
peted acquisitions of war profiteers. Merely those which, in the course of 
decades, he had bought from us for trifling sums would be worth a large 
amount of money today; and I had no reason to suppose that he had 
failed to pick up similar bargains elsewhere. Was his collection dispersed? 
I was too familiar with what had been going on in the art trade since the 
date of his last purchase not to feel confident that such a collection could 
scarcely have changed hands entire without my getting wind of the event. 
If he was dead, his treasures had probably remained intact in the hands 
of his heirs. ' 

The affair seemed so interesting that I set forth next day (yesterday eve- 
ning) on a journey to one of the most out-of-the-way towns in Saxony. 
When I left the tiny railway station and strolled along the main street, it 
seemed to me impossible that anyone inhabitmg one of these gimcrack 
houses, furnished in a way with which you are doubtless familiar, could 
possibly own a full set of magnificent Rembrandt etchings together with 
an unprecedented number of Durer woodcuts and a complete collection of 
Mantegnas. However, I went to the post-office to inquire, and was aston- 
ished to learn that a sometime Forest Ranger and Economic Gouncillor of 
the name. I mentioned was still living. They told me how to find his house, 
and I will admit that my heart beat faster, than usual as I made my way 
thither. It was well before noon. 

: The connoisseur of whom I was in search lived on the second floor of 
one of those jerry-built houses which Were run up in such numbers by 
speculators during the sixties of the last century. The first floor was occu- 
pied by a master tailor. Oh rthe second landing to the left was the name- 
plate of the manager of the focal post-office, while the porcelain shield on 
the right-hand door bore the name of my quarry. I had run him to earth! 
ring was.promptly.answ^ired by,awery-.Qidi;yyhite-haired woman wear- 
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ing a black lace cap. I handed her my card and asked whether the master 
was at home. With an air of suspicion she glanced at me, at the card, and 
then back at my face once more. In this God-forsaken little town a visit 
from an inhabitant of the metropolis was a disturbing event. However, in 
as friendly a tone as she could muster, she asked me to be good enough to 
wait a minute or two in the hall, and vanished through a doorway. I heard 
whispering, and then a loud, hearty, masculine voice: “Herr Rackner from 
Berlin, you say, the famous dealer in antiquities? Of course 1 shall be 
delighted to see him.” Thereupon the old woman reappeared and invited 
me;, to: enter.' 

I took off my overcoat, and followed her. In the middle of the cheaply 
furnished room was a man standing up to receive me. Old but hale, he had 
a bushy moustache and was wearing a semi-military frogged smoking- 
jacket. In the most cordial way, he held out both hands towards me. But 
though this gesture was spontaneous and nowise forced, it was in strange 
contrast with the stiffness of his attitude. He did not advance to meet me, 
so that I was compelled (I must confess I was a trifle piqued) to walk right 
up to him before I could shake. Then I noticed that his hand, too, did not 
seek mine, but was waiting for mine to clasp it. At length I guessed what 
was amiss. He was blind. 

Ever since I was a child I have been uncomfortable in the presence of the 
blind. It embarrasses me, produces in me a sense of bewilderment and 
shame to. encounter anyone who is thoroughly alive, and yet has not the 
full use of his senses. I feel as if I were taking an unfair advantage, and I 
was keenly conscious of this sensation as I glanced into the fixed and sight- 
less orbs beneath the bristling white eyebrows. The blind man, however, 
did not leave me time to dwell upon this discomfort. He exclaimed, laugh- 
ing with boisterous delight: 

“A red-letter day, indeed! Seems almost a miracle that one of the big 
men of Berlin should drop in as you have done. There’s need for us 
provincials to be careful, you know, when a noted dealer such as yourself 
is on the war-path. WeVe a saying in. this part of the world: 'Shut your 
doors and button up your pockets if there are gipsies about!’ I can guess 
why you Ve taken the trouble to call. Business doesn’t thrive, I’ve gathered. 
No buyers or very few, so people are looking up their old customers. I’m 
afraid you’ll draw a blank. We pensioners are glad enough to find there’s 
still some dry bread for dinner. I’ve been a collector in my time, but now 
I’m out of the game. My buying days are over.” 

I hastened to tell him he was under a misapprehension, that I had not 
called with any thought of effecting sales: Happening to be in the neigh- 
bourhood I felt loath to miss the chance of paying my respects to a long- 
standing customer v/ho was at the same time one of the most famous 
among German collectors! Hardly had. the phrase passed my lips when a 
remarkable change took place in the old man’s expression. He stood 
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stiffly in the middle of the room, but his face lighted up and his whole 
aspect was suffused with pride. He turned in the direction where he fancied 
his wife to be, and nodded as if to say, “D'you hear that?” Then, turning 
back to me, he resumed — shaving dropped the brusque, drill-sergeant tone 
he had previously used, and speaking in a gentle, nay, almost tender voice: 

/'How charming of you. ... I should be sorry, however, if your visit 
were to result in nothing more than your making the personal acquaint- 
aneeship of an old buffer like myself. At any rate Fve something worth 
while for you to see— -more worth while than you could find in Berlin, in 
the Albertina at Vienna, or even in the Louvre (God’s curse on Paris!). A 
man who has been a diligent collector for fifty years, with taste to guide 
him, gets hold of treasures that are not to be picked up at every street- 
corner, Lisbeth, give me the key of the cupboard, please.” 

Now a strange thing happened. His wife, who had been listening with 
a pleasant smile, was startled. She raised her hands towards me, clasped 
them imploringly, and shook her head. What these gestures signified was 
a puzzle to me. Next she went up to her husband and touched his shoulder, 
.■saying:,: ■ 

"Franz, dear, you have forgotten to ask our visitor whether he may not 
have another appointment; and, anyhow, it is almost dinner-time. — I am 
sorry,” she went on, looking to me, "that we have not enough in the 
house for an unexpected guest. No doubt you will dine at the inn. If you 
will take a cup of coffee with us afterwards, my daughter Anna Maria will 
be here, and she is much better acquainted than I am with the contents of 
the portfolios.” 

Once more she glanced piteously at me. It was plain that she wanted me 
to refuse the proposal to examine the collection there and then. Taking 
my cue, I said that in fact I had a dinner engagement at the Golden Stag, 
but should be only too delighted to return at three, when there would be 
plenty of time to examine anything Herr Kronfeld wanted to show me. 
I was not leaving before six o’clock. 

The veteran was as pettish as a child deprived of a favourite toy. 

"Of course,” he growled, “I know you mandarins from Berlin have ex- 
tensive claims on your time. Still, I really think you will do well to spare 
me a few hours. It is not merely two or three prints I want to show you, 
but the contents of twenty-seven portfolios, one for each master, and all 
of them full to bursting. However, if you come at three sharp, I dare say we 
can get through by six.” 

The wife saw me out. In the entrance hall, before she opened the front 
door, she whispered: 

. "Do you mind if Anna Maria comes to see you at the hotel before you 
return? It will be better for Various reasons which I cannot explain just 
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“Of course, of course, a great pleasure. Really, I am dining alone, and 
your daughter can come along directly you have finished your own meal.” 

An hour later, when I had removed from the dining-room to the parlour 
of the Golden Stag, Anna Maria Kronfeld arrived. An old maid, wizened 
and difSdent, plainly dressed, she contemplated me with embarrassment. I 
did my best to put her at her ease, and expressed my readiness to go back 
with her at once, if her father was impatient, though it was short of the 
appointed hour. At this she reddened, grew even more confused, and then 
stammered a request for a little talk before we set out. 

“Please sit down,” I answered. “I am entirely at your service.” 

She found it difBcult to begin. Her hands and her lips trembled. At 
length: 

“My mother sent me. We have to ask a favour of you. Directly you get 
back. Father will want to show you his collection; and the collection . . . 
the collection. Well, there’s very little of it left.” 

She panted, almost sobbed, and went on breathlessly : 

“I must be frank. . . . You know what troublous times we are passing 
through, and I am sure you will understand. Soon after the war broke out, 
my father becarne completely blind. His sight had already been failing. 
Agitation, perhaps, contributed. Though he was over seventy, he wanted 
to go to the front, remembering the fight in which he had taken part so 
long ago. Naturally there was no use for his services. Then, when the ad- 
vance of our armies was checked, he took the matter very much to heart, 
and the doctor thought that may have precipitated the oncoming of blind- 
ness. In other respects, as you will have noticed, he is vigorous. Down to 
1914 he could take long walks, and go out shooting. Since the failure of his 
eyes, his only pleasure is in his collection. He looks at it every day. ‘Looks 
at it,M say, though he sees nothing. Each afternoon he has the portfolios 
on the table, and fingers the prints one by one, in the order which many 
years have rendered so familiar. Nothing else interests him. He makes me 
read reports of auctions; and the higher the prices, the more enthusiastic 
does he become. 

“There’s the dreadful feature of the situation. Father knows nothing 
about the inflation; that we are ruined; that his monthly pension would 
not provide us with a day’s food. Then we have others to support. My 
sister’s husband was killed at Verdun, and* there are four children. These 
money troubles have been kept from. him. We cut down expenses as much 
as we can, but it is impossible to make ends meet. We began to sell things, 
trinkets and so on, without interfering with his beloved collection. There 
was very little to sell, since Father had always spent whatever he could 
scrape together upon woodcuts, copperplate engravings, and the like. The 
collector’s mania! Well, at length it was a .question whether we were to 
touch the collection or to let him starve. We didn’t ask permission. What 
would have been the use? He hasnT the ghost of a notion how hard food 
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is to come by, at any price; has never heard that Germany was defeated 
and surrendered Alsace-Lorraine. We don’t read him items of that sort 
from the newspapers! 

'‘The first piece we sold was a very valuable one, a Rembrandt etching, 
and the dealer paid us a long price, a good many thousand marks. We 
thought it would last us for years. But you know how money was melting 
away in 1922 and 1923. After we had pi’ovided for our immediate needs, 
we put the rest in a bank. In two months it was gone! We had to sell 
another engraving, and then another. That was during the worst days of 
inflation, and each time the dealer delayed settlement until the price was 
not worth a tenth or a hundredth of what he had promised to pay. We 
tried auction-rooms, and were cheated there too, though the bids were 
raised by millions. The million- or milliard-mark notes were waste-paper 
by the time we got them. The collection was scattered to provide daily 
bread, and little of that. 

"That was why Mother was so much alarmed when you turned up to- 
day. Directly the portfolios are opened, our pious fraud will be disclosed. 
He knows each item by touch. You see, every print we disposed of was 
immediately replaced by a sheet of blank cartridge-paper of the same size 
and thickness, so that he would notice no difference when he handled it. 
Feeling them one by one, and counting them, he derives almost as much 
pleasure as if he could actually see them. He never tries to show them to 
anyone here, where there is no connoisseur, no one worthy to look at them; 
but he loves each of them so ardently that I think his heart would break 
if he knew they had been dispersed. The last time he asked someone to 
look at them, it was the curator of the copperplate engravings in Dresden, 
who died years ago. 

"I beseech you” — her voice broke — ^"not to shatter his illusion, not to 
undermine his faith, that the treasures he will describe to you are there for 
the seeing. He would not survive the knowledge of their loss. Perhaps we 
have wronged him; yet what could we do? One must live. Orphaned 
children are more valuable than old prints. Besides, it has been life and 
happiness to him to spend three hours every afternoon going through his 
imaginary collection, and talking to each specimen as if it were a friend. 
Today may be the most enthralling experience since his sight failed. How 
he has longed for the chance of exhibiting his treasures to an expert! If you 
will lend yourself to the deception • # 

. In my cold recital, I cannot convey to you Eow poignant was this appeal. 
I have seen many a sordid transaction in my business career; have had to 
look on supinely while persoiis ruined by inflation have been diddled out 
of cherished heirlooms which they were compelled to sacrifice for a crust. 
But my heart has not been,- utterly callous this tale touched me to 

the quick, I need hardly tell you that I promised to play up. 

- We went' tp^ her house; ■'tK)get%r.Dn'the'Way^ I was grieved, (though not 
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surprised) to learn for what preposterously small amounts these ignorant 
though kind-hearted m^omen had parted with prints many of which were 
extremely valuable and some of them unique. This confirmed my resolve 
to give all the help in my power. As we mounted the stairs we heard a 
jovial shout: ‘‘Come in! Come in!” With the keen hearing of the blind, 
he had recognized the footsteps for which he had been eagerly waiting. 

“Franz usually takes a siesta after dinner, but excitement kept him 
awake today,” said the old woman with a smile as she let us in. A glance at 
her daughter showed her that all was well. The stack of portfolios was on 
the table. The blind collector seized me by the arm and thrust me into a 
chair which was placed ready for me. 

“Let’s begin at once. There’s a lot to see, and time presses. The first port- 
folio contains Diirers. Nearly a full set, and you’ll think each cut finer 
than the others. Magnificent specimens. Judge for yourself,” 

He opened the portfolio as he spoke, saying: 

“We start with the Apocalypse series, of course.” 

Then, tenderly, delicately (as one handles fragile and precious objects), 
he picked up the first of the blank sheets of cartridge-paper and held it 
admiringly before my sighted eyes and his blind ones. So enthusiastic was 
his gaze that it was difficult to believe he could not see. Though I knew it 
to be fancy, I found it difficult to doubt that there was a glow of recogni- 
tion in the wrinkled visage. 

“Have you ever come across a finer print? How sharp the impression. 
Every detail crystal-clear. I compared mine with the one at Dresden; a 
good one, no doubt, but ‘fuzzy’ in contrast with the specimen you are 
looking at. Then I have the whole pedigree.” 

He turned the sheet over and pointed at the back so convincingly that 
involuntarily I leaned forward to read the nonexistent inscriptions. 

“The stamp of the Nagler collection, followed by those of Remy and 
Esdaille. My famous predecessors never thought that their treasure would 
come to roost in this little room.” 

I shuddered as the unsuspecting enthusiast extolled the blank sheet of 
paper; my flesh crept when he placed a fingernail on the exact spot where 
the alleged imprints had been made by long-dead collectors. It was as 
ghostly as if the disembodied spirits of the men he named had risen from 
the tomb. My tongue clave to the roof of my mouth — until once more I 
caught sight of the distraught countenances of Kronfeld’s wife and daugh- 
ter. Then I pulled myself together and resumed my role. With forced 
heartiness, I exclaimed : . 

“Certainly you are right. This specimen is peerless.” , , 

He swelled with triumph. ^ 

“But that’s nothing,” he went on. “Look, at these, two, the Melancholia, 
and the. illuminated print of the Passion, The, latter, beyond question, has xio 
equal. The freshness of the tintsl Your colleagues .irt Berlin and the cus- 
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todians of the public galleries would turn green with envy at the sight.” 

r will not bore you with details. Thus it went on, a p^an^ for more than 
two hours, as he ransacked portfolio after portfolio. An eerie business to 
watch the handling of these two or three hundred blanks, to chime in at 
appropriate moments with praise of merits which for the blind collector 
were so eminently real that again and again (this was my salvation) his 
faith kindled my own. 

Once only did disaster loom. He was ‘"showing” me a first proof of 
Rembrandt’s which must have been of inestimable value and 

which had doubtless been sold for a song. Again he dilated on the sharp- 
ness of the print, but as he passed his fingers lightly over it the sensitive 
tips missed some familiar indentation. His face clouded, his mouth trem- 
bled, and he said: 

“Surely, surely it’s the Antiop€? l^o one touches the wood-cuts and etch- 
ings but myself. How can it have got misplaced?” 

“Of course it’s the Antiope, Herr Kronfeld,” I said, hastening to take the 
“print” from his hand and to expatiate upon various details which my own 
remembrance enabled me to conjure up upon the blank surface. 

His bewilderment faded. The more I praised, the more gratified he be- 
came, until at last he said exultantly to the two women: 

“Here’s a man who knows what’s what! You have been inclined to 
grumble at my ‘squandering’ money upon the collection. It’s true that for 
half a century and more I denied myself beer, wine, tobacco, travelling, 
visits to the theatre, books, devoting all I could spare to these purchases 
you have despised. Well, Herr Rackner confirms my judgment. When I 
am dead and gone, you’ll be richer than anyone in the town, as wealthy 
as the wealthiest folk in Dresden, and you’ll have good reason for con- 
gratulating yourself on my ‘craze.’ But so long as I’m alive, the collection 
must be kept together. After I’ve been boxed and buried, this expert or 
another will help you to sell. You’ll have to, since my pension dies with 
me.” t 

As he spoke, his fingers caressed the despoiled portfolios. It was horrible 
and touching. Not for years, not since 1914, had I witnessed an expression 
of such unmitigated happiness on the face of a German. His wife and 
daughter watched him with tear-dimmed eyes, yet ecstatically, like those 
women of old who — affrighted and rapturous — ^found the stone rolled 
away and the sepulchre empty in the garden outside the wall of Jerusalem. 
But the man could not have enough of my appreciation. He went on from 
portfolio to portfolio, from “print” to “print,” drinking in my words, until, 
outwearied, I was glad when the lying blanks were replaced in their cases 
and room was made to serve coffee on the table. 

My host, far from being tired^ looked rejuvenated. He had story after 
story to tell concerning the Way,; he had chanced upon his multifarious 
treasures, wanting^ in this '■connexion,- to take out each relevant piece once 
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more. He grew peevish when I insisted, when his wife and daughter in- 
sisted, that I should miss my train i£ he delayed me any longer. . . . 

In the end he was reconciled to my going, and we said good-bye. His 
voice mellowed; he took both my hands in his and fondled them with the 
tactile appreciation of the blind. 

''Your visit has given me immense pleasure,” he said with a quaver in his 
voice. “What a joy to have been able at long last to show my collection to 
one competent to appreciate it. I can do something to prove my gratitude, 
to make your visit to a blind old man worth while. A codicil to my will 
shall stipulate that your firm, whose probity everyone knows, will be en- 
trusted with the auctioning of my collection.” 

He laid a hand lovingly upon the pile of worthless portfolios. 

“Promise me they shall have a handsome catalogue. I could ask no better 
monument.” 

I glanced at the two women, who were exercising the utmost control, 
fearful lest the sound of their trembling should reach his keen ears. I 
promised the impossible, and he pressed my hand in response. 

Wife and daughter accompanied me to the door. They did not venture 
to speak, but tears were flowing down their cheeks. I myself was in little 
better case. An art-dealer, I had come in search of bargains. Instead, as 
events turned out, I had been a sort of angel of good-luck, lying like a 
trooper in order to assist in a fraud which kept an old man happy. 
Ashamed of lying, I was glad that I had lied. At any rate I had aroused 
an ecstasy which seems foreign to this period of sorrow and gloom. 

As I stepped forth into the street, I heard a window open, and my name 
called. Though the old fellow could not see me, he knew in which direc- 
tion I should walk, and his sightless eyes were turned thither. He leaned 
out so far that his anxious relatives put their arms round him lest he 
should fall. Waving a handkerchief, he shouted: 

“A pleasant journey to you, Herr Rackner.” 

His voice rang like a boy’s. Never shall I forget that cheerful face, which 
contrasted so grimly with the careworn aspect of the passers-by in the 
street. The illusion I had helped to sustain made life good for him. Was it 
not Goethe who said : 

“Collectors are happy creatures”? 
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UNCLE FRED FLITS BY 

P. G. Wodehouse 

(i88i-~ ) 

In order that they might enjoy their after-luncheon coffee in peace, the 
Crumpet had taken the guest whom he was entertaining at the Drones 
Club to the smaller and less frequented of the two smoking-rooms. In the 
other, he explained, though the conversation always touched an ex- 
ceptionally high level of brilliance, there was apt to be a good deal of sugar 
thrown about. 

The guest said he understood. 

“Young blood, eh?” 

“That’s right. Young blood.” 

“And animal spirits.” 

“And animal, as you say, spirits,” agreed the Crumpet. “We get a fairish 
amount of those here.” 

“The complaint, however, is not, I observe, universal.” 

“Eh?” 

The other drew his host’s attention to the doorway, where a young man 
in form-fitting tweeds had just appeared. The aspect of this young man 
was haggard. His eyes glared wildly and he sucked at an empty cigarette- 
holder. If he had a mind, there was something on it. When the Crumpet 
called to him to come and join the party, he merely shook his head in a 
distraught sort of way and disappeared, looking like a character out of a 
Greek tragedy pursued by the Fates. 

The Crumpet sighed. 

“Poor old Pongo!” 

“Pongo?” 

: “That was Pongo Twistleton. He’s all broken up about his Uncle Fred.” 

“No such luck. Coming up to London again to-morrow. Pongo had a 
wire this morning.” 

“And that upsets him?” 

“Naturally. After what happened last time,” 

“What was that?” 

“Ah!” said the Crumpet, 
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What happened last time 

“You may well ask.''.- 
' “Ldo.ask." 

“Ah!” said the' Crumpet. ' 

Poor old Poiigo (said the Crumpet) has often discussed his Uncle Fred 
with me, and if there weren’t tears in bis eyes when he did so^ I don’t know 
a tear in the eye when I see one. In round numbers the Earl of Ickenham^ 
of Ickenham Hall, Ickenham, Hants, he liyes in the country most of the 
year, but from time to time has a nasty way of slipping his collar and 
getting loose and descending upon Pongo at his flat in the Albany. And 
every time he does so, the unhappy young blighter is subjected to some 
soul-testing experience. Because the trouble with this uncle is that, though 
sixty if a day, he becomes on arriving in the metropolis as young as he 
feels — which is, apparently, a youngish twenty-two. I don’t know if you 
happen to know what the word “excesses” means, but those are what 
Pongo’s Uncle Fred from the country, when in London, invariably com- 
mits. 

It wouldn’t so much matter, mind you, if he would confine his activities 
to the club premises. We’re pretty broad-minded here, and if you stop 
short of smashing the piano, there isn’t much that you can do at the Drones 
that will cause the raised eyebrow and the sharp intake of breath. The 
snag is that he will insist on lugging Pongo out in the open and there, 
right in the public eye, proceeding to step high, wide and plentiful. 

So when, on the occasion to which I allude, he stood pink and genial on 
Pongo’s hearth-rug, bulging with Pongo’s lunch and wreathed in the smoke 
of one of Pongo’s cigars, and said : “And now, my boy, for a pleasant and 
instructive afternoon,” you will readily understand why the unfortunate 
young clam gazed at him as he would have gazed at two-penn’orth of 
dynamite, had he discovered it lighting up in his presence. 

“A what.?” he said, giving at the knees and paling beneath the tan a 
bit. 

“A pleasant and instructive afternoon,” repeated Lord Ickenham, rolling 
the words round his tongue. “I propose that you place yourself in my hands 
and leave the programme entirely to me.” 

Now, owing to Pongo’s circumstances being such as to necessitate his 
getting into the aged relative’s ribs at intervals and shaking him down for 
an occasional much-needed tenner or what not, he isn’t in a position to use 
the iron hand with the old buster. But at these words he displayed a manly 
firmness. 

“You aren’t going to get me to the dog races again.” 

i||lii|:iepeliieF#fe|E 
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“Quite,” said Lord Ickenham, “quite. Though I still think that a wiser 
magistrate would have been content with a mere reprimand.” 

; “And I won’t ” 

“Certainly not. Nothing o£ that kind at all. What I propose to do this 
afternoon is to take you to visit the home of your ancestors.” 

Pongo did not get this. 

“I thought Ickenham was the home of my ancestors ” 

“It is one of the homes of your ancestors. They also resided rather nearer 
the heart of things, at a place called Mitching Hill” 

“Down in the suburbs, do you mean.?” 

“The neighbourhood is now suburban, true. It is many years since the 
meadows where I sported as a child were sold and cut up into building 
lots. But when I was a boy Mitching Hill was open country. It was a vast, 
rolling estate belonging to your great-uncle, Marmaduke, a man with 
whiskers of a nature which you with your pure mind would scarcely credit, 
and I have long felt a sentimental urge to see what the hell the old place 
looks like now. Perfectly foul, I expect. Still, I think we should make the 
pious pilgrimage.” 

Pongo absolutely-ed heartily. He was all for the scheme. A great weight 
seemed to have rolled off his mind. The way he looked at it was that even 
an uncle within a short jump of the looney bin couldn’t very well get into 
much trouble in a suburb. I mean, you know what suburbs are. They don’t, 
as it were, offer the scope. One follows his reasoning, of course. 

“Finel” he said. “Splendid! Topping!” 

“Then put on your hat and rompers, my boy,” said Lord Ickenham, 
“and let us be off. I fancy one gets there by omnibuses and things.” 

Well, Pongo hadn’t expected much in the way of mental uplift from 
the sight of Mitching Hill, and he didn’t get it. Alighting from the bus, he 
tells me, you found yourself in the middle of rows and rows of semi- 
detached villas, all looking exactly alike, and you went on and you came to 
more semi-detached villas, and those all looked exactly alike, too. Never- 
theless, he did not repine. It was one of those early spring days which sud- 
denly change to mid-winter and he had come out without his overcoat, and 
it looked like rain and he hadn’t an umbrella, but despite this his mood was 
one of sober ecstasy. The hours were passing and his uncle had not yet 
made a goat of himself. At the Dog Races the other had been in the hands 
of the constabulary in the first ten minutes. 

It began to seem to Pongo that with any luck he might be able to keep 
the old blister pottering harmlessly about here till nightfall, when he 
could shoot a bit of dinner into him and put him to bed. And as Lord 
Ickenham had specifically stated/that his wife, Pongo ’s Aunt Jane, had ex- 
pressed her intention of scalping him with a blunt knife if he wasn’t back 
at the Hall by lunch time on ' the morrdWjj k looked as if he might 
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get through this visit without perpetrating a single major outrage on the 
public weal. It is rather interesting to note that as he thought this Pongo 
smiled, because it was the last time he smiled that day. 

All this while^ I should mention, Lord Ickenham had been stopping at 
intervals like a pointing dog and saying that it must have been just about 
here that he plugged the gardener in the trousers seat with his bow and 
arrow and that over there he had been sick after his first cigar, and he now 
paused in front of a villa which for some unknown reason called itself The 
Cedars. His face was tender and wistful. 

‘'On this very spot, if I am not mistaken,” he said, heaving a bit of a 
sigh, “on this very spot, fifty years ago come Lammas Eve, I . . . Oh, 
blast it!” 

The concluding remark had been caused by the fact that the rain, which 
had held off until now, suddenly began to buzz down like a shower-bath. 
With no further words, they leaped into the porch of the villa and there 
took shelter, exchanging glances with a grey parrot which hung in a cage 
in the window. 

Not that you could really call it shelter. They were protected from above 
all right, but the moisture was now falling with a sort of swivel action, 
whipping in through the sides of the porch and tickling them up properly. 
And it was just after Pongo had turned up his collar and was huddling 
against the door that the door gave way. From the fact that a female of 
general-servant aspect was standing there he gathered that his uncle must 
have rung the bell. 

This female wore a long mackintosh, and Lord Ickenham beamed upon 
her with a fairish spot of suavity. 

“Good afternoon,” he said. 

The female said good afternoon. 

“The Cedars?” 

The female said yes, it W’^as The Cedars. 

“Are the old folks at home?” 

The female said there was nobody at home. 

“Ah? Well, never mind. I have come,” said Lord Ickenham, edging in, 
“to clip the parrot’s claws. My assistant, Mr. Walkinshaw, who applies the 
ansesthetic,” he added, indicating Pongo with a gesture. 

“Are you from the bird shop?” 

“A very happy guess.” 

“Nobody told me you were coming.” 

“They keep things from you, do they?” said Lord Ickenham, sym- 
pathetically. “Too bad.” 

Continuing to edge, he had got into the parlour by now, Pongo follow- 
ing in a sort of dream and the female following Pongo. 

“Well, I suppose it’s all right,” she said. “I was just going out. It’s my 
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'‘Go out,” said Lord Ickenham cordially. "By all means go out. We will 
leave everything in order.” ' 

And presently the female, though still a bit on the dubious side, pushed 
off, and LordTckenham lit the gas-fire and drew a chair up. 

"So here we are, my boy,” he said. “A little tact, a little address, and here 
we are, snug and cosy and not catching our deaths of cold. Youll never go 
far wrong if you leave things to me.” 

"But, dash it, we can’t stop here,” said Pongo. 

Lord Ickenham raised his eyebrows. 

“Not stop here? Are you suggesting that we go out into that rain? My 
dear lad, you are not aware of the grave issues involved. This morning, as 
I was leaving home, I had a rather painful disagreement with your aunt. 
She said the weather was treacherous and wished me to take my woolly 
muffler. I replied that the weather was not treacherous and that I would be 
dashed if I took my woolly muffler. Eventually, by the exercise of an iron 
will,’! had my way, and I ask you, my dear boy, to envisage what will 
happen if I return with a cold in the head. I shall sink to the level of a 
fifth-class power. Next time I came to London, it would be with a liver pad 
and a respirator. No! I shall remain here, toasting my toes at this really 
excellent fire. I had no idea that a gas-fire radiated such warmth. I feel all 
in a glow.” 

So did Pongo. His brow was wet with honest sweat. He is reading for 
the Bar, and while he would be the first to admit that he hasn’t yet got a 
complete toe-hold on the Law of Great Britain he had a sort of notion 
that oiling into a perfect stranger’s semi-detached villa on the pretext of 
pruning the parrot was a tort or misdemeanour, if not actual barratry or 
soccage in fief or something like that. And apart from the legal aspect of 
the matter there was the embarrassment of the thing. Nobody is more of a 
whale on correctness and not doing what’s not done than Pongo, and the 
situation in which he now found himself caused him to chew the lower 
lip and, as I say, perspire a goodish deal. 

"But suppose the blighter who owns this ghastly house comes back?” he 
asked. “Talking of envisaging things, try that one over on your pianola.” 

And, sure enough, as he spoke, the front door bell rang. 

“There!” said Pongo. 

“Don’t say There!’ my boy,” said Lord Ickenham reprovingly. “It’s the 
sort of thing your aunt says. I see no reason for alarm. Obviously this is 
some casual caller. A ratepayer would have used his latchkey. Glance 
cautiously out of the window and see if you can see anybody.” 

“It’s a pink chap,” said Pongo,. having done so. 
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sort of fellows who own houses like this are pale and sallow, owing to 
working in offices all day. Go and see what he wants.” 

“You go and see what he wants.” 

' “Well both go and see what he wants,” said Lord Ickenham. 

So they went and opened the front door, and there, as Pongo had said, 
was a pink chap. A small young pink chap, a bit moist about the shoulder- 
blades. 

“Pardon me,” said this pink chap,^ls Mr. Roddis in.?” 

“No,” said Pongo. I 

“Yes,” said Lord Ickenham. “Don’t be silly, Douglas— of course Fm in. I ' 

am Mr. Roddis,” he said to the pink chap. “This, such as he is, is my son ! 

Douglas. And you?” 

“Name of Robinson.” 

“What about it?” 

“My name’s Robinson,” 

“Oh, your name’s Robinson? Now we’ve got it straight. Delighted to see 
you, Mr. Robinson. Come right in and take your boots off.” 

They all trickled back to the parlour, Lord Ickenham pointing out ob- 
jects of interest by the wayside to the chap, Pongo gulping for air a bit 
and trying to get himself abreast of this new twist in the scenario. His 
heart was becoming more and more bowed down with weight of woe. • 

He hadn’t liked being Mr. Walkinshaw, the anaesthetist, and he didn’t like 
it any better being Roddis Junior. In brief, he feared the worst. It was 
only too plain to him by now that his uncle had got it thoroughly up his | 

nose and had settled down to one of his big afternoons, and he was ask- ! 

ing himself, as he had so often asked himself before, what would the \ 

harvest'be? , 

Arrived in the parlour, the pink chap proceeded to stand on one leg and ! 

lookxoy.: ■ " ■ >; 

“Is Julia here?” he asked, simpering a bit, Pongo says. • 

“Is she?” said Lord Ickenham to Pongo. ; 

“No,” said Pongo. ii 

“No,” said Lord Ickenham. ‘i 

“She wired me she was coming here to-day.” ;i 

“Ah, then we shall have a bridge four.” i; 

The pink chap stood on the other leg. f 

“I don’t suppose you’ve ever met Julia. Bit of trouble in the family, she j 

gave me to understand.” • ' ' ■ ‘ . ‘I 

■ “It is often the way.” i 

“The Julia I mean is your niece Julia Parker. Or, rather, your wife’s niece 
Julia Parker.” 

“Any niece of my wife is a niece of mine,” said Lord Ickenham heartily. 
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^ ‘Well, go ahead” '' . 

“But they won’t let us.” 

“Who won’t?” 

“Her mother and father.: And Uncle Charlie Parker and Uncle Henry 
Parker and the rest of them. They don’t think Fm good enough ” 

“The morality of the modern young man is notoriously lax ” 

“Class enough, I mean. They’re a haughty lot.” 

“What makes them haughty? Are they earls.?” 

“No, they aren’t earls.” 

“Then why the devil,” said Lord Ickenham warmly, “are they haughty? 
Only earls have a right to be haughty. Earls are hot stuff. When you get an 
earl, you’ve got something.” 

“Besides, we’ve had words. Me and her father. One thing led to another, 

and in the end I called him a perishing old Coo!” said the pink chap, 

breaking off suddenly. 

He had been standing by the window, and he now leaped lissomely into 
the middle of the room, causing Pongo, whose nervous system was by 
this time definitely down among the wines and spirits and who hadn’t been 
expecting this stuff, to bite his tongue with some severity. 

“They’re on the doorstep! Julia and her mother and father. I didn’t know 
they were all coming.” 

“You do not wish to meet them?” 

“No, I don’t!” 

“Then duck behind the settee, Mr. Robinson,” said Lord Ickenham, 
and the pink chap, weighing the advice and finding it good, did so. And as 
he disappeared the door bell rang. 

Once more, Lord Ickenham led Pongo out into the hall. 

“I say!” said Pongo, and a close observer might have noted that he was 
quivering like an aspen. 

“Say on, my dear boy.” 

“I mean to say, what?” 

“What?” 

“You aren’t going to let these bounders in, are you?” 

“Certainly,” said Lord Ickenham. “We Roddises keep open house. And 
as they are presumably aware that Mr. Roddis has no son, I think we had 
better return to the old layout. You are the local vet, my boy, come to 
minister to my parrot. When I return, I should like to find you by the 
cage, staring at the bird in a scientific manner. Tap your teeth from time 
to time with a pencil and try to smell of iodoform. It will help to add con- 
viction,” 

So Pongo shifted back to the parrot’s cage and stared so earnestly that 
it was only when a voice said 'Well!” that he became aware that there 
was anybody in the room. Turning, he perceived that Hampshire’s leading 
curse had come back, bringing the gang. 
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: It consisted of a stern, thin, middle-aged 'Woman, a middle-aged man and 
a. girl. 

You can generally accept Pongo’s estimate of girls, and when he says 
that this one was a pippin one knows that he uses the term in its most 
exact sense. She was about nineteen, he thinks, and she wore a black beret, 
a dark-green leather coat, a shortish tweed skirt, silk stockings and high- 
heeled shoes. Her eyes were large and lustrous and her face like a dewy 
rosebud at daybreak on a June morning. So Pongo tells me. Not that I sup- 
pose he has ever seen a rosebud at daybreak on a June morning, because 
it’s generally as much as you can do to lug him out of bed in time for nine- 
thirty breakfast. Still, one gets the idea. 

“Well,” said the woman, “you don’t know who I am, Fll be bound. I’m 
Laura’s sister Connie. This is Claude, my husband. And this is my daugh- 
ter Julia. Is Laura in?” 

“I regret to say, no,” said Lord Ickenham. 

The woman was looking at him as if he didn’t come up to her specifica- 
tions. 

“I thought you were younger,” she said. 

“Younger than what?” said Lord Ickenham. 

“Younger than you are.” 

“You can’t be younger than you are, worse luck,” said Lord Ickenham. 
“Still, one does one’s best, and I am bound to say that of recent years I have 
made a pretty good go of it.” 

The woman caught sight of Pongo, and he didn’t seem to please her, 
either. 

“Who’s that?” 

“The local vet, clustering round my parrot.” 

“I can’t talk in front of him.” 

“It is quite all right,” Lord Ickenham assured her. “The poor fellow is 
stone deaf.” 

And with an imperious gesture at Pongo, as much as to bid him stare less 
at girls and more at parrots, he got the company seated. 

“Now, then,” he said. 

There was silence for a moment, then a sort of muffled sob, which Pongo 
thinks proceeded from the girl. He couldn’t see, of course, because his 
back was turned and he was looking at the parrot, which looked back at 
him — most offensively, he says, as parrots will, using one eye only for the 
purpose. It also asked him to have a nut. 

The woman came into action again. 

“Although,” she said, “Laura never did me the honour to invite me to her 
wedding, for which reason I have not communicated with her for five years, 
necessity compels me to cross her threshold to-day. There comes a time 
when differences must be forgotten and relatives must stand shoulder to 
shoulder.” 
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‘1 see' what 'you mean,” said Lord Ickenham*: 'Tike the boys of the old 
brigade.” , 

‘'What I say is, let bygones be bygones. I would not have intruded on 
you, but needs must. I disregard the past and appeal to your sense of 
pity.” ,■ 

The thing began to look to Pongo like a touch, and he is convinced 
that the parrot thought so, too, for it winked and cleared its throat. But 
they were both wrong. The woman went on. 

want you and Laura to take Julia into your home for a week or so, 
until I can make other arrangements for her. Julia is studying the piano, 
and she sits for her examination in two weeks’ time, so until then she must 
remain in London. The trouble is, she has fallen in love. Or thinks she 
has.” 

“I know I have,” said Julia. 

Her voice was so attractive that Pongo was compelled to slew round 
and take another look at her. Her eyes, he says, were shining like twin 
stars and there was a sort of Soul’s Awakening expression on her face, 
and what the dickens there was in a pink chap like the pink chap, who 
even as pink chaps go wasn’t much of a pink chap, to make her look like 
that, was frankly, Pongo says, more than he could understand. The thing 
bafSed him. He sought in vain for a solution. 

“Yesterday, Claude and I arrived in London from our Bexhill home 
to give Julia a pleasant surprise. We stayed, naturally, in the boardings, 
house where she has been living for the past six weeks. And what do you 
think we discovered.'^” 

“Insects.” 

“Not insects. A letter. From a young man. I found to my horror that a 
young man of whom I knew nothing was arranging to marry my daughter. 
I sent for him immediately, and found him to be quite impossible. He 
jellies eelsl” 

“Does what?” 

“He is an assistant at a jellied eel shop.” 

“But surely,” said Lord Ickenham, “that speaks well for him. The capacity 
to jelly an eel seems to me to argue intelligence of a high order. It isn’t 
everybody who can do it, by any means. I know if someone came to me 
and said 7^% ^his eel!’ I should be nonplussed. And so, or I am very 
much mistaken, would Ramsay MacDonald and Winston Churchill” 

The woman did not seem to see eye to eye. 

“Tchah!” she said. “What do you suppose my husband’s brother Charlie 
Parker would say if I allowed his niece to marry a man who jellies eels?” 

“Ah!” said Claude, who, before ,we go, any further, was a tall, drooping 
bird with a red soup-strainer moustache. 

“Or my husband’s brother, Henry Parker.” 
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*‘Ah!’Vsaid Claude. “Or Cousin Al£ Robbins, for that matter.'* 

“Exactly. Cousin Alfred would die of shame.” 

The girl Julia hiccoughed passionately, so much so that Pongo says it 
was all he could do to stop himself nipping across and taking her hand 
in his and patting it. 

“Fve told you a hundred times, mother, that Wilberforce is only jelly- 
ing eels till he finds something better.” 

“What is better than an eel?” asked Lord Ickenham, who had been fol- 
lowing this discussion with the close attention it deserved. “For jellying 
purposes, I mean.’* 

“He is ambitious. It won’t be long,” said the girl, “before Wilberforce 
suddenly rises in the world.” 

She never spoke a truer word. At this very moment, up he came from 
behind the settee like a leaping salmon. 

“Julia!” he cried. 

“Wilby!” yipped the girl. 

And Pongo says he never saw anything more sickening in his life than 
the way she flung herself into the blighter’s arms and clung there like the 
ivy on the old garden wall. It wasn’t that he had anything specific against 
the pink chap, but this girl had made a deep impression on him and he 
resented her glueing herself to another in this manner. 

Julia’s mother, after just that brief moment which a woman needs in 
which to recover from her natural surprise at seeing eel-jelliers pop up 
from behind sofas, got moving and plucked her away like a referee break- 
ing a couple of welter-weights. 

“Julia Parker,” she said, “I’m ashamed of you!” 

“So am I,” said Claude. 

“I blush for you.” 

“Me, too,” said Claude. “Hugging and kissing a man w^ho called your 
father a perishing old bottle-nosed Gawd-help-us.” 

“I think,” said Lord Ickenham, shoving his oar in, “that before proceed- 
ing any further we ought to go into that point. If he called you a perishing 
old bottle-nosed Gawd-help-us, it seems to me that the first thing to do is 
to decide whether he was right, and frankly, in my opinion . . 

“Wilberforce will apologize,” 

“Certainly I’ll apologize. It isn’t fair to hold a remark passed in the heat 
of the moment against a chap ...” 

“Mr. Robinson,” said the woman, “you know perfectly well that what- 
ever remarks you may have seen fit to pass don’t matter one way or the 
other. If you were listening to what I was saying you will understand . . 

“Oh, I know, I know. Uncle Charlie Parker and Uncle Henry Parker 
and Cousin Alf Robbins and all that. Pack of snobs!” 

“Haughty, stuck-up snobs. Them and their class distinctions. Think 
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themselves everybody - just, because theyVe got money. I’d like to know 
•how they got it.” 

“What do you mean by that.?” 

“Never mind what I mean,” ' ■ ■ ' ■ 

“If you are insinuating ” 

“Well, of course, you know, Connie,” said Lord Ickenham mildly, “he’s 
quite right. You can’t get away from that.” 

I don’t know if you have ever seen a bulhterrier embarking on a scrap 
with an Airedale and just as it was getting down nicely to its work sud- 
denly having an unexpected Kerry Blue sneak up behind it and bite it in 
the rear quarters. When this happens, it lets go of the Airedale and swivels 
round and fixes the butting-in animal with a pretty nasty eye. It was 
exactly the same with the woman Connie when Lord Ickenham spoke 
these words. 

“What!” 

“I was only wondering if you had forgotten how Charlie Parker made 
his pile.” 

“What are you talking about.?” 

“I know it is painful,” said Lord Ickenham, “and one doesn’t mention it 
as a rule, but, as we are on the subject, you must admit that lending 
money at two hundred and fifty per cent interest is not done in the best 
circles. The judge, if you remember, said so at the trial.” 

“I never knew that!” cried the girl Julia. 

“Ah,” said Lord Ickenham. “You kept it from the child.? Quite right, 
quite right.” 

“It’s a lie!” 

“And when Henry Parker had all that fuss with the bank it was touch 
and go they didn’t send him to prison. Between ourselves, Connie, has a 
bank official, even a brother of your husband, any right to sneak fifty 
pounds from the till in order to put it on a hundred to one shot for the 
Grand National,? Not quite playing the game, Connie. Not the straight bat. 
Henry, I grant you, won five thousand of the best and never looked back 
afterwards, but, though we applaud his judgment of form, we must surely 
look askance at his financial methods. As for Cousin Alf Robbins , . 

The woman was making rummy stuttering sounds. Pongo tells me he 
once had a Pommery Seven which used to express itself in much the same 
way if you tried to get it to take a hill on high. A sort of mixture of gurgles 
and explosions. 

“There is not a word of truth in this, she gasped at length, having man- 
aged to get the vocal cords disentangled. “Not a single word. I think you 
must have gone mad.” ^ 

Lord Ickenham shrugged his shoulders. . 

“Have it your own way, Connie. 1 was only going to say that, while the 
jury were probably compelled’ oi the ; evidence submitted to them to give 
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Cousin Alf Robbins the benefit of the doubt when charged with smuggling 
dope, everybody knew that he had been doing it for years. I am not blam- 
ing him, mind you. If a man can smuggle cocaine and get away with it, 
good luck to him, say 1. The only point I am trying to make is that we 
are hardly a family that can afford to put on dog and sneer at honest suitors 
for our daughters’ hands. Speaking for myself, I consider that we are very 
lucky to have the chance of marrying even into eel-jellying circles.” 

„ “So , do I/’, said Julia firmly. ' 

“You don’t believe what this man is saying.?” 

“I believe every word.” 

“So do L” said the pink chap. 

The woman snorted. She seemed overwrought. 

“Well,” she said, “goodness knows I have never liked Laura, but I would 
never have wished her a husband like you!” 

“Husband?” said Lord Ickenham, puzzled. “What gives you the im- 
pression that Laura and I are married?” 

There was a weighty silence, during which the parrot threw out a gen- 
eral invitation to the company to join it in a nut. Then the girl Julia spoke. 

“You’ll have to let me marry Wilberforce now,” she said. “He knows too 
much about us.” 

“I was rather thinking that myself,” said Lord Ickenham. “Seal his lips, I 
say.” 

“You wouldn’t mind marrying into a low family, would you, darling?” 
asked the girl, with a touch of anxiety. 

“No family could be too low for me, dearest, if it was yours,” said the 
pink chap. 

“After all, we needn’t see them.” 

“That’s right.” 

“It isn’t one’s relations that matter: it’s oneselves.” 

“That’s right, too.” 

“Wilbyl” 

“Julia!” 

They repeated the old ivy on the garden wall act. Pongo says he didn’t 
like it any better than the first time, but his distaste wasn’t in it with the 
woman Connie’s. 

“And what, may I ask,” she said, “do you propose to marry on?” 

This seemed to cast a damper. They came apart. They looked at each 
other. The girl looked at the pink chap, and the pink chap looked at the 
girl. You could see that a jarring note had been struck. 

“Wilberforce is going to be a very rich man some day.” 

“Someday!” 

“If I had a hundred pounds,” said the pink chap, “I could buy a half- 
share in one of the best milk walks in South London to-morrow.” 

“If!” said the woman, . 
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“Ah!” said Claude. 

“Where are you going to get it.?” 

“Ah!” said Claude. 

“Where/’ repeated the woman, plainly pleased with the snappy crack 
and loath to let it ride without an encore, “are you going to get it?” 

“That,” said Claude, “is the point. Where are you going to get a 
hundred pounds?” 

“Why, bless my soul,” said Lord Ickenham jovially, “from me, of course. 
Where else?” 

And before Pongo’s bulging eyes he fished out from the recesses of his 
costume a crackling bundle of notes and handed it over. And the agony 
of realizing that the old bounder had had all that stuff on him all this time 
and that he hadn’t touched him for so much as a tithe of it was so keen, 
Pongo says, that before he knew what he was doing he had let out a sharp, 
whinnying cry which rang through the room like the yowl of a stepped-on 
puppy, 

“Ah,” said Lord Ickenham. “The vet wishes to speak to me. Yes, vet?” 

This seemed to puzzle the cerise bloke a bit. 

“I thought you said this chap was your son.” 

“If I had a son,” said Lord Ickenham, a little hurt, “he would be a good 
deal better-looking than that. No, this is the local veterinary surgeon. I may 
have said I loo\ed on him as a son. Perhaps that was what confused you.” 

He shifted across to Pongo and twiddled his hands enquiringly. Pongo 
gaped at him, and it was not until one of the hands caught him smartly in 
the lower ribs that he remembered he was deaf and started to twiddle back. 
Considering that he wasn’t supposed to be dumb, I can’t see why he should 
have tVv^iddled, but no doubt there are moments when twiddling is about 
all a fellow feels himself equal to. For what seemed to him at least ten 
hours Pongo had been undergoing great mental stress, and one can’t blame 
him for not being chatty. Anyway, be that as it may, he twiddled. 

“I cannot quite understand what he says,” announced Lord Ickenham at 
length, “because he sprained a finger this morning and that makes him 
stammer. But I gather that he wishes to have a word with me in private. 
Possibly my parrot has got something the matter with it which he is re- 
luctant to mention even in sign language in front of a young unmarried 
girl. You know what parrots are. We will step outside.” 

''We will step outside,” said Wilberforce. 

“Yes,” said the girl Julia. “I feel like a walk.” 

“And you?” said Lord Ickenham to the woman Connie, who was look- 
ing like a female Napoleon at Moscow. “Do you join the hikers?” 

“I shall remain and make myself a cup of tea. You will not grudge us a 
cup of tea, I hope?” . , , 

“Far from it,” said Lprd Ickenham: cordially. “This is Liberty Hall. Stick 
around and mop it up till your eyes bubble.” 
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Outside, the girl, looking more like a dewy rosebud than ever, fawned 
on the old buster pretty considerably. 

'1 don’t know how to thank you!” she said. And the pink chap said he 
didn’t, either. 

“Not at all, my dear, not at all,” said Lord Ickenham. 

“I think you’re simply wonderful.” 

“No, no.” 

“You are. Perfectly marvellous.” 

“Tut, tut,” said Lord Ickenham. “Don’t give the matter another thought.” 

He kissed her on both cheeks, the chin, the forehead, the right eyebrow, 
and the tip of the nose, Pongo looking on the while in a baffled and dis- 
contented manner. Everybody seemed to be kissing this girl except him. 

Eventually the degrading spectacle ceased and the girl and the pink chap 
shoved off, and Pongo was enabled to take up the matter of that hundred 
quid. 

“Where,” he asked, “did you get all that money?” 

“Now, where did I?” mused Lord Ickenham. “I know your aunt gave it 
to me for some purpose. But what? To pay some bill or other, I rather 
fancy.” 

This cheered Pongo up slightly. 

“Shell give you the devil when you get back,” he said, with not a little 
relish. “I wouldn’t be in your shoes for something. When you tell Aunt 
Jane,” he said, with confidence, for he knew his Aunt Jane’s emotional 
nature, “that you slipped her entire roll to a girl, and explain, as you will 
have to explain, that she was an extraordinarily pretty girl— a girl, in fine, 
who looked like something out of a beauty chorus of the better sort, I 
should think she would pluck down one of the ancestral battle-axes from 
the wall and jolly well strike you on the mazzard.” 

“Have no anxiety, my dear boy,” said Lord Ickenham. “It is like your 
kind heart to be so concerned, but have no anxiety. I shall tell her that I was 
compelled to give the money to you to enable you to buy back some com- 
promising letters from a Spanish demumondaine . She will scarcely be able 
to blame me for rescuing a fondly-loved nephew from the clutches of an 
adventuress. It may be that she will feel a little vexed with you for a 
while, and that you may have to allow a certain time to elapse before you 
visit Ickenham again, but then I shan’t be wanting you at Ickenham till the 
ratting season starts, so all is well.” 

At this moment, there came toddling up to the gate of The Cedars a 
large red-faced man. He was just going in when Lord Ickenham hailed 
him. 

“Mr. Roddis?” 

“Am I addressing Mr. Roddis?*^ 
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am Mr. J. G. Bulstrode from down the road,” said Lord Ickenham. 
“This is my sister’s husband’s brother, Percy Frensham, in the lard and 
imported-butter business.” ' 

The red-faced bird said he was pleased to meet them. He asked Pongo if 
things were brisk in the lard and imported-butter business, and Pongo said 
they were all right, and the red-faced bird said he was glad to hear it. 

“We have never met, Mr. Roddis,” said Lord Ickenham, “but I think it 
would be only neighbourly to inform you that a short while ago I observed 
two suspicious-looking persons in your house.” 

“In my house.? How on earth did they get there?” 

“No doubt through a window at the back. They looked to me like cat 

burglars. If you creep up, you may be able to see them.” 

The red-faced bird crept, and came back not exactly foaming at the 
mouth but with the air of a man who for two pins would so foam. 

“You’re perfectly right. They’re sitting in my parlour as cool as dam- 
mit, swigging my tea and buttered toast.” 

“I thought as much.” 

“And they’ve opened a pot of my raspberry jam.” 

“Ah, then you will be able to catch them red-handed. I should fetch a 
policeman.” 

“I will. Thank you, Mr. Bulstrode.” 

“Only too glad to have been able to render you this little service, Mr. 
Roddis,” said Lord Ickenham. “Well, I must be moving along. I have an 
appointment. Pleasant after the rain, is it not? Come, Percy.” 

He lugged Pongo off. 

,“So that,” he said, with satisfaction, “is that. On these visits of mine to 
the metropolis, my boy, I always make it my aim, if possible, to spread 
sweetness and light. I look about me, even in a foul hole like Mitching 
Hill, and I ask myself— How can I leave this foul hole a better and hap- 
pier foul hole than I found it? And if I see a chance, I grab it. Here is our 
omnibus. Spring aboard, my boy, and on our way home we wdll be sketch- 
ing out rough plans for the evening. If the old Leicester Grill is still in 
existence, we might look in there. It must be fully thirty-five years since I 
was last thrown out of the Leicester Grill. I wonder who is the bouncer 
there now.” 

Such (concluded the Crumpet) is Pongo Twistle ton’s Uncle Fred from 
the country,' and you will have gathered by now a rough notion of why it is 
that when a telegram comes announcing his impending arrival in the great 
city Pongo blenches to the core and calls for a couple of quick ones. 

The whole situation, Pongo says, is very complex. Looking at it from 
one angle, it is fine that the man lives in the country most of the year. If he 
didn’t he would have him in his midst alLthe time. On the other hand, by 
living in the country he generates, as it were, a store of loopiness which 
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expends itself with frightful violence on his rare visits to: the centre of 
things. 

: What: it boils down to is this — Is it better to . have a' loopy uncle whose 
loopiiiess .is perpetually, on tap but spread out thin, so to speak, or .one who: 
lies.' low in .distant Hants for three hundred and sixty days in the .year and 
does himself proud in London for the other five?- Dashed moot, of course, 
and Pongo has never been able to make up his mind on the .point. . 

Naturally, the ideal thing would be if someone would chain the old 
hound up permanently and keep him from Jan. One to Dec. Thirty-one 
where he wouldn’t do any harm — ^viz. among the spuds and tenantry. But 
this, Pongo admits, is a Utopian dream. Nobody could work harder to 
that end than his Aunt Jane, and she has never been able to manage it. 


IN THE LAST COACH 

Leonhard Frank 

(1882- ) 

TRANSLATED BY CYRUS BROOKS 


R.EFB.ESHED BY A month’s HOLIDAY in the mountains, the banker, still a 
young man, was sauntering along between a trout-stream and a wet w^all 
of rock, making for a cafe in the woods. Here, sitting on a terrace built out 
against the wall of the caf^ he could enjoy for the last time the aromatic 
strawberries and listen to the stimulating sound of the engines in the great 
saw-milk 

He hummed contentedly to himself, as he strode through the green and 
blue, thinking of the delightful journey down into the valley, of the famous 
viaduct that soared through the air eighty feet above the ground, and of 
the far-distant plains and mountains he would see from it. He lifted his hat 
with a vertical movement, as though it were a dumb-bell, in spritely 
acknowledgment of the sweeping curve described by the straw hat of the 
hardware traveller. Satisfied with the order he had received, the traveller 
had just left a shop which dung dose to the cliff-face. 

'‘What dear air! What wonderful flowers! What a marvellous scent there 
is here!” cried the hardware traveller. '"And that cliff! Ids quite a symbol of 
Germany” 

“Because it’s always dripping with water?” 
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“No, because g£ its defiant strength!” 

They had first met while sunbathing a few days before. 

Til take good care I never get so worn and skinny, nor acquire such a 
fat, pimply bellyT So the sturdy banker had thought, standing there firmly 
with legs apart, his hands on his hips and the thumbs turned down in 
front. He had been shocked and amused by the pitiable figure of the com- 
mercial traveller, and had tried in vain to get him under the cold shower. 

“Ill see to that ” 

“See to what?” 

“Exercise. You must have exercise. Arms— raise! Arms — lower! . . . 
Knees— bend! Knees— stretch!” He bent his knees once more and shot his 
arms forward till the shoulder-joints cracked. “There, sir, that’s the way to 
keep young.” 

“That varies,” answered the workman, standing in the open shed of the 
saw-mill beside his circular-saw. “Yesterday they sacked a hundred at one 
go. Now we’ve got close on seven hundred. We’ve got ten foremen.” 

“And the owner.?” asked the banker. 

“He came here once. That’ll be about five years ago. He was touring the 
mountains with his car and dropped in at the mill. He lives in Berlin. I read 
in the paper the other day that he’d given two hundred thousand marks for 
cultural developments. It was a theatre!” 

“I can assure you it’s months since I had time to go to the theatre,” said 
the traveller in hardware. “Our trade is booming.” 

“Yes, things seem to be improving a little. . . . Did you get your arm 
in the machine.?” The banker laid his hand on the fair head of a little girl, 
whose left hand was missing. 

“No, I was born like that,” said the child, readily, as though she had 
often answered the same question, and hid the thin stump under her pina- 
fore. 

“Her mother had a shock before the child was born. That often hap- 
pens about here; you see, a good few accidents happen in the saw-mills. 
The safety appliances are not too good.” 

“That will improve now, too,” said the banker, reassuringly. “Times are 
changing, and those things will be looked after.” 

The traveller threw out his hand : “Have you ever been to the theatre ? 

Do you ever ” He looked rounds as though the heap of sawdust or the 

roof of the shed would inform him whether people hereabouts went to the 

“Theatre!” The workman turned a handle, the circular-saw began to 
scream and wrapped him in a cloud of sawdust. 

“Here, child, take that to your mother.” The banker pressed a note into 
k the little girl’s right hand, and walked with springy tread through the gate, 

I Suddenly he turned back and patted the little girl’s cheek, “What’s your 

■iiiislilliiiiiiiiiiiiliiiiiiillliiiSftifiSifSiliiliiiii® 
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: '*Barbelchen,i,s.it? Isee.”^'^ 

Taking one small step after another, he climbed peacefully cafe-wards in 
the wake of the panting hardware traveller. 

As the waiter was bringing the second portion of strawberries, discon- 
nected fragments of speech came up from the great yard of the saw-mill, 
which was now black with people. 

‘'The meeting was probably called because a hundred workmen have 
been discharged,” answered the waiter. 

The traveller put down a spoonful of strawberries. “What, in broad day- 
liglit?’7^ 

“They never work on a Saturday afternoon.” 

“And why don’t they work, I should like to know. Look at me — I’ve still 
got two customers to see and Fm leaving this afternoon.” 

The chairman was seated at a little table, placed on a pile of planks; he 
had a bell in front of him. The district secretary of the party was leaning 
forwwd at his side, speaking of the basic principles of Social Democracy, 
of the eventual triumph of Socialism by the gradual attainment of a par- 
liamentary majority. 

The audience — all the mill-hands and a number of woodcutters — were 
standing or sitting on, piles of planks. Some were counting their money. It 
was pay-day. Many were grumbling. ; 

The traveller turned sharply round and listened to the shouting that 
came up from the saw-mill The excitement of the discharged workmen 
had suddenly exploded. 

“That is the only way we can build up trade,” shouted the secretary, 
through the noise, “and at the same time retain all the achievements of 
civilization and, so to speak, carry them with us. Comrades, may this beau- 
tiful valley of ours be saved from Asiatic excesses. In this beauteous 
vale ” 

“A virgin went to the well with a pail!” cried one of the discharged work- 
men. 

Many were mopping their faces with their handkerchiefs. There was a 
smell of sweat. The sun burned vertically down on the snowy peaks, which 
glittered like diamonds. 

A discussion followed. While the first speaker was declaring that he was 
not quite in agreement with the secretary, but thought the interruption 
about the virgin going to the well with a pail to be unjustified, a bent, 
hoary, old woodcutter was showing his boot to one of his colleagues. The 
upper had been cut deep by an axe. “If Fd been barefoot there’d have been 
nothing left but a stump. Itll heal up. That boot’s finished. That won’t 
heal.” 

Just then his name was called. He, pushed his way through and scrambled 
on to the stacked boards. “We old members- -of the party have been or- 
ganized for thirty -years. There’s 'nn need to -.explain the policy-to us. We 
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know ' all about ' it already. It’s quite right. Everything "evolves. And of 
course trade has; got' to ''be" bud^ up-again. Our wages are not even enough 
to buy food. And nobody can afford a pair of boots. But I ask you this : I 
should like to send my two boys to the secondary school so that theyll 
learn something, and have a better time of it than their father. But I ask 
you: who’s going to pay for it? What are you to do? — As soon as the 
lads come out of school and have had their plate of soup they have to be 
off to work. So how can they learn? I can reckon it out to the last pfennig. 
Without counting anything for clothes and boots, my wages—” 

“I must ask the speaker to keep to the point.” The chairman sat down 
again. The discreet tinkle of the bell still hung in the air. 

The stiif-jointed old woodcutter turned and looked helplessly at the 
chairman: ‘'Well, that’s what I had to say about the subject and about the 
policy.” He stood still for a moment, added suddenly: “That’s the great 
point.” And scrambled down. 

A gentleman with knock-knees and yellow gaiters was standing outside 
the fence. He had a large notebook in his hand and was looking with 
dreamy eyes at the distant mountains, as though he were sketching or writ- 
ing verse. 

A stranger, a well-known labour leader from the capital, an agitator 
whose name they had often seen in the papers and who had been sent here 
by his party, climbed on to the pile of planks. 

In his first few sentences he dealt with the day’s struggle and went on to 
the great aim for which the workers had been fighting for generations. 
The chairman then asked the agitator to keep to the point, and when the 
workmen raised violent objections, as though this were what they wanted 
to hear, he swung his bell vigorously. 

The agitator, a man of not more than thirty, stood there on the piled 
planks with the bearing of a man of sixty, and, letting his thick lower lip 
droop down, waited, apparently unseeing, until the hubbub had died down. 
The knees of his trousers were baggy, his thin shoulder-blades protruded 
visibly. 

Blue-black clouds hung over the end of the valley. The agitator spoke 
more quickly and without pauses, stepped forward to the edge of his 
crude platform and drove home his words with gestures. The workmen, 
sitting and standing, watched him, motionless. 

The first dry lightning-flash spanned the whole valley, as though one 
peak were sending a signal to its fellow. 

Outside the fence the gaitered gentleman was still standing on the same 
spot in the same dreamy posture. 

In the storm-zone diagonal spears, of rain were falling; the cafe-terrace 
was'still in stinshine.,‘T’m Conservative.. Very Conservative. That’s the only 
party that will make Germany great again,” 

;**^ell, ypu'aee^ Fm a Democrat,” 'Said, with a;, smile, the banker, reposing 
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deep ' witHia 'himsel^^ “The most , capable men, those who': have learfled 
somethings ought to be the leaders of the nation” 

The traveller listened to the applause that ascended from the yard': “Well, 
have it your own way ” ' , 

Large, separate raindrops spattered on the chairman’s table and evapo- 
rated. 

His^arms level with his chest, the banker trotted down the zigzag path to 
the mill-yard. 

“They don’t trouble about their meeting now,” panted the hard\vare 
traveller. Many of the audience were running with turned-up coat collars 
through the gate. 

The whole sky was blue-black. Fiery serpents of lightning sprang at each 
other, struck and became wildly entangled; every second the accompanying 
thunder-claps burst forth. 

At last the gaitered gentleman retired from the fence, soaked to the skin, 
and hastened away with long strides through the downpouring, vertical 
masses of water,. 

The banker had reached his hotel. The mill-yard was deserted. 

A few minutes later, tatters of cloud, like huge frightened birds, were 
sailing high across the valley to vanish beyond the snowy peaks, where in 
places the sun was already shining. The sparrows began to chirp noisily* 
Everything sparkled with moisture. 

The hotel coach, laden with yellow trunks, the owners of which were 
still sitting at dinner, passed a slowly revolving turn-table, on which stood 
the last coach, shining in its fresh coat of paint. 

II 

The drunken shunter reeled so unsteadily between the buffers that his 
arm, equally inebriated, was almost crushed as the last coach moved into 
place. 

His voice, bawling a song, rose through the clang of the buffers. His 
hand went out by habit towards the couplings. Then he shouted to the 
engine-driver a word that came back, swollen to a cry of rage, from the 
mountain-cliffs; he reeled towards the station bar. 

“That looks a bit like Socialism, too,” said an army officer, as he got into 
the last coach. 

“By the way, I did not know your father had two sons.” The speaker, a 
public prosecutor, bowed and stepped aside to allow the agitator to pre- 
cede him into the last coach. “Fm very glad to have met you. What a coin- 
cidence!” 

The agitator let his heavy lower lip droop down. 'During the revolution 
he got working men condemned, to more 'than three hundred years’ penal 
servitude; no doubt he knows all .about. ;thc leaders; he must have, my 
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photograph in his files. . . . He knows I know all that. So why is he fabri- 
cating another son for my father? Is he trying to be funny? Good, let's 
have a little joke together. We’ve a long journey before us!’ 

By his tone, almost imperceptibly ironic, the public prosecutor had con- 
veyed that he knew no second son existed. 

/'And how do you explain the shocking fact that your brother, who no 
doubt has enjoyed the same careful, conventional education as you have 
had yourself, could possibly have strayed into such paths?” he asked, and 
smiled,:.' ' 

W same calm he had revealed on the pile of planks, while wait- 

ing for the hubbub to die down, the agitator allowed a few seconds to pass 
before he answered, with the same smile: "Let us assume that two sons of 
a highly-respected man have had the same mother and the same nurse, 
have been brought up with the same strictness by the same teachers and 
have been through the same experiences, so to speak, from the cradle up- 
wards.” 

"Well?” asked the public prosecutor, in an interested voice, as the agita- 
tor paused. Both were leaning back on their seats. 

"Paul adapts himself to life while still a child, and receives as a reward 
the privileges and enjoyments of his class; he grows up like his father, and 
becomes, like him, a highly-respected man; Eugen, on the other hand, 
rebels almost from infancy, refuses to give up his individuality, gets right 
out of the rut, and finally goes over to the working class. That is how my 
brother explains the reaction of us two to our environment. You see I get 
the worst of it, though he is the one who has gone off the rails,” 

“Off the rails! If that were all — if he were just a mettlesome young fel- 
low who did nothing but play around and run into debt — well, that hap- 
pens in the best families. But to forget his social obligations, to forget what 


a member of our class owes to his education and position in life, to join 
elements that are driving the nation headlong to perdition, that, really, 
that is incredible in a man of good family. You must pardon my speaking 
so frankly about your brother, doctor. Excuse me, you did take your de- 
gree, didn’t you?” 

"I am a doctor of economics.” 

"Your brother, too, unless I’m mistaken?” 

"My brother is also a doctor of economics. We are twins.” 

"I was discussing this painful case only recently with your father, and 


" agreed with you completely. I thought so. But my brother — we still 

meet occasionally — ^believes that the nation has already descended to the 
state you mentioned, owing to the war, and that there will always be wars 
so long as the means of productioh are, not transferred to the nation,” 
"But your brother is not one of those who believe that this transfer can 
be made peaceably, when the time. arid economic conditions and capitalism 
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and ' the working classes are ripe for it, and the interaational situation and 
a few dozen other things just happen, to be favourable for the, change, is 
he?” asked the public prosecutor, smiling and turning to the knock-kneed 
gentleman in gaiters, who was standing half in the corridor and half in the 
compartment, his ear turned towards the speaker. He signalled to him 
with; an imperceptible shake of his. head to go away, then he went to 'the 
window to see how long it would be before the train started. 

‘IVe seen that six-foot ear somewhere before. , . . Has my special de- 
tective been promoted agent provocateur and this amateur appointed to 
watch over mePVreflected the agitator, and gave the gaitered gentleman 
that cheery smile which acts like the threat of a revolver on all spies who 
have not yet achieved complete cold-bloodedness. 

The spy smiled cheerfully back. 

/Not an amateur after all!’ 

“We love each other so dearly,” said the banker to his young wife, who 
was in the final stages of pregnancy, “that nothing on earth could seriously 
threaten to come between us. The world is redeemed in us and in our love.” 
He supported her with the utmost gentleness towards the last coach. 
“What bliss to work for you, to live and die for you!” 

In addition to this couple the following passengers were seated in the 
same compartment of the last coach: a priest, the army oificer, a university 
professor, a newspaper editor and the hardware traveller, who kindly gave 
up his corner-seat to the banker’s wife. Might he offer her his travelling- 
cushion.?^ 

She thanked him with a smile, and drew a cushion out of her own case. 
Then her eyes went back at once to her husband, and seemed at the same 
time to be looking into her own body. 

“I should have been delighted,” added the traveller, and seemed to screw 
himself up in order to leave more room for the pregnant woman. His 
voice was so harsh that the agitator, who was alone with the public prose- 
cutor in the next compartment, thought he was listening to the croakings 
of a flight of ravens. 

The professor was leaning back in the corner next to the door, a Scotch 
plaid over his knees. He watched through his bright glasses, from under his 
plaid cap, thejittle interchange of courtesies which had just taken place, 
and smiled benevolently. All were silent now, but it seemed that he was 
quite exceptionally silent and would remain so during the whole journey. 

The commercial traveller’s solicitude for the banker’s wife had created a 
pleasant, communal feeling in the compartment. Even the officer, while 
maintaining a proper reserve, had a friendly expression around his lips — 
though of course he had not yet been introduced. And the sad but kindly 
look on the face of the priest proclaimed unreservedly that nothing but 
mutual kindness and love could soften the inevitable hardships of life. 

The banker, who had resolved to be an; affectionate father, did all he 
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could for his young wife, who expected to bear her child in the course of 
the following week. And she withdrew her glance from his face only to 
bury it in herself. 

'Presumably I shall again lead for the prosecution in the sensational 
political trials which are still pending. Just imagine what my situation 
would be if the workers, instigated and led on by your brother, should 
again indulge in strikes or demonstrations, should plunder or come into 
conflict with fo or military. I should be compelled to demand, for 

the son of your highly-respected father, an exemplary sentence, possibly 
/.fifteen' years-- — ” ■ 

Or even death?” 

— -Certainly, under certain conditions and if malicious intent were 
proven, even death.” 

Tor me! Very nice.’ 

“What a situation for me to be inl You can see that?” 

“I see. You deserve the deepest sympathy.” 

“And still more your father.” 

“And what about my brother?” 

“He too, if you like! But revolution is warfare — 

“That is precisely what my brother says.” 

“ -and if a man exposes himself to danger he must reckon with the 

possibility of death. . . . From what I know of your brother he would re- 
fuse the services of a psychiatrist; he would be more likely to use the court 
as a platform from which to make some violent speech, to take the last 
opportunity of serving the cause he has at heart.” 

“With the possibility of the death sentence before his eyes! , . . And 
yet under certain conditions and with the proof of malicious intent, sen- 
tence of death might be passed on — me!” 

“Yes! For leaders of your sort are exceptionally dangerous.” 

“And must be removed, I suppose?” 

“That is so.” 

• . ■ III' . 

The train began to move. A goods train, loaded with logs, had left this 
station, the highest in the whole country, a short time befpre. Bark was 
still lying between the rails at the siding. Long, thin wisps of smoke still 
clung to the damp cliffs. 

An ex-student was standing alone in the corridor. His ambition was to 
become a public prosecutor. A vigorous, black moustache, curled up at the 
ends, on a pale face covered with; duelling scars. He looked up at the wet, 
perpendicular walls of rock and down far below, where the little hamlets 
lay blue on green silk, as though strewn from a box of toys. 

The ex-student thrust out his lower lip and let it slip back approxi- 
mately each time a telegraph-pole flew by, He suffered from boredom. And 
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Ixom an affection of the ' bladder. That’ was why he' was standing in the 
corridor.' . 

A w^orkraan had strayed into the corridor of the second-class coach and 
was leaning against the next window, eating a green apple. He was one of 
the hundred who had been dismissed from the saw-mill and was going to 
the -city in the hope of finding work. 

‘'Rich crops.”^ 

“But coal! Coal is what we need,” repeated the hardware traveller, obsti- 
nately. . . . . ■ 

And the clergyman: “If it is God’s will, we shall soon have coal again, 
too.” ■- 

‘God’ produced no response from the traveller; he said: “Without coal, 
no production. Without production, no export. Without export, no pay- 
ment of debts and no boom. That’s clear. Goal is everything.” 

The banker’s wife had closed her eyes. She was living her two lives to 
herself. 

The banker said, “Yes, coal! And big, long-term credits. And work, of 
course, only work ” 

“ can save us. That’s clear. Work’s everything.” 

“The return to the old German discipline,” said the university profes- 
sor, to everyone’s surprise. 

The officer’s body automatically expressed approval by moving from 
the hips upward, as though driven by electricity. 

“Then we should soon be back where we were before the war. We 
could— begin all over again. We’d show the world what we’re made of. We 
should be able to work again. And we can work. Better than anyone else.” 

“We’ve proved that.” 

“We’ve proved it.” 

The priest said flatly: “This nation cannot be broken.” 

‘It’ll be hard to find a job; there are too many unemployed,’ thought the 
discharged mill-hand. ‘What are they talking about in there 

“If you would like to know why I was entrusted with the prosecution in 
those sensational political trials — if you are interested ” 

“I am very deeply interested.” 

“Then I will explain it to you with pleasure,” cried the public prosecutor. 
He shouted the words aloud. And the ardour of a youth of seventeen re- 
vived in his eyes. 

“You see, some boys are interested in nothing but football. Life to them 
is just a football-field. Others long for the open road, for a life of freedom 
on the high seas, and cannot understand the ambition of a boy who, God 
knows why, is determined to be the best lithographer in his native towm 
and marry his neighbour’s daughter Lenchen. But the latter suddenly be- 
comes a ship’s boy on a boat bound for India, while the one who dreamed 
of freedom is cooped up as a clerk in the, municipal offices.” . ■■ r. 
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The detective appeared in the doorway and examined the luggage rack 
with great interest. The public prosecutor laughed frankly and waved 

'him''away.":v;^' 

“The boy on the ground floor spends his youth building model steam- 
engines; the one on the floor above collects snakes; some people will col- 
lect anything, and others make it a principle to collect nothing but what 
they find in the streets. . . . My youthful passion was the study of the 
political trials and revolutionary movements of all times and peoples. To- 
day I am a public prosecutor. My life is entirely consistent.” 

The train was late. It stopped. Only for a half minute. And, as it moved 
slowly forward again, a breathless peasant, scythe in hand, scrambled on to 
the running-board and entered the last coach. 

“I had all the books on the subject — every one of them! And I studied 
them, read them and read them again and again, full of revolt against the 
savage injustice of the rulers, full of passion and determination to become 
an avenger of the poor, a revolutionary such as the world had never seen 
before/’ 

“That sounds as though you were describing my own youth rather than 
your own.” 

“But one day I realized that all I had been doing was, so to speak, to 
collect revolutions and attempts to save humanity.” 

“And yet you think your life is consistent?” 

The public prosecutor was silent for a second. And during that long 
second, there appeared on his face the phantom of his submerged self; it 
stood on the frontier of life and could not step over it. 

Then he drew back his lips, and his face resembled a plaster mask, hang- 
ing on the wall, which suddenly begins to smile. “Well, my case was like 
that of the lover of freedom, who longs for the high seas, and is placed by 
Fate in the municipal offices. . . . What of it? There are so many who 
want to save the world while they are young. There may even be one in the 
next compartment among those representatives of our national life — the 
church, science, finance, the army, the press, education. And who knows? 
Perhaps at one time in his life even that detective — Life is not easy.” 

“But, my dear, you have no idea of the cost of such a school. ‘An open- 
air school with boarding facilities for gifted children of the working 
classes’ — I know, it sounds very nice,” whispered the banker. “There are 
buildings to be put up and furnished! Salaries for long-haired teachers and 
young women in sandals! And think of how much your gifted children of 
the working classes will eat, when they spend long days in the clear, fresh 

The banker was irritated by the look which was his wife’s first response. 
He knew that look: it said n^ore plainly than words that a clear conscience 
is worth more than money. 
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‘‘And what are your vgifted working-elass children to. learn la this open- 
air school? To 'grow vegetable-marrows? To make .chests, of draw’^ers?:’* ; 

“Everything, everything. . . . A complete development of the faculties 
of mind and body. According to their ability. . . . Of course we should 
grow.all we needed.” ■ 

.“Of course!” , 

“Vegetables and such things.” ' . . 

“Oh, yes^ vegetables! . . , You would grow nothing, believe me.” And 
suddenly, in a low, caressing voice: “All right — if it’s a boy.” 

A train, packed with incoming visitors, crawled up the steep mountain- 
line so slowly that a dog would have had no difficulty in keeping up with 
it. It passed the other train, which was boring its way with screeching 
brakes and reversed power towards the valley, passed it so slowly that the 
agitator could see the passengers buttering their rolls in the dining-car and 
raising white coffee-cups to their lips; he saw the waiter spread out his 
hands and shrug his shoulders regretfully because a diner had asked for 
something he could not supply. 

“Yes, Socialism is my passion. Or anything connected with revolution! 
And that’s as true to-day as when I was a young man!’’ 

“Why are you displaying your cynicism to me of all people?” asked the 
agitator, in an indifferent voice. 

The public prosecutor shook his head as though in surprise. “You are 
busy all day long with Socialism, devotion, loyalty and similar virtuous 
ideas, and you evidently cannot imagine what a relief it is for one of us 
to be able to tell the truth occasionally.” 

“At all events you differ in one pleasing respect from other members of 
your class, for you know that your views are a swindle.” 

“You are not very polite. And you seem to be a cynic too. At least Fve 
not noticed so far that you showed any moral indignation at my insin- 
cerity; I have however noticed a sturdy cynicism in many of your remarks.” 

“Cynicism is in the thing itself and not in the words that designate it.” 

“Says Marx in his excellent work Das Elend der Philosophic, page 17 ,” 
said the prosecutor fluently, and, since the agitator did not conceal his sur- 
prise: 

“Few of your comrades have studied the life work of that great man as 
passionately as I—of course, in my youth,” 

The public prosecutor had lost something of his reserve. His calm had 
left him. His brow was flushed. It had an unhealthy look. The public prose- 
cutor was in the grip of an idea. Like a boy sorting his collection of 
snakes. 

“Did you notice the famous viaduct as you came up?” began the banker, 
in the next compartment. , " • v 

“Marvellous piece of work,” said the commercial traveller, promptly. 
“And the viewL Magnificent!” 
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■' ■'‘Yes^ it reminded me- of -those religious paintings by the old masters.’’ 
■ ; . And as the priest, favourab^ threW' a -friendly, questioning look 

at'the banker: ,, 

“In about an hour we shall cross the viaduct. You ought really to take 
a good look at it. . . . Just imagine a mountain valley bounded by the 
steep cliffs of sublime, snow-covered alpine giants; on all sides romantic, 
jagged mountain-chains extend to remote distances, and in the middle of 
this mighty, and, I must admit, rather grim valley, a lovely green hill in the 
shape of a pointed cone, quite idyllic, like the background of some 
old, religious painting.” 

‘‘There’s really no need,” said the public prosecutor, with a smile, to the 
detective, who had been standing within hearing, his shorthand-notebook 
in his hand. A sudden backward jerk of the train had brought him into 
view. 

“That’s it. You have described it very well,” said the editor. He took a 
bottle of wine and a corkscrew from his suit case, and looked inquiringly 
at the detective, who had now thrust his ear into this compartment. 

“He was only sent here for my personal safety. But he can’t help it. I 
never met a more conscientious man in my life.” The public prosecutor 
took several pages of notes from his attache case. “Would you like to read 
the verbatim report of the speech you made to-day at the saw-mill. M have 
put brackets round the passages he made up. ‘The capitalists must be swept 
away with fire and sword, poison and the knife. ... To the lamp-posts 
with every one of them!’ I’m sure you didn’t say that.” 

“Perhaps I did. Who knows.?” 

“This conical, hill has been cleverly exploited by engineers as a base for 
the iron supports of the viaduct. The rails run through the air at a dizzy 
height, crossing the gulf to the top of the cone. You will see: we shall travel 
round a very small circle— actually a spiral— encircling the little green sum- 
mit of the cone. And, as we are sitting in the last coach and the train hap- 
pens to be a very long one, we shall see the engine of our own train com- 
ing towards us. The engine of our own train! Extraordinary, isn’t it.?” 

The editor’s tone suggested that he was quoting from something he had 
previously written: “American engineers came over on purpose to study 
this masterpiece of German railway construction.” And he inserted the 
corkscrew into the cork. 

“But why.?” asked the banker, as his wife took off her heavy diamond 
rings, two from each liand^ 

“You take them.” She showed the anticipatory maternal smile he already 
knew. 

The banker had always accepted such actions without contradiction, 
when they seemed in some unaccountable way to be connected with the 
coming child. ^ 

Amidst the silence of his fellow-travellers, he carefully placed the rings 
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in a little pigskin jewel^^ in which several valuable pendants, a diamond 
necklace and a long coiled chain of big pearls already lay on the white silk. 
As he did so, he went, on:" 

'When we cross the viaduct we shall be sixteen hundred feet above the 
bottom of the valley. We travel, so to speak, through the air. The sides of 
this valley are so precipitous, so precipitous, that a chamois perhaps might 
manage to climb down them, but certainly not a human being. You can 
see everything quite clearly, for the circle, that is to say the spiral, is so 
small that the train, to avoid jumping the rails and hurtling down into the 
valley—”''" h' 

"Sixteen hundred feet— that’s quite enough for me!” 

“—has to move exceptionally slowly.” 

At last the priest began to look a little perturbed. All fell silent. All saw 
the viaduct soaring through the air across the chasm; all watched the train 
move very, very slowly round the narrow spiral of rails that encircled the 
top of the conicai hill. 

The generous dinner they had just eaten and the regular rhythm of the 
train made the passengers feel sleepy. 

The professor, already dozing, heard the train singing ceaselessly and 
monotonously : When the dog . . . with the bone . . . jumped o— -ver 
the hedge ... when the dog . . . with the bone ... jumped o— ver the 
hedge.’ 

'That caper sauce was delicious at lunch to-day,’ thought the banker. ‘Yes, 
man’s striving after perfection expresses itself in many forms.’ 

. . with the bone . . , jumped o— ver the hedge.’ 

And, since his fellow-passengers were all more or less asleep, the editor 
considered all to himself the accuracy of a statement he had recently made 
to the effect that the Press in the twentieth century was no trifle. 

“Only work can save us and coal,” murmured the priest, half asleep. 

. . jumped o — ver the hedge.’ 

“This nation . . . cannot be broken.” 

'When the dog. . . 

Meanwhile the discharged mill-hand was mending die wide corridor- 
window. It was half open, and — so the guard had told him — had not 
opened properly since the coach was repainted. 

IV 

A man was leaning against the back end of the coach. He had been 
busy throughout the journey: first he had been writing figures in a note- 
book; then he had counted a number of bank-notes of high value, and a 
very large number of bank-notes of low value; and finally had compared 
the total with' the sum of the figuresdn his notebook. 

. Suddenly his eyes' opened wide.-He, vrrenched open the door of the 
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xoach,; lamped out, down" the high embankment.,,. He 

and stood staring after the last coach, which had become disconnected 
from the rest of the train and was moving at a, moderate speed' thro.ugh 
the rugged landscape. 

At this point the line was almost level; if anything it rose, so that the 
distance between^ the uncoupled last ' coach ■ and' " the train grew rapidly 
greater. 

The train moved:' on. And vanished behind the spur of a hill. ,' , ' ' 

When the train had passed the pointsman’s hut and was slowly boring 
its way with screaming brakes into the wide main valley, the pointsman 
switched over the points for the next timber-train. 

From this spot, the timber-trains travelled by a rack and pinion through 
a branch valley, harrow and fissured, that led to the chief saw-mill at the 
foot of the mountains. 

The pointsman whistled to his dog and walked towards his hut. He 
examined the condition of ten meagre heads of red cabbage, which grew 
in a patch of garden surrounded by a toy-like fence no higher than a man’s 
knee. He leapt up and round. 

He was just in time to see a second-class coach, its fresh paintwork glint- 
ing in the sun, pass slowly over the points and, propelled by its own 
weight, shoot down the steep decline of the branch-valley at a rapidly in- 
creasing speed. 

He uttered a cry of horror. The dog barked. The coach had vanished. 

The discharged mill-hand had been looking out of the rear window of 
the coach, vainly trying to catch sight of the man who had jumped out. 
At that moment he remembered that once as a boy he had been very 
anxious to pull the communication cord, which his father had strictly for- 
bidden him to do. His feet were still by the door though his hands had 
already reached the window, as he threw himself wdth a wild vehemence 
across the compartment. It was as though, after thirty years, his father had 
at last given him permission to pull the communication cord. The pas- 
sengers started out of their slumber. 

His right hand raised to the cord, his left grasping die edge of the open 
window, he drew his body after him through the atmosphere of startled 
annoyance. As he did so, his head popped through the window and he 
saw that the coach was uncoupled. 

The student appeared in the doorway. "‘A gentleman out here has ju-st 
jumped out of the train.” 

Without a second’s hesitation, the hardware traveller said: ‘If he likes to 
do that, it’s his affair! Besides, he was a competitor of mine.” His smar.;- 
ness caused some amusement among his. fellow-passengers. It was the con- 
sidered opinion of the banker, and he always carefully practised it, that 
nothing was better for an expectant mother than a cheerful frame of mind; 
he therefore srniled affectiomtely at his wife, encouraging her to join in the 
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general .amusemeiit, '' and she'. produced a shorty faint smile ^ which ■ broke 
almost before it had formed, and for a .while the fragments remained in 
the neighbourhood of her lips. 

The professor, reclining with crossed arms deep in his corner, showed 
that he could smile, even if the joke were a little banal. ... 

The officer was a uniformed dummy with eyes, a mouth and a forehead, 
correct poise with a stiff smile adhering to it. 

“We ■ re making up for lost time. Travelling like the devil after a pretty 
nun, what?” .... 

The priest drew up his travelling-rug, leaned back more comfortably in 
his seat, and said with mild sympathy : “May God protect him! Why did 
this gentleman jump out?” 

The face of the workman was quite colourless. He turned round very 
slowly. Shock had robbed him of speech. 

“That queer fellow spent the whole time counting money,” said the 
student, suspiciously. “You never know what would make a man like that 
Jump out.” 

With a rapid glance, the banker assured himself that the valuable jewel- 
case was still on the folding-table. 

The workman’s eyes stared like glass. His little, dusty moustache was 
trembling. His white lips said: “We’re uncoupled.” 

This flash of truth did not strike home at once. The hardware traveller, 
still indignant and yet already moved, as though death had touched him 
from a distance, said harshly: “What do you mean — ^uncoupled?” 

The coach sped with violent jerks down the steep, cogged line. 

“There’s— there’s — there’s nothing we can do. There’s — there’s nothing 
we can do. It’s all up.” 

He turned sideways and went through the door as slowly as though he 
had never in his life had so much time. “What? What can we do?” 

The professor turned his head: “Has anything happened?” 

Seen from a distant point outside the train: the mountain landscape in 
its vast dimensions — and on that line of rails with its toothed rack that 
dropped so steeply towards the valley, a dark, tiny, tiny speck that did not 
move, did not rush, but hurtled between the mountains into the depths. 

“There’s no way of stopping this coach,” said the workman, still speak- 
ing into the compartment. “There’s no way in the world.” And, with lips 
white and a heart that scarcely beat, he stepped into the corridor. “We’re all 
dead men.” 

“What’s happened then?, Has something happened? Something hap- 
pened?” The professor had got up from his place. 

The priest, still incredulous: “They say we are uncoupled,” 

The banker, at this moment still far from admitting the deadly fact even 
to himself, yet white in the face, began indignantly: “The authorities ought 
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The officer and the hardware traveller had both looked out simul- 
taneously: their faces reappeared. Colourless. White. 

The truth struck home. All rose. Speechless. Without a word; the 
traveller dashed into the corridor, blindly seeking salvation. 

A curve: the flying coach sprang a yard above the rails—* those standing 
were mowed, falling across each other, on to the seats— and crashed back, 
while a scream of fear arose from many throats, on to the rails. 

If the next curve were but a few degrees sharper, the coach would shoot 
off the track — fly straight through the air and explode like a shell. 

Six pairs of glazed eyes. 

Only the woman with child looked forward with soft, impressionable 
eyes to this frightful catastrophe, sent more and more intent and gentle 
looks pressing upon the first, till the disaster burnt itself into her eyes, and 
the child, if ever it were born, would come into the world with that horrid 
vision upon its skin. 

The professor also had completely changed. He was no longer a profes- 
sor. Glasses, cap, plaid travelling-rug lay on the floor. His face had grown 
angular and smaller. He had not yet accepted the inevitability of death. 

None of them had accepted it yet. The banker asked: “You’re not afraid, 
are you, dear.^ There’s nothing to be afraid of.?^” 

Has any man, however desperate his situation, ever given up his belief 
in life before the last second? 

Voices shouting counsel, which the counsellors did not believe. The coach 
must be stopped. The passengers must jump out. 

They could not even loo\ out. The speed numbed their brains. 

A short, sharp bang and black lightning — the sky again in a second: the 
flying coach had passed through a tunnel. 

The officer, a brave man, who had resolutely risked his life in the war, 
always with the hope of saving it, had not yet lost his nerve. Fie was search- 
ing for some possible means of escape — searching with every muscle tense, 
the veins swollen on his forehead, for a possibility that did not exist. This 
was no enemy to be overcome by strength, courage and determination. 

The woman dropped her face into her hands. Slowly a cry arose from 
deep in her womb, swelled upward — no one noticed it — welled out through 
her fingers, became sharp and guttural and broke in a scream : she had 
given up her own life and her child’s for lost. 

She withdrew her hands from her face, which was still mobile. Moaning, 
she lamented her own full life and the still unlived one. 

' This did not attract for a moment the attention of the banker and the 
rest. For in just that moment death might seize any man whose mind 
relaxed or whose muscles were unready to jump. After ail, there must be 
some possibility of salvation. Death was itself an impossibility. 

An axle had run hot and/was whistling shrilly. The intervals between its 
whistlings grew shorter and shorter till it whistled continuously; a noise that 
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permeated and drowned all other noises, like a human cry driven to its 
topmost pitch, went with them as they rushed into the valley. 

Dull thudding of rails; the coach leaped and crashed down again. 

The professor repeatedly raised both hands to his temples; he felt the 
horror lie cold in his hair; in terror of death he exorcised his terror with a 
lie: he entered his flat in the best part of the town, went into his cheerful 
study, sat down at his desk: the green lamp-shade shone up. 

His impotent will to live caused the banker to get out of the train, which 
had just steamed punctually into the valley station. 

At intervals the old priest was no longer alive; his face was dead. But, 
in between, the will to live wrenched him back to his sense of horror. 

At the door stood the student, staring inquiringly with dull eyes at those 
older than himself, who ought to know better than he by what means he 
could be saved. He got no answer. 

The saliva was dripping from the editors mouth. 

The hardware traveller threw himself through the woman’s ebbing cry 
towards the window, then immediately back into the corridor, and thence 
into the next compartment. From one compartment to another. From end 
to end of the coach. Up and down. There was no way out. 

Into the compartment where the public prosecutor, the agitator and the 
detective stood clinging to each other and the luggage rack, tossed from 
side to side. The woman’s face had turned green. Her labour had begun. 

A hand still lay on her shoulder; it seemed to be independent of the 
banker’s arm, to lie independently on her shoulder; for the banker was 
staring at the valley-station, where the train was just running in, just run- 
ning in, over and over again. 

He would finance the forest school for workmen’s children. That was a 
vow. 

Each made his own vow. Each had already made it, and repeated it and 
enlarged it. 

All his life the mill-hand had worked in order to eat and eaten in order 
to work. 

His mother is bleaching washing on the lawn for the gentlefolk. The cook 
from the big house gives the washerwoman’s little boy, as he sits there 
beside the laundry, a hunk of fresh, white bread, thickly spread with butter. 
Again and again, this most beautiful of all his childhood’s memories comes 
back, ’White laundry, white bread, shining butter, shining sun — again and 
again. And flits away. More quickly than the coach rushes valley-ward. 

Did something flash past,?^ Was that a station? A halt? An Alpine hut.? 

Green pastures, rocks. White waterfall. Mountain torrent. The thunder 
boomed louder over a little iron bridge. Forest. Another bridge. Green 
pastures. Yellow: a group of grazing cows. 

Any tune can be set to.tfie: speed 'of'.a train; .this projectile flew so, fast 
that there were no joints betweenM:ails; that could 'supply the beats, , 
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The landscape roared by. 

Now there was no one left in the compartments. All were in the corridor. 
They ran shouting up and down, seeking deliverance. Only the pregnant 
woman half sat, half lay, upon a seat, forsaken, moaning, throbbing with 
pain. 

The workman was still listening—listening to the screaming, smoking 
whistle of the axle— still thinking. He thought the coach would catch fire 
at any minute. Burn to ashes! 

Then death put its hand into the frenzied coach and strangled hope, 
which was as large as life and yet as minute as a speck of dust: with his 
mind’s eye the banker saw the viaduct. 

His lips framed the words: “The viaduct!” Yelled, “viaduct, the viaduct!” 
He fell on his hands and knees. Scrambled on all fours, uttering hoarse, 
animalsounds. 

In a blue flash that struck hope dead, all saw the viaduct spanning the 
empty air, sixteen hundred feet above the valley, the narrow, deadly ring 
from which the frenzied coach must leap! Must! 

“The viaduct. Viaduct!” 

“Viaduct.?” 

Those were the last sounds of human speech, already drowned by cries 
of deadly terror, for which there are no words in any language. 

The last vestiges of human masks, masks which in the course of life had 
grown into faces again, fell away, vanished: the primal face appeared. 

All pressed back, retreating from the viaduct, stumbling over each other, 
wildly fighting each other, screaming in deadly terror, against the back of 
the coach — to be twenty-five feet farther away from the death leap. 

Even the officer. Courage had ceased to exist, even for him, in face of 
inevitable and certain death. His temples turned cold and seemed to climb 
up over his head. 

The detective’s shorthand-notebook and a gold watch with a broken 
chain lay side by side in the corridor. The professor’s plaid cap was propped 
against the wall by the window. 

Faith, God, Jesus and the Virgin Mary, whose omnipotence the priest 
had been proclaiming for forty years, existed no longer: the Church col- 
lapsed without a sound. 

“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us poor sinners, now and in the 
hour of our death. Amen,” muttered the pious peasant on his knees. 

.The woman had fallen from the seat and was writhing with upraised legs 
on the floor. Her piercing cries rose through the tumult. She had no hus- 

The workman was standing with knees ffialf-bent, ready to jump, his 
hands clasping the edge of the window he had mended; several times he 
had noticed that, close beside him, life was wrestling for a life. 

And, when he was* spun round and thrown half into the compartment, 
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he did what lay to hand with the same simple directness he had shown in 
mending the window: he knelt down and set to work: 'Tress! Press, I tell 
you! Keep on pressing!’' And with his left hand braced against her chest he 
used his right to bring forth the child. 

Past the agitator, who was half-lying in the doorway, pressing both fists 
into his eyes, rigid with horror at this meaningless death, the public prose- 
cutor staggered, hurled violently to and fro between window and door, and 
joined the huddled throng. 

The professor lay on his belly, his mouth on the floor, screaming con- 
vulsively.. 

A long swaying thread of saliva dripped on to him from, the corner of 
the editor’s mouth, which was drawn far back into his cheeks; his glassy 
eyes stared forward like all the rest, to the shattering end. 

An amusement-contractor, whose roundabouts were at that moment re- 
volving in a remote mountain-village, suddenly becam.e insane. He ran out 
of the front compartment and down the corridor, wrenched open the door 
at the farther end and sprang out. Flew out. 

The huddled group at the back of the coach saw the arm of the 
amusement-contractor torn from the body at the shoulder-joint, saw the 
body fly past. It was half a second before the hand loosed its grip on the 
door handle; then the arm was flung high in the air towards a freshly- 
ploughed field, dug itself* in, and stood with the clenched fingers pointing 
towards the sky. 

The door remained open, forged to the outside of the coach by the air- 
pressure. 

Green, dark, sunny, dark, sky-blue. 

A sparrow, not reckoning with this monstrous speed as it flew across the 
track, darted in through the open doorway, thudded against the panelling 
and fell dead on the floor. 

The huddled group recoiled from the suction of that dangerous open 
door, fought with fists and feet, hissing between clenched teeth, for the 
safest place, scrambled over each other on hands and knees. 

They did not resume the postures of human beings. 

The mother on the seat, bare and bleeding, with the quiet baby in her 
hands moving its lips and bloody finger-tips, was borne with frantic speed 
through the landscape. The workman knelt in the blood, the jewel-case at 
his side and around him scattered diamond rings and the pearl necklace. 
The woman was not ashamed. We feel no shame when face to face with 
life and death. 

A black pencil line became visible in the sunny distance ahead; in a few 
seconds it had grown into ajiorizpntal walking stick moving slowly for- 
ward; then the agitator saw* that it was a. train; the goods train, laden with 
logs, which had left the terminus . in the mouhtairis before the passenger 
train. ^ 
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Some enigmatic scruple had prevented the public prosecutor from taking 
part in the fight for the safest place; he looked back into his past, as though 
he had suddenly encountered a firm point within himself which arrested 
his fall into the chasm of fear. His face was transfigured as he pressed to 
his breast the youth he saw before him in flesh and blood, and held him 
tightly clasped, till the youth had finally entered into the man of thirty-four, 
to be carried within him as a talisman for the rest of his life. 

In the mother’s eyes as she looked at the workman was a happiness that 
could not be darkened even by the certain approach of death. 

Suddenly she was holding a strange musical instrument in her hands. She 
was in darkness. Soft, wonderful music filled the air, never heard before: 
Death, a little man in a long coat, stepped quickly and noiselessly into the 
middle of the room. 'Death.^’ Then, as though in a theatre, the curtain fell. 
The woman had lost consciousness. 

The agitator’s brain had begun to work again: “If only that train would 
move faster, if only it would fly! ... Unless the driver puts on full-steam 
we shall be shattered to pieces.” And he shouted through the open window 
of the door at the front of the coach. 

Suddenly every sound stopped. The whistling of the hot axle died out. 
The coach rose, sped through the air, noiseless. A silence of death. In which 
terrified screams burst out. Still flying. Human eyes, already lifeless, stared 
at the bloody mush of wood, limbs, bones, iron, flesh. 

Once more the coach crashed back on to the rails. 

“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us poor sinners, now and in the 
hour of our death. Amen.” 

And the agitator shouted again through the open window of the door at 
the front. His shouts struck against the wall of air and recoiled into the 
coach. ■■■ ■ 

The engine-driver heard nothing. All the brakes of the timber-train were 
grating. Pipe in mouth, his bare forearms resting comfortably on the iron 
door, he looked out over the passing landscape. 

The rails flashed like streaks of lightning back under the coach. On each 
side, rocks, telegraph poles, trees, huts, reeled, merged and sped thunder- 
ing past. Even the farthest peaks were in motion. The mountains turned 
slowly but visibly around the tiny projectile. 

The engine-driver straightened his back and caught sight of the coach 
shooting towards him. Still nearly a mile away. No time for thought: the 
branch line had but a single track, Erakes off. Full steam. 

In the next few seconds the space between the train and the projectile 
rapidly diminished; but the track was steep and the timber-train many 
times heavier than the coach. 

Never had a train swooped so madly towards the valley. 

After an immeasurable half-minute the two projectiles were travelling at 
the same speed, a few coachdengths away from each other. 
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The brakes; stole imperceptibly towards the wheels' of the flying train, 
iiiaiidibly, cautiously^ like the hand of a pickpocket. Presently a hissing 
sound arose; gradually it grew louder and turned into a rising scream that 
drowned the noise of the train, deafened the ears, and filled the whole 
valley: the train stopped. . 

V 

Silence. Through which came the hammering of. a woodpecker. Themew- 
born child had ceased to cry; in the midst of a cry it had fallen asleep. It 
lay, with both little legs drawn up, between the cushioned back of the seat 
and its unconscious mother. 

So gently had buffer met buffer, despite the wild speed, that the men 
who crouched on hands and knees at the rear of the coach were still ex- 
pecting a bloody fate though already they were saved. 

Their numbed senses failed to react to silence and life; they still repro- 
duced the catastrophic crashes and whistlings; like the mountains, which 
hum throughout eternity with the thousandfold echoes they hold im- 
prisoned within themselves. 

Twelve yards away a cow lay on the grass watching and chewing the cud. 
The whisper of grasses, the chatter and roar of distant brooks and falls, the 
buzz of myriads of gnats, caught up by the vibrating membranes of rocky 
cliffs and chasms, and thrown back across the quivering air of the valley, 
produced the great voice, the great audible silence of the mountains, in 
which the melodious twitter of a bird was the only living and immediate 
no..te,' " 

That cow was not flashing past; it was lying still This was no dream. 
The cow was reality, life. The bird, too, was twittering again. 

Escaped from death, numb and terrified, they returned to life; feeling 
came back to their limbs. It was both painful and pleasant. Their heavy 
limbs refused to obey them. 

Their helpless bodies slumped down over the running-board. They sat or 
lay outstretched: a little dark heap in a field. 

Saved, released from the excess of fear they had experienced, breathing 
again in an excess of life, which came storming in upon them suddenly, 
confusing in its mighty power and millionfold variety, they could not ap- 
prehend the fields, the sun, the sky, the train, the greenness, the cow; for 
to apprehend these things man has a whole life at his disposal 

The agitator, too, had let himself sink down into the grass. The public 
prosecutor was sitting alone in the compartment, unaccountably trans- 
figured. ■ ■ , ■ > 

The short, stumpy engine-driver walked slowly along the dark train, 
which was laden from the tender to the last truck with peeled fir trunks, 
shining in the sun; he walked like a man momentarily indifferent to his 
surroundings, who has just exerted .aH his energies ^ to finish a hard job of 
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, work. -He , looked dowa-.at the-: ground^'^and^'wiped.his ho t,. perspiring face 
with a red. liandker chief. ■ 

The breathless cry of the child broke out again and died back upon itself. 
The woman awoke from her swoon, her eyes full of inquiry. Her groping 
hand found the baby. She closed her eyes again. 

The banker had turned his head and listened. Then with his mind's eye 
he saw his wife, and liis head jerked round again. His shoulders were 
glowing. That was good. And down his spine he felt a beneficent tingling 
of warmth, as after a cold shower-bath. 

Willingly he helped the exhausted priest, who could not rise from the 
grass without his aid, and felt as he did so a melting tenderness in his 
breast. 

“The coupling's not damaged. ... Probably he forgot to fasten the 
catch,” said the engine-driver, standing bent forward between the buffers. 
He fastened the catch and called on, the passengers to get in. 

“Well, I’ve got nothing to say,” remarked the hardware traveller. He was 
the first to find his tongue. 

The officer held out the palm of his hand: “After you, sir." 

Brains began to function again. Knees were still shaking. Each helped 
the other to get in. The student appeared to think to himself: ‘They ought 
to know.’ And followed the others. 

The banker leaned down and put out his hand. “Up!” he cried, jokingly. 
His smiling lips were trembling. 

The engine-driver wiped his neck with his handkerchief as he walked 
back to his engine. There he found the workman, squatting in the grass, 
his head in his right hand, looking at the dripping, oily wheels. The boiler 
appeared to be sweating. 

“We’re off now. Jump in! You can come up with me.” 

The workman looked up inquiringly, as though he did not know where 
he was. 

The peasant was already trudging across country towards the mountain- 
side. Scythe on shoulder, he was making for a meadow that lay higher up 
in the main valley. He and ten others had to mow that meadow during the 
evening and the cool moonlit night that would follow. His sunken lips were 
muttering. His left hand was counting on the fingers of the right, reckon- 
ing how much money he had lost through the delay. 

Then there were his hopes for the child. . . . Our child! . . . We have 
been so near to each other, . . . so near! thought the banker. ‘And now , . . 
now. . . . Just because that drunken scoundrel failed to fasten the catch!' 

; At last he entered the compartment where his wife was lying in blood- 
stained desolation, the blood-stained .child in her arms. “Now it’s ail over,” 
he said, in a comforting tone. “You were so frightened of it. And now it's 
all over. There’s the baby.” ^ ^ 

^ ‘.';Sh€’ shut her eycs-*her;han'd' moyed.. as it' lay on the child— and opened 
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them again. ‘Has nothing happened? Has not something occurred, some- 
thing decisive, which you must admit unless our whole life from this mo- 
ment on is to be a single, unbroken lie?’ asked the exhausted woman with 
her eyes.' 

He spread the travelling-rug carefully and solicitously across her knees, 
bent on tiptoe to pick up the jewellery, and closed the pigskin case. 

Gur life before must have been a single unbroken lie, she thought, or 
this could not have happened. ‘Between then and now are fifteen minutes 
of truth. His truth— Each for himself!’ 

“We shall soon be there. Then I’ll see you get a bath, a bed, midwife, doc- 
tor, everything you want.” 

It was as though a planet spoke to another, which did not hear its voice. 
And yet again there lay that broken smile about her mouth. 

The engine let off steam and half the train vanished in white; it moved 
and all the buffers groaned; the backward jerk ran through the trucks, the 
coach and all the passengers, and life had begun again: rattling, groaning 
and lamenting like the belts, hammers and files of a great factory, the 
timber-train crept cautiously and surely down into the valley. 

The passengers who had been saved stood in the corridor, talking ex- 
citedly. All spoke together; all agreed with each other. They had the joy 
and splendour of life in their eyes and caresses that were never performed. 

The public prosecutor sat motionless in his compartment, his eyes fixed 
on the distant past. 

The hardware-traveller appeared in the doorway, took one step and laid 
his hand inquiringly on the shoulder of the man with the transfigured face. 

He came out again on tiptoe. “That gentleman in there is crying.” 

“Crying?” 

“Yes, he’s crying.” 

“xA. man’s crying.” The professor passed the word along. 

They spoke more quietly. And suddenly all fell silent, looking out. 

How good the landscape was! The lovely fields. The bare fields in the 
sunshine. And birds were sitting on the telegraph wires. Close together. 
They flew up and flew down again. They opened their beaks and twittered ; 
but one could not hevir them. 

“How cheerfully we all started out! . . . Who could have expected it!” 

All looked at the editor. “Yes, things happen so suddenly,” said the pro- 
fessor. “You are sitting quietly in your study — and suddenly a tiny vein 
bursts in your brain . . . and it’s all up: tongue and limbs paralysed; you 
can't tell a goose from a child.” . ; 

“What a hell of a speed!” 

And the priest said: “We are always in God’s hand.” 

“And now we’re going so slowly that if the, human eye was built to see 
round corners we should still be able to see that cowl” , - 
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‘‘Quite a difference in the speed, what?” joked the hardware-traveller. 
And began to describe his feelings during that wild downward rush. 

“But one can’t see round corners. I don’t suppose they will ever discover 
how to see round corners,” said the student, half inqiiiringiy. His mind had 
moved rather slowly. He bent down and took up his gold watch. He held 
it to his left ear. He held it to his right ear. It was still going. 

The detective had already picked up his shorthand-notebook. He shook 
off the dust and smoothed out two leaves that were covered with writing. 

The agitator looked on in surprise. “Have you got it all down?” 

“You’ve got to keep things tidy,” said the detective, and carefiilly inserted 
the mauve carbon-paper between the cover and the first page. 

“He lost both his sons. Just before the end of the war. It killed his wife. 
Since then he’s been boozing,” explained the engine-driver, and offered the 
workman his blue enamelled can, in which there was still a little coffee. 

“Novv^ they’ll give him the sack.” The workman handed back the can. 
“Then it’s all over with him.” 

“Yes, all over with him then.” The engine-driver drank the rest of the 
coffee. 

“I’ve called it The Death Ride . . . That’s the title. That’s it. To-morrow 
afternoon you will find the whole story in my paper. To-morrow morning, 
if possible.” 

“Shall you print the names?” asked the hardware-traveller, eagerly. 

So they began to introduce themselves. The student clapped his heels 
together twice, for he also gave the name of the corps he belonged to. 

“He didn’t fasten the safety-catch. He’s ” 

“Of course the man must ” 

“ an absolute danger to life.” 

“ be discharged immediately,” 

“Of course.” 

“And he seems to be Socialistic,” put in the officer. They were all speak- 
ing together. 

The banker went into the corridor, met their questioning eyes and an- 
nounced, the banker announced: “A healthy boy.” 

Amidst their congratulations — the officer was just introducing himself — 
he explained: “And we had got everything ready so carefully: midwife, 
doctor, nursery, with bath and everything complete. All the woodwork 
white enamelled — not just painted — ^and the dear little garments! Only the 
cradle is dark — a wonderful, seventeenth-century piece. And now— -this sur- 
prise! Any poor woman, lying in a damp cellar, perhaps not even knowing 
where she can get food for her baby, would have had an easier and more 
comfortable time.” • . , 

The priest said with mild gravity that God’s ways were inscrutable. 

, ' And the traveller^ — ^he hesitated, before 'deciding to say it: “One passenger 
gone west, and a new one come in his place/’ 
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A-t Erst they did not understand, but' when they remembered: the arnuse- 
ment contractor the expression of all their faces indicated that flippa^n^ 
was in bad' taste. 

‘‘We must see about searching for his body.” 

‘Tes, his body must be found at once.” 

'"‘It can’t be left lying out there.” ■ 

“Certainly not! Fll see to that. Fm.a traveller; I know this, part of- the 
world. The-re’s a motor lorry at the saw-mill. The manager wouldn’t give, 
up his car for a job like that.” 

“A good thing your wife didn’t see that frightful incident. In her cpii- 
dition! ... Did you see the way his hand still clung to the door-handle 
after his body had been torn off? Horrible!” 

“The body must be somewhere between — I say, tell me, what became 
o„f— ?” -- , 

“Wherever it is, it must be found at once.” 

— -the viaduct?” 

“The viaduct? — It’s on the main line — ^it didn’t occur to me till later*^ 
our coach, this damned old ’bus, shot down into anGther valley. . . . But 
still, I had quite enough of it, thank you, without a viaduct!” 

The professor put up his forefinger level with his eyes. “From a scientific 
standpoint it is an interesting fact that, when the body had already gone, 
the muscular strength of the arm still functioned sufficiently to enable it to 
cling to the handle.” 

For some little time the public prosecutor had been standing in the 
doorway, looking at the company as though at his own past. 

As the timber-train ran into the saw-mill, for the track ended in the yard 
— the banker was sitting with his wife, holding her gently in his arms — the 
priest said: “When a man has been beheaded, they say his eyes still open 
and shut: I wonder whether he can still see what is happening?” And he 
gave the professor a modest smile, intending to convey that the subject in 
which he was expressing an interest did not really concern him as a tyro 
in the sciences and a shepherd of souls. 

“You are the man who saved us. I thank you. ... I haven’t enough 
change, so take this.” The banker looked on sympathetically as the engine- 
driver, his oily fingers outspread, folded the cheque with great care, and 
put it in his time-book. 

Ten minutes later the woman was lying in a clean bed. She had every- 
thing; even the doctor and the midwife were there. She had everything. 
Except her faith in her husband. 

“And now let us all thank God who has saved us from a great peril. . . . 
I wonder whether there is a priest in f his charming village?” 

“I know this part of the world. He lives in that big house among the trees. 
But he’s a competitor of yours unless rl’m .mistaken, and I don’t think I am 
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The priest ;, smiled 'Wryly. ‘^‘'Tbere'' are .'cases— there are xasesyin litmian ex- 
perience/’ he said, more to himself than to the others; he took his handbag 
and walked away, his umbrella under his arm. 

The motor-lorry clattered off up the mountain-side, past the house where 
the mother lay, which much resembled a shooting-gallery. Targets were 
painted over and on the door, on the green window-shutters, on the gable, 
on the weather-vane, over and between all the windows, till there was not 
a member of the ex-soldiers’ association who could walk past the house 
without being overcome with a desire to shoot. 

The midwife and the doctor were busy in the kitchen. The banker stood 
in the bedroom, beside the white bed. “I should so much like to stay with 
you. I’m so happy. But I simply can’t do it. At the general meeting of the 
shareholders to-day — I represent forty per cent, of the capital — we are to 
deal with the old amalgamation scheme. The new company we should 
form, you know, would be far and away the biggest financial force in this 
part of the country, and would have the necessary power and resources. 
We should be able to control prices. But you understand, dear?” 

“Yes, I won’t keep you.” She spoke as though she had realized that those 
laws which also express themselves in the furious downward rush of an 
uncoupled railway-coach cannot be set aside by the wish of one of the 
occupants to stay quietly at his wife’s bedside. 

“You can begin to collect your long-haired teachers, who know every- 
thing and have everything, except the money required to realize their 
ideals.” 

She made no reply to that. She thought with sympathy, which found in 
her weakness a proof of its depth, of the workman, and looked at her child 
as though it were the workman’s child. 

“I wonder whether the manager of the mill would lend me his car. Then 
I could still catch the train — you know, the train from which our coach was 
uncoupled.” 

The others had already set off on foot, through the lesser valley, across 
into the main valley to the station. 

It’s like driving down the High Street/ thought the banker, sitting in 
the car; past the officer, who waved his hand, as he walked alone under 
the apple-trees, bare of any contact with the landscape; past the student who 
bowed, already telling his adventure to the members of his corps: 'A sticky 
business in one carriage : some woman had a kid.’ 

Past the editor and the professor; this time three black hats floated 
through the blue evening air. 

'And that man with the gaiters touched his hat too. . . . We might just 
as well (as though Fm a sort of royalty!,) have motored over to the station 

Up a steep hill, and slowly past the , agitator and the public prosecutor. 
The banker leaned back. 'Father! . The little beggar will grow up some 


IN THE LAST COACH 


^^961 


day. . . . I wonder if she’s got aH she wants. Good girl! . . . I’ll send some 
flowers at once. And the family doctor. Heaps of flowers! But without 
scent! And sterilized milk. . . . What became of that workman who hap- 
pened to be there, and was able to help her when the child was born . . 
Lucky chance! Lucky, when all’s said and done! I’ll send him something 
extra. . . . If only one could make everybody happy,’ yearned the baiiker, 
suddenly, and immersed himself in his notes for the shareholders’ meeting. 

“Have you ever thought about it.?” asked the agitator of the public 
prosecutor, and stood still. 

(The detective also stood still.) 

“What shall you do now?” 

The ebb of the noisy day, the first descending veils of evening, sharpened 
the ears of the valley. The chirp of grasshoppers, the voices of animals, had 
grown stronger. In the distance, a little dark group of labourers trudged 
heavily across a field towards the village, and with them the cattle, whose 
tinkling bells sounded from the distance, as they were driven home from 
the pasturage. Here and there a peasant was still at work, kneeling in the 
fields. And a ploughman, whose silhouette rose black from the darkening 
hill against the white, sleeping mountainside, sank slowly downhill again, 
dissolved in the dark and was absorbed into his valley. 

The public prosecutor had made no answer. He walked in silence beside 
the agitator, bound by the yoke of his opinions. 

The manner in which they walked beside each other strengthened the 
detective’s suspicions. ‘If it turned out that he was a first-rate actor, a super 
spy, and I was a fool, they’d kick me out. ... But if — 

Hesitating, the detective left the road and walked thoughtfully through 
the woods. He, too, had a mother and a wife and two little children; and 
when their father came home from a journey, they asked: “Have you 
brought us anything, daddy?” At which he started and said regretfully: 
“Goodness, fancy my forgetting!” and then winked slyly with his left eye. 

The manager’s car sped past, filled with flowers, returning from the sta- 
tion to the mill. The well-fed liveried chauffeur was whistling like a black- 
bird, A few minutes later a straw-hat was raised: the hardware-traveller, 
who had come to terms with the chauffeur, went riding past. He had paid 
a profitable visit to three retailers in the village, and finished up by inquir- 
ing after his fellow-traveller, the priest. In the living-room two sky-blue, 
glass vases of gentian were standing on the sideboard, and the two shep- 
herds of souls were sitting in the twilight at a window-table, being served 
by an elderly woman with thin, yellow hands and hair combed smoothly 
back. On the wall above the bookshelf was ticking a finely-built clock, and 
presently the lamp would be brought in. ‘Very nice, too!’ the traveller had 
thought to himself. 

All were seated at the same table in the waiting-room. The editor was 
VvTiting his descriptive article. The banker was drinking water with a little 
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red wine^ and scanning the latest financial news in a paper he had bought 
at the station bookstall. Now and then he exchanged a word with the hard- 
ware-traveller, who was cracking jokes and writing figures in his notebook, 
or thought affectionately of his wife. 

She had sent word to the priest, who had gone to the shooting-gallery 
house after dinner, prepared to baptize the child, that she was a Jewess. 

The agitator and the public prosecutor were pacing up and down the 
platform. The train from which the last coach had become detached had 
just been signalled. 

The detective watched the two men reflectively. At last he determined 
to communicate his suspicions to the political department, but only verbally 
and with much discretion. 

The workman was standing on the quay by the wharf, looking across 
the river, immersed in memories; as though the river, and that alone, were 
his home, his childhood. He withdrew his glance, and asked an old boat- 
man who was swilling the deck of a barge: “Is she yours.?’’ 

“Mine? She belongs to the saw-mill.” 

“I grew up by the water, too. Down at my home theyVe given up build- 
ing boats of anything but iron. They last longer.” 

“Well, he’s got plenty of wood. And these last too. We built this one in 
’86, down there at the yard. I can still remember it. . . . In the boat-yard. 
It belongs to the saw-mill now, too.” 

“There’s something grand about flowing water. . . . That’s the train at 
last.” 

“That’s right ” 

From here onward the train was an express; it raced into the plain, mov- 
ing irresistibly towards the capital. 


COUNTERPARTS 

James Joyce 

(1882- ) 


The bell rang furiously and, when Miss Parker went to the tube, a furious 
voice called out in a piercing North of Ireland accent: 

“Send Farrington here!” 

Miss Parker returned to her mi^chine, saying to a man who was writing 
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'*^Mr. Alleyne wants you upstairs ” 

The man muttered ''Blast him!” under his breath'and pushed back his 
chair to stand up. When he stood up he was tall and o£ great bulk. He had 
a hanging face, dark wine-coloured, with fair eyebrows and moustache: 
his eyes bulged forward slightly and the whites of them were dirty. He 
lifted up the counter and, passing by the clients, went out of the office with 
a heavy step. 

He went heavily upstairs until he came to the second landing, where a 
door bore a brass plate with the inscription Mr. AUeyne . ’H.txo. he halted, 
puffing with labour and vexation, and knocked. The shrill voice cried: 

“Come in!” ^ , 

The man entered Mr. Alleyne’s room. Simultaneously Mr. Alleyne, a lit- 
tle man wearing gold-rimmed glasses on a clean-shaven face, shot his head 
up over a pile of documents. The head itself was so pink and hairless it 
seemed like a large egg reposing on the papers. Mr. Alleyne did not lose a 
moment: 

“Farrington.? What is the meaning of this.? Why have I always to com- 
plain of you.? May I ask you why you haven’t made a copy of that contract 
between Bodley and Kirwan.? I told you it must be ready by four o’clock.” 

“But Mr. Shelley said, sir--- — ” 

"Mr. Skelley said, sir. . . . Kindly attend to what I say and not to what 
Mr. Shelley says, sir. You have always some excuse or another for shirking 
work. Let me tell you that if the contract is not copied before this evening 
I’ll lay the matter before Mr. Crosbie. . , . Do you hear me now.?” 

. “Yes, sir.” ' 

“Do you hear me now.? . . . Ay and another little matter! I might as well 
be talking to the wall as talking to you. Understand once for all that you 
get a half an hour for your lunch and not an hour and a half. How many 
courses do you want. I’d like to know. . . . Do you mind me now.?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Mr. Alleyne bent his head again upon his pile of papers. The man stared 
fixedly at the polished skull which directed the affairs of Crosbie & Alleyne, 
gauging its fragility, A spasm of rage gripped his throat for a few moments 
and then passed, leaving after it a sharp sensation of thirst. The man 
recognised the sensation and felt that he must have a good night’s drinking. 
The middle of the month was passed and, if he could get the copy done in 
time, Mr. Alleyne might give him an order on the cashier. He stood still, 
gazing fixedly at the head upon the pile of papers. Suddenly Mr. Alleyne 
began to upset all the papers, searching for something. Then, as if he had 
been unaware of the man’s presence till that moment, he shot up his head 
again, saying: 

“Eh.? Are you going to stand there all day? Upon my word, Farrington, 
you take things easy!” ’ • ‘ ■' 

“I was waiting to see .. 3* 
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^Very good^ you needn’t wait to see. Go downstairs and do your work.” 

The man walked heavily towards the door and, as he went out of the 
room, he heard Mr. Alleyne cry after him that if the contract was not copied 
by evening Mr. Crosbie would hear of the matter. 

He returned to his desk in the lower office and counted the sheets which 
remained to be copied. He took up his pen and dipped it in the ink but he 
continued to stare stupidly at the last words he had written: In no case 
shall the said Bernard Bo dley ... The . evening was falling and in a few 
minutes they would be lighting the gas: then he could write. He felt that he 
must slake the thirst in his throat. He stood up from his desk and, lifting 
the counter as before, passed out of the office. As he was passing out the 
chief clerk looked at him inquiringly. 

“It’s all right, Mr. Shelley,” said the man, pointing with his finger to indi- 
cate the objective of his journey. 

The chief clerk glanced at the hat-rack, but, seeing the row complete, 
offered no remark. As soon as he was on the landing the man pulled a 
shepherd’s plaid cap out of his pocket, put it on his head and ran quickly 
down the rickety stairs. From the street door he walked on furtively on 
the inner side of the path towards the corner and all at once dived into a 
doorway. He was now safe in the dark snug of O’Neill’s shop, and, filling up 
the little window that looked into the bar with his inflamed face, the colour 
of dark wine or dark meat, he called out: 

“Here, Pat, give us a g.p., like a good fellow.” 

The curate brought him a glass of plain porter. The- man drank it at a 
gulp and asked for a caraway seed. He put his penny on the counter and, 
leaving the curate to grope for it in the gloom, retreated out of the snug as 
furtively as he had entered it. 

Darkness, accompanied by a thick fog, was gaining upon the dusk of 
February and the lamps in Eustace Street had been lit. The man went up 
by the houses until he reached the door of the office, wondering whether he 
could finish his copy in time. On the stairs a moist pungent odour of per- 
fumes saluted his nose: evidently Miss Delacour had come while he was 
out in O’Neill’s. He crammed his cap back again into his pocket and re- 
entered the office, assuming an air of absent-mindedness. 

“Mr. Alleyne has been calling for you,” said the chief clerk severely. 
“Where were you?” 

The man glanced at the two clients who were standing at the counter 
as if to intimate that their presence prevented him from answering. As the 
clients were both male the chief clerk allowed himself a laugh. 

“I know that game, he said. “Five times in one day is a little bit. . . . 
Wellj you better look sharp, and get a copy of our correspondence in the 
Delacour case for Mr. Alleyne.” 

, This address in the presence of the public, his run upstairs and the porter 
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he had gulped down so hastily confused the man and, as he s'at down at his 
desk to get what was required, he realised how hopeless was the task of 
finishing his copy of the contract before half past five. The dark damp night 
was coming and he longed to spend it in the bars, drinking with his friends 
amid the glare of gas and the clatter of glasses. He got out the Delacour 
correspondence and passed out of the office. He hoped Mr. Alleyne would 
not discover that the last two letters were missing. 

The moist pungent perfume lay all the way up to Mr. Alleyne’s room. 
Miss Delacour was a middle-aged woman of Jewish appearance. Mr. 
Alleyne was said to be sweet on her or on her money. She came to the 
office often and stayed a long time when she came. She was sitting beside 
his desk now in an aroma of perfumes, smoothing the handle of her um- 
brella and nodding the great black feather in her hat. Mr. Alleyne had 
swivelled his chair round to face her and thrown his right foot jauntily 
upon .his left knee. The man put the correspondence on the desk and 
bowed respectfully but neither Mr. Alleyne nor Miss Delacour took any 
notice of his bow. Mr. Alleyne tapped a finger on the correspondence and 
then flicked it towards him as if to say: '‘That's all right: you can go.” 

The man returned to the lower office and sat down again at his desk. He 
stared intently at the incomplete phrase : 7/2 no case shall the said Bernard 
Bodley be ... and thought how strange it was that the last three words 
began with the same letter. The chief clerk began to hurry Miss Parker, 
saying she would never have the letters typed in time for post. The man 
listened to the clicking of the machine for a few minutes and then set to 
work to finish his copy. But his head was not clear and his mind wandered 
away to the glare and rattle of the public-house. It was a night for hot 
punches. He struggled on with his copy, but when the clock struck five he 
had still fourteen pages to write. Blast it! He couldn’t finish it in time. He 
longed to execrate aloud, to bring his fist down on something violently. He 
was so enraged that he wrote Bernard Bernard imttzA oi Bernard Bodley 
and had to begin again on a clean sheet. 

He felt strong enough to clear out the whole office single-handed. His 
body ached to do something, to rush out and revel in violence. All the 
indignities of his life enraged him. ... Could he ask the cashier privately 
for an advance? No, the cashier was no good, no damn good: he wouldn’t 
give an advance. . . . He knew where he would meet the boys: Leonard 
and O’Halloran and Nosey Flynn. The barometer of his emotional nature 
was set for a spell of riot. 

His imagination had so abstracted him that his name was called twice 
before he answered. Mr. Alleyne and Miss. Delacour were standing outside 
the counter and all the clerks had turned round in anticipation of some- 
thing. The man got op from his desk. Mr. Alleyne began a tirade of abuse, 
saying that two letters were missing. The man answered diat he knew 
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nothin'g: abo-iit' them^. that he had made .a fai& The tirade con- 

tinued : it was so bitter and violent that the man could hardly restrain his 
list from descending upon the head of the manikin before him: 

“I know nothing about any other two letters,” he said stupidly. 

''You--}{now— nothing. Of course you know nothing,” said Mr. Alleyne. 
“Tell me,” he added, glancing first for approval to the lady beside him, 
“do you take me for a fool? Do you think me an utter fool?” 

The man glanced from the lady’s face to the little egg-shaped head and 
back again; and, almost before he was aware of it, his tongue had found a 
felicitous moment: 

“I don’t think, sir,” he said, “that that’s a fair question to put to me.” 

There was a pause in the very breathing of the clerks. Everyone was 
astounded (the author of the witticism no less than his neighbours) and 
Miss Delacour, who was a stout amiable person, began to smile broadly. 
Mr, Alleyne flushed to the hue of a wild rose and his mouth twitched with 
a dwarf’s passion. He shook his fist in the man’s face till it seemed to vibrate 
like the knob of some electric machine: 

“You impertinent ruffian! You impertinent ruffian! I’ll make short work 
of you! Wait till you see! You’ll apologise to me for your impertinence or 
you’ll quit the office instanter! You’ll quit this, I’m telling you, or you’ll 
apologise to me!” 

He stood in a doorway opposite the office watching to see if the cashier 
would come out alone. All the clerks passed out and finally the cashier 
came out with the chief clerk. It was no use trying to say a word to him 
when he was with the chief clerk. The man felt that his position was bad 
enough. He had been obliged to offer an abject apology to Mr. Alleyne for 
his impertinence but he knew what a hornet’s nest the office would be for 
him. He could remember the way in which Mr. Alleyne had hounded little 
Peake out of the office in order to make room for his own nephew. He 
felt savage and thirsty and revengeful, annoyed with himself and with 
everyone else. Mr. Alleyne would never give him an hour’s rest; his life 
would be a hell to him. He had made a proper fool of himself this time. 
Could he not keep his tongue in his cheek? But they had never pulled to- 
gether from the first, he and Mr. Alleyne, ever since the day Mr. Alleyne 
had overheard him mimicking his North of Ireland accent to amuse Hig- 
gins and Miss Parker: that had been the beginning of it. He might have 
tried Higgins for the money, but sure Higgins never had anything for him- 
self. A man with two establishments to keep up, of course he couldn’t. . . . 

. He felt his great body again aching for the comfort of the public-house. 
The fog had begun to chill him and he wondered could he touch Pat in 
O’Neill’s. He could not touch him for more than a bob — and a bob was no 
^ use. Yet he must get money somewhere or other: he had spent his last 
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penny for the g,p. and soon it would be too late for getting money any- 
where. Suddenly, as he was fingering his watch-chain, he thought of Terry 
Kelly’s pawn-office, in Fleet Street. That was the dart! Why didn’t he think 
of it sooner? . 

He went through the narrow alley of Temple Bar quickly, muttering to 
himself that they could all go to hell because he was going to have a good 
night of it. The clerk in Terry Kelly’s said A cromn! but the consignor held 
out for six shillings; and in the end the six shillings was allowed him 
literally. He came out of the pawn-office joyfully, making a little cylinder 
of the coins between his thumb and fingers. In Westmoreland Street the 
footpaths were crowded with young men and women returning from busi- 
ness and ragged urchins ran here and there yelling out the names of the 
evening editions. The man passed through die crowd, looking on the spec- 
tacle generally with proud satisfaction and staring masterfully at the office- 
girls. His head was full of the noises of tram-gongs and swishing trolleys 
and his nose already sniffed the curling fumes of punch. As he walked on he 
preconsidered the terms in which he would narrate the incident to the 
boys: 

“So, I just looked at him — coolly, you know, and looked at her. Then I 
looked back at him again— taking my time, you know. ‘I don’t think that 
that’s a fair question to put to me,’ says I.” 

Nosey Flynn was sitting up in his usual corner of Davy Byrne’s and, when 
he heard the story, he stood Farrington a half one, saying it was as smart 
a thing as ever he heard. Farrington stood a drink in his turn. After a 
while O’Halloran and Paddy Leonard came in and the story was repeated 
to them. O’Halloran stood tailors of malt, hot, all round and told the story 
of the retort he had made to the chief clerk when he was in Callan’s of 
Fownes’s Street; but, as the retort was after the manner of the liberal shep- 
herds in the eclogues, he had to admit that it was not as clever as Farring- 
ton’s retort. At this Farrington told the boys to polish off that and have an- 
other. 

Just as they were naming their poisons who should come in but Higgins! 
Of course he had to join in with the others. The men asked him to give his 
version of it, and he did so with great vivacity for the sight of five small 
hot whiskies was very exhilarating. Everyone roared laughing when he 
showed the way in which Mr. Alleyne shook his fist in Farrington’s face. 
Then he imitated Farrington, saying, ''And here mas my nabs, as cool as 
you please'' while Farrington looked at the company out of his heavy dirty 
eyes, smiling and at times drawing forth stray drops of liquor from his 
moustache with the aid of his lower lip. 

When that round was over there was a pause. O’Halloran had money but 
neither of the other two seemed to have any; so the whole party left the 
shop somewhat regretfully. At the corner of Duke Street Higgins and 
Nosey Flynn bevelled off to the left while the other three turned back 
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towards the city. Rai.n was 'drizzling down on ;th^ cold. Streets and, when 
they.', reached the ; Ballast. Office, ■ Farrington ^ suggested the: Scotch House. 
The bar was-fulhof men and lend with the' noise of tongues and- glasses. The 
three men pushed past the whining match-sellers at the door and formed a 
. little party at the c'o.rner of the- counter. -They began to exchange stories. 
Leonard introduced them to a young fellow named Weathers who was per- 
forming at the Tivoli as an acrobat and knockabout Ate. Farrington stood 
a drink all round. Weathers said he would take a snialTIrish and Apolli- 
naris. Farrington, who had definite notions of what was what, asked the 
boys would they have an Apoliinaris too; but the boys told Tim to make 
theirs hot. The talk became theatrical. O’Halloran stood a round and then 
Farrington stood another round, Weathers protesting that the hospitality 
was too Irish. He promised to get them in behind the scenes and introduce 
them to some nice girls. O’Halloran said that he and Leonard would go, but 
that Farrington wouldn’t go because he was a married man; and Farring- 
ton’s heavy dirty eyes leered at the company in token that he understood 
he was being chaffed. Weathers made them all have just one little tincture 
at his expense and promised, to meet them later on at Mulligan’s in Poolbeg 
S'treet. ■ ■ 

When the Scotch House closed they went round to Mulligan’s. They 
went into the parlour at the back and O’Halloran ordered small hot specials 
all round. They were all beginning to feel mellow. Farrington w^as just 
standing another round when Weathers came back. Much to Farrington’s 
relief he drank a glass of bitter this time. Funds were getting low but they 
had enough to keep them going. Presently two young women wath big hats 
and a young man in a check suit came in and sat at a table close by. Weath- 
ers saluted them and told the company that they were out of the Tivoli. 
Farrington’s eyes wandered at every moment in the direction of one of the 
young women. There was something striking in her appearance. An im- 
mense scarf of peacock-blue muslin was wound round her hat and knotted 
in a great bow under her chin; and she wore bright yellow gloves, reaching 
to the elbow. Farrington gazed admiringly at the plump arm which she 
moved very often and with much grace; and when, after a little time, she 
answered his gaze he admired still more her large dark brown eyes. The 
oblique staring expression in them fascinated him. She glanced at him once 
or twice and, when the party was leaving the room, she brushed against 
his chair and said ''O, pardon!'" in a London accent. He watched her leave 
the room in the hope that she would look back at him, but he was dis- 
appointed. He cursed his want of money and cursed all the rounds he had 
stood, particularly all the whiskies and Apoliinaris which he had stood to 
. Weathers. If there was one thing that he hated it was a sponge. He was so 
angry that he lost count of the conversation of his friends. 

- When Paddy Leonard called him he found that they were talking about 
feats of strength. Weathers' was, ‘showing his biceps muscle to the company 
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and boasting so much that the other two had called on Farrington to up- 
hold the national honour. Farrington pulled up his sleeve accordingly and 
showed his biceps muscle to the company. The two arms were examined 
and compared and finally it was agreed to have a trial of strength. The table 
was cleared and the two men rested their elbov/s on it, clasping hands. 
When Paddy Leonard said ''Go!'' each was to try to bring down the other’s 
hand on to the table. Farrington looked very serious and determined. 

The trial began. After about thirty ■ seconds Weathers brought , his op- 
ponent’s hand slowly down on to the table. Farrington’s dark wine-coloured 
face flushed darker still with anger and humiliation at having been defeated 
by such a stripling. 

“You’re not to put the weight of your body behind it. Play fair,” he said. 

“Who’s not playing fair?” said the other. 

“Come on again. The two best out of three.” 

The trial began again. The veins stood out on Farrington’s forehead, and 
the pallor of Weathers’ complexion changed to peony. Their hands and 
arms trembled under the stress. After a long struggle Weathers again 
brought his opponent’s hand slowly on to the table. There was a murmur of 
applause from the spectators. The curate, who was standing beside the 
table, nodded his red head towards the victor and said with stupid fa- 
miliarity: 

“Ah! that’s the knack!” 

“What the hell do you know about it?” said Farrington fiercely, turning 
on the man. “What do you put in your gab for?” 

“Sh, sh!” said O’Halloran, observing the violent expression of Farring- 
ton’s face. “Pony up, boys. We’ll have just one little smahan more and then 
we’ll be off,” 

A very suilen-faced man stood at the corner of OUonnell Bridge waiting 
for the little Sandymount tram to take him home. He was full of smoulder- 
ing anger and revengefulness. He felt humiliated and discontented; he did 
not even feel drunk; and he had only twopence in his pocket. He cursed 
everything. He had done for himself in the office, pawned his watch, spent 
all his money; and he had not even got drunk. He began to feel thirsty 
again and he longed to be back again in the. hot reeking public-house. He 
had lost his reputation as a strong man, having been defeated twice by a 
mere boy. His heart sw^elled with fury and, when he thought of the woman 
in the big hat who had brushed against him and said Pardon! his fury 
nearly choked him. 

His tram let him down at Shelbourne Road and he steered his great body 
along in the shadow of the wall of the barracks. He loathed returning to his 
home. When he went in by the side-door he found the kitchen empty and 
the kitchen fire nearly out. He bawled upstairs: 

“Ada! Ada!” ' ' - ' - . . ’ ' 
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His wife was a little sharp-faced woman who b-ullied her husband when 
he was sober and was bullied by him when he was drunk. They had five 
children. A little boy came running down the stairs. 

'Who is that.?” said the man, peering through the darkness. 

"Me, pa.” 

"Who are you? Charlie?” 

"Where’s your mother?” 

"She’s out at the chapel.” 

"That’s right. . . . Did she think of leaving any dinner for me?” 

"Yes, pa. I—” 

"Light the lamp. What do you mean by having the place in darkness? 
Are the other children in bed?” 

The man sat down heavily on one of the chairs while the little boy lit 
the lamp. He began to mimic his son’s flat accent, saying half to himself: 
''At the chapeL At the chapel, if you please!” When the lamp was lit he 
banged his fist on the table and shouted: 

"What’s for my dinner?” 

"Tm going . . . to cook it, pa,” said the little boy. 

The man jumped up furiously and pointed to the fire, 

“On that fire! You let the fire out! By God, I’ll teach you to do that 
again!” 

He took a step to the door and seized the walking-stick which was stand- 
ing behind it. 

"I’ll teach you to let the fire out!” he said, rolling up his sleeve in order 
to give his arm free play. 

The little boy cried "0, pa!” and ran whimpering round the table, but 
the man followed him and caught him by the coat. The little boy looked 
about him wildly but, seeing no way of escape, fell upon his knees. 

"Now, you’ll let the fire out the next time!” said the man, striking at him 
vigorously with the stick. "Take that, you little whelp!” 

The boy uttered a squeal of pain as the stick cut his thigh. He clasped 
his hands together in the air and his voice shook with fright, 

"O, pa!” he cried. "Don’t beat me, pa! And 111 , . , 111 say a Hail Mary 
for you. . . . Ill say a Hail Mary for you, pa, if you don’t beat me. . . . Fil 
say a Hail Mary, . . ” 
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It was a spring evening, a warm March evening no different from any 

Other, an evening with a full moon and a high wind which kept the reluc- 
tant buds in their resinous prisons for fear of a possible frost. 

But for Goupil it was not like any other evening. 

That twilight hour which spreads its shadowy film over the countryside, 
making the peaks seem higher and deepening the valleys, had already 
brought the woodland beasts from their lairs. But he, apparently insensible 
to the mysterious life which stirred these familiar shadows, lay hidden in 
the hole in the Morales rock, whither, closely pressed by the poacher Lisee’s 
dog, he had taken refuge in the morning, and was not getting ready to 
mingle with it as he usually did each evening. 

Yet it was not because he felt that an expedition into the clearing along 
the edge of the wood would prove fruitless; for the fox knew quite well 
that on windy nights, under the full moon, the timid hares, deluded by the 
moonlight and frightened by the noise made by the swaying branches, did 
not leave their forms until late at night; nor was it the rustling of the 
leaves stirred by the wind, for the old forester with his practised ear was 
quite capable of distinguishing between human and woodland sounds. 
Neither could his long reverie and his strange inaction be explained by 
w^eariness, since he had been resting ail day, first of all stretched out like a 
corpse in the exhaustion following upon the determined pursuit of which 
he had been the object, and afterwards curled into a circle, his sensitive 
black muzzle resting on his hind paws to protect it from any unpleasant 
or irksome contact. 

He was now lying in a heraldic attitude, his legs folded beneath him, his 
eyes half closed and his ears pricked, allowing his brain to grasp, according 
to the dictates of an instinctive, mysterious and all powerful logic, sensa- 
tions and ideas powerful enough to keep him, without the restraint of any 
tangible barrier, behind the rock through a cleft in which he had crawled. 

This Morales cave was not GoupiFs usual earth: it corresponded to the 
keep in which a beleaguered garrison seeks its last refuge, the last asylum in 
case of extreme peril. 
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At dawn on that same day he had gone to sleep in a bramble thicket 
at the very spot at which, with one masterly snap of his jaws, he had 
broken the back of a leveret returning to its form and with whose flesh he 
had appeased his hunger. 

He had been dozing there when the bell on Miraut’s collar had iiiicere- 
moniously roused him from the torpor into which the warmth of the spring 
sun and the tranquillity of a sated appetite had plunged him. Mirant was 
Lisees dog,' 

Among all the dogs in the neighbourhood which in turns, when the 
morning conditions happened to be favourable and the autumn dew lay 
on the ground, had given him chase, Goupil knew of no more relentless 
enemy than Mirant. He knew by costly and bitter experience that no 
amount of cunning was of any use against him; so, as soon as the sGUiid 
of his bark or the tinkle of his bell announced his approach, the fox fled as 
fast as his swift feet could carry him and, in order to put Miraut off the 
scent, contrary to the natural instinct of all foxes and contrary to his own 
habits, he would travel a great distance and describe a huge circle, follow- 
ing roads after the fashion of hares and then, returning to Morales, would 
slide down the bank of rolling stones leading to his earth as quickly as 
possible, certain that his paws had not left his enemy sufficient scent to 
smell him out. 

This was his last tactical resource which no untoward event had ever 
made him modify so far, and today it had succeeded as usual. Yet Goupil 
was not quiet in his mind for, at a few dozen yards from the path he 
seemed to have seen, concealed behind the bole of a beech tree, the form 
of Lisee, Miraut’s master. 

Goupil knew him well, but this time he had not leaped with fear at the 
thundering report which always marked the meeting of the two enemies; 
he had not heard the swift whistling lash of the pellets past his ears, those 
leaden pellets which, in spite of your winter coat, could bite into you more 
stingingly and deeper than even the great blackthorns. He was suspicious 
and from that suspicion there grew a vague alarm, the instinct of preserva- 
tion which, even before he received painful evidence of its truth, kept him 
in the cave on the border line of the danger which threatened him. 

Crouching in the depths of his lair, he heard suspicious sounds which 
might possibly have been nothing but the rolling of the last stones dis- 
turbed by his feet, but a strange framework, which he had never noticed 
before seemed to belie this easy explanation. 

Goupil scented a trap. Goupil was Lis&’s prisoner. 

He seemed to be frozen into an, apathetic sphinxlikc attitude. But the 
shivers running through the fur on his front pa\vs, the tips of his ears 
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. trembling at every' so.und' that rose out..o£.the nigh t,, and' the 'fleeting glint 
in his eyesas his oblong, pupils dilated beneath the, half dowered,, curtains 
of his eyelids^ showed ■.that every^ nerve in his 'body, was inte,iisely alert. . 

. /'The old stager s deep meditation lasted . throughout the night. 'Indeed 
there was nothing to compel him to leave his, .lair. On the contrary his' 
stomachj accustomed to frequent and prolonged fasts and suiiiciently bal- 
lasted that morning, with the food supplied by the leveret’s flesh, urged him 
.not to. leave the chosen refuge which had so often sheltered him during, the, 
more perilous moments of his life. 

Even tliOLigh the night was really his accomplice, he was too distrustfii! 
to dare to profit by the insidious protection of its silence and its darkness. 
He awaited the dawn with a premonition that it would produce some new 
fact which, either confirming his suspicions or buoying up his hopes, would 
decide him on the course of action to be adopted. 

Hour succeeded hour. The moonlight seemed to grow brighter and 
outlined against the black sky the even blacker branches of the trees, at the 
ends of which the swollen buds at the invisible tips of the twigs formed a 
sort of .light m,ist over the, forest. 

Long rows of boughs, all aligned parallel to one another and cut by the 
woodmen after the rising of the sap, stretched out in infinite perspectives 
of dying shoots. 

The blackbirds, which at dusk vied with one another in liveliness and 
cast the harmony of their notes to the four winds of heaven, had long been 
silent. Only the drumming of the wind rolled deliberately and continuously 
through the branches, punctuated now and then by the hooting of the 
little owls and the screeching of the screech owls, whilst from the fertile 
earth rose an indefinite, subtle and penetrating fragrance which seemed to 
contain in germ that of all woodland scents. 

As dawn broke the man appeared, preceded by Miraut. Goupil heard the 
snuiBing of the dog winding him at the entrance to his lair, and the violent 
oaths of the poacher as he calculated that the well-known patience and 
endurance of foxes would cause grave depreciation in the value of the 
silvery pelt which he expected to take from his victim when he was finally 
captured. 

In the meantime Goupil, passing his long red tongue over his cunning 
old muzzle, congratulated himself on having escaped immediate danger 
and began to try to discover some, means of giving his enemy the slip. 

There seemed to be only two alternatives. He must either make a dash 
for it or, braving the pangs of hunger,, try to exhaust the patience of his 
gaoler, who might eventually think that, he had escaped and would then 
remove the trap. This second alternative was only to be resorted to in the 
last instance and it was to the first that, the fox turned his attention. 

As the trap barred the entry to the cave, Goupii carefully sounded the 
walls of Ms prison with his paws and ,itiS;,muzzlei-The inspection did not 
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take long: there was rock behind, rock above, to the right and to the left. 
There was no chance of escape there. Beneath him his claws made semi- 
circular patterns in the dark soil: perhaps salvation lay in that directioii. 
And immediately, with the courage and tenacity of despair, he began to 
burrow into the soft earth. 

At the end of the day he had dug a hole a good foot deep and as large 
as his body, when his claws scraped against something hard. He had 
reached rock again. Goupil tried digging further on, but with the same 
result; he kept on scratching, he scratched all night, ever hoping to come 
across a fault in the rock which would give him his freedom. 

Slowly, following a cruel, relentless curve, the bedrock rose unti! it 
reached the level of the ground at the entrance to the cave; but in liis 
leverish state the fox did not notice this. He kept on scratching, frantically 
scratching. 

He scratched for three days and three nights, biting the earth with rage, 
a blackish saliva dripping from his jowl. He wore down his claws, broke 
his teeth and bruised his muzzle. He dug up all the earth in his cave. The 
impenetrable wall of rock still remained intact and the wretched prisoner, 
starved and feverish among the lamentable chaos of the tumbled earth, 
after struggling until his strength was completely exhausted, fell down and 
slept for twelve hours on end with that leaden sleep that follows a great 
defeat. 


m ■ . . 

Under the violent pangs of his long-empty stomach, Goupil awoke 
among the wretched disorder of the earth. The clear dawn rose through 
the cleft in the rock; the buds were beginning to burst; every shade of 
green was spreading the joy of life in the sunlight and the song of the 
robins and of the blackbirds filled the air with a symphony of liberty 
which must have sounded terrible to the prisoner’s ears. The knowledge 
of the truth returned to his mind like a tooth ripping up a hare’s stomach 
and, resigned to his fate now, he settled himself down in the most con- 
venient position in which to dream, to fast and to wait. And there before 
him, like an appalling nightmare, ironically defying his patience, rose the 
trap. 

It was a rudimentary affair invented by Lis&: two uprights, like those of 
a scaffold, supported an oak plank which seemed to prolong them. But, 
owing to an ingenious piece of mechanism, when any intruder entered the 
fatal passage the oak plank, shaved away at each side, would slide treach- 
erously down like a guillotine along grooves cut in the uprights, and break 
his back. 

Then,- excited by hunger, Goupil’s brain lived again through the 
voluptuous memory of hearty meals he had enjoyed and conjured up pic- 
tures of orgies of flesh and blood to fall back, more modestly, on the 


THE' TRAGEDY OF GOUPIL 


:975 


frugal fare: of .wintertime, thc' dead moles devoured by the roadside^ the 
red berries gleaned from the leafless bushes and the wild apples discovered 
be,neath .the. damp decay of. fallen leaves.... ■ ■ _ 

How many hares had he caught at footbridges over dykes and at places 
where cart tracks met, and how many leverets had he killed in fields of 
clover or of lucerne, how many partridges had he chased from their nests 
in order to devour their eggs, and how many fowls had he boldly stolen 
from chicken runs under the very noses of watchdogs and in constant 
danger, from farmers’' guns? ■ 

The hours dragged by, all terribly alike except that the increasing pangs 
of hunger kept adding to the sum total of his misery. 

Stoically calm, his stomach pressed hard against the ground as though 
in an effort to compress it, Goupil, in order to forget his present situation, 
recalled to memory all the other perils he had escaped: his flights under 
showers of lead, the ruses he had employed to put dogs off his track, the 
poisoned bait tempting his hunger. But above all he saw rising before him 
with even more terrible precision, from among all the bad days of his life, 
a certain winter night whose most minute details were deeply engraved 
upon his memory; he lived through it again as it passed across the screen 
of his faithful memory: 

The earth was white, the trees were white and in the clear sky the stars 
glittered harshly and shed a sinister, cold, almost wicked glow. The hares 
had not left their forms, the partridges had all crept up close to the vil- 
lages and the moles slept in the most remote corners of their subterranean 
galleries; no more frozen sloes on the blackthorns in the valleys, no more 
wild apples beneath the apple trees in the woods. Nothing more anywhere, 
nothing but that soft glistening whiteness made up of crystalline spangles 
which become sharper in the frost and insinuate themselves right into the 
skin in spite of the thickness of one’s pelt. 

The valley slept in the distance beneath the aegis of its iron-roofed 
church tower. Goupil drew near it and cautiously crept round it, then, 
shortening his circles and egged on by hunger he gradually came right up 
to it. 

There was not a sound to be heard except, every quarter of an hour, the 
thin note carelessly launched into the silence from the clock tower or the 
metallic clanking of chains rattled by oxen as they stirred in their sleep. 

A strong smell of flesh reached his nostrils; no doubt some dead animal 
left there to rot, whose incipient decay deliciously tickled his famished 
sense of smell. 

He continued on his way, hugging a fence until he came within a few 
paces of where he could see the object of his search lying as a brown mass 
on the virgin whiteness of the snow. 

The house opposite was sleeping soundly: the quiet darkness of a large 
window seemed to bear witness to its. emptiness, or to its slumber. 
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But Goppil was suspicious. Impelled by Eis instinct, he hurled him- 
self bravely at full speed into the open space and passed the carcass by 
without stopping, his eyes fixed on the suspected window. No one but he 
would have noticed anything; but the piercing eyes of the old savage had 
seen a tiny red reflection glowing in the upper corner of one of the panes 
and that was enough for him. He understood now. 

The man behind there, could load his gun and get ready to fire : the shot 
would not be for him. For Goupil was certain that behind that silent win- 
dow a man was keeping vigil, one of his enemies, one of the miirderers of 
his race: he had put out the lamp, pretending to have gone to bed, but 
the vent-hole of his stove, which he had neglected to shut, betrayed his 
presence and Goupil, who had already heard shots fired in the night, knew 
now why the man was watching. Who knows how many other animals, 
more trusting than himself, had paid with their lives for their rashness in 
exposing themselves to the assassin’s shot at such close range? And Goupil 
reconstructed the scene: the man quietly seated in his mysterious house, 
meditating on the misery of wild creatures, offering them something with 
which to appease their hunger and, at the right moment, protected by the 
sheltering darkness, shooting his victims through the open window pane. 

It was there that his woodland brothers perished, those who, with less 
self-control than he, had ventured down to the village and had never been 
seen, again. 

And as he retraced his way to his wood, keeping himself well in the 
shadows, the silhouette of a cat suddenly appeared on the top of a wall. 
His large dark eyes met the creature’s phosphorescent pupils in the dark- 
ness and with a mighty bound he hurled himself in its wake. 

The cat knew quite well that the menace of its dawn's, though quite 
sufficient to restrain the audacity of dogs, would not stop Goupil’s rush 
and that neither would flight protect it from the old savage’s attack. But 
there was an apple tree close at hand. It reached this and was already climb- 
ing it when a sudden snap stopped it and delivered it to its enemy, who 
finished it off. And the silence of the night was rent by a long sinister 
howl, a death howl which kept all the dogs in the village and in the farms 
in the neighbourhood barking at the doors of their kennels or in the stables 
far into the night. 

Other memories, too, came and went in his mind while the links of the 
hours forged their monotonous chain and the eternal days passed. 

Then Goupil’s ideas became vague and confused. The memories of 
meals were mixed in appalling nightmares with fearful pictures: fantastic 
rings of hares spun around him, /firing shots at him which ploughed through 
his skin, taking off long strips of . fur without succeeding in killing him. 
A high fever attacked him: his cold black muzzle grew hot and his eyes 
red; his flanks began to throb and his; long lean tongue hung from his jaws 
like a ragged , wet cloth,, on the^central channel of which a drop of sweat 
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wouid appear from time to' time, to be licked back into liis burning mouth 
in an effort to cool it. . 

Time passed. He had examined the trap and tried, in order to avoid it, 
to understand its danger, but his wild animal brain could not understand 
human mechanisms and he preferred starvation in the security of his refuge 
to this unknown horror full of agonising mystery. 

One morning for one joyfuL moment he thought his deliverance had 
come. The man appeared. He remained there for some time, moved some- 
thing and went away again; but the terrible oath which marked his de- 
parture left the fox with but very faint hope. Lisee had only been trying 
the trap and now he came every day at dawn, feeling that the end was at 
hand. 

During this time Goupii was becoming more and more troubled by 
fever. Sometimes he lay stretched out for minutes at a time, panting des- 
perately, sometimes he got up and walked round and round his prison, seek- 
ing for the outlet which he was always hoping to find, without success. 

A crescent moon, in its last quarter, was mounting the sky. A red moon. 
It was like a joint of underdone meat which some cruel power was parading 
through the sky on a plate of clouds! Motionless, the fox stretched towards 
it his emaciated neck, his sunken jowl, his enormous eyes. As on the first 
day of his captivity, the wdnd howled dismally among the trees and he 
seemed to hear the ebb and flow of the music of a vast pack of hounds 
which was gradually drawing closer to him; or, again, the humming in his 
brain appeared to be the bubbling of a spring and, in order to try to quench 
his burning thirst, he kept turning round and round, looking on all sides 
for wMter, clear water which he would lap up for ever. 

The dawn of the eleventh day revealed a milky brightness above the 
neighbouring wood. The end had got to come. Suddenly Goupii made up 
his mind and, without looking to either side, bracing his poor emaciated 
legs with a sort of despairing energy, he made a desperate bound and 
hurled himself into the unknown. 

IV 

On that day as on the preceding days, with the apparent heaviness with 
which he disguised the briskness of his gait, Lisee climbed the narrow 
gully through which his heavy hob-nailed boots had gradually worn a track 
ending at Goupiks prison. 

As a well-trained dog, Miraut preceded him by a few yards. In the ordi- 
nary way, when hunting, the dog kept exactly the same distance from his 
master, a distance determined by long usage and mutual understanding. 
But that day Lisfo had to keep on calling back his old associate by short 
and often repeated whistling. 

With his muzzle in the air and his stem waving,; Miraut scented his prey 
atid Lisee, thinking of GoupiFs fate, gleefully . rubbed his great horny 
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hands together. Blit he did not increase his pace and continued on his way 
towards the lair where the dog, his muzzle thrust forward^ and his eyes 
staring before him, his body close to the ground and his stern stuck 
straight out behind him, was only waiting for the presence of his master 
and: a : signal to leap. 

Beneath the weight of the oak plank which had fallen upon him, the 
fox, gaunt, half-flayed, lay on his right side, his hindquarters firmly fixed 
by the trap which had caught him just in front of his hind legs and, by 
throwing him a little to one side, had protected his spine from a mortal 
blow. A whitish mucus flowed from his nostrils, and his large, bleary eyes 
had closed when the shock had made him lose consciousness. He had been 
lying there for about a quarter of an hour when Lisee arrived. 

A cruel, contemptuous smile showed that the victor’s triumph was miti- 
gated by the little he thought of the value of the vanquished. The pelt was 
worthless and what poor devil, however hungry he might be, would have 
attempted to attack such a wretched prey, even after, as usual, letting thel 
flesh freeze to remove some of its wild-animal odour from it? 

Suddenly the poacher, looking attentively at Goupil, saw a shudder pass 
through his frame. For, indeed, he had in fact only lost consciousness. 

And then Lisee formulated in his mind a scheme of revenge, while at the 
same time playing a savage joke on his enemy. 

Without saying a word he removed his dog’s collar and immediately 
fastened it round Goupil’s neck; he then fumbled in the pockets of his old 
corduroy trousers through which the bluish weft of the cotton foundation 
could be seen in places. Having found some pieces of string he soon made 
an effective muzzle which he fastened on to the old creature : then he tied 
his hind paws together with a handkerchief and opened the trap, which 
he hid in a neighbouring thicket. Lastly, seizing the fox by his four paws he 
flung him over his shoulders like a collar and retraced his way to the vil- 
lage with the same swift cumbrous gait. 

Miraut followed behind, his eyes riveted on the pointed nose bumping 
up and down on his master’s shoulder. 

Lis&’s rhythmic stride, the warmth of the sun and the pure balmy spring- 
morning air gradually restored the use of his senses to Goupil. 

His first sensation was a blessed feeling of relief and of lightness which 
contrasted with the sharp pain and the atrocious anguish which he had 
experienced when he was first caught in the trap; then the pleasant dilation 
of his lungs in the fresh, sweet-smelling air brought back to him the corre- 
sponding memory of his freedom in the woods; and, too, it was for him 
an unconscious delight once more to see the healthy clearness of the air 
through the mists of sleep and to enjoy the glorious sun appearing over 
the horizon. 

But as he returned mor;e fully td consciousness his sensations began to 
be modified: at first there was a feeling of discomfort in his legs and at his 
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neck and a heaviness in his head; then the perception of a strange smell, 
the smell of man and dog, forcing itself upon his brain, rudely recalled 
him to reality. He opened his feverish eyes wide and saw everything: the 
man carrying him, the dog following him, his legs imprisoned in the 
poacher’s rough hands and in the distance the village with its tiled roofs, 
that mysterious village full of traps and of enemies. 

His whole body stiffened in an instinctive and desperate effort, a terrific 
strain in every muscle to try to make Lisee let go so that he could dash off 
into the forest. But the man was on his guard; he merely tightened the 
grip of his gnarled hands, thereby crushing the wretched creature’s legs 
still more, and Miraut also showed his ruthless vigilance by growling 
significantly. 

An even greater torment, which made him forget everything, hunger, 
thirst, and pain, now racked Goupil’s mind. The danger had changed its 
form, but it was more imminent, more certain and more appalling. He 
almost regretted the atrocious hours during which he had been starving to 
death in his cave and he wondered what tortures he was going to be sub- 
jected to before dying. 

He saw himself spreadeagled on the floor, abandoned to Miraut’s teeth, 
or made to serve as a target for Lisee. He saw himself lying half flayed, his 
flesh quivering, his bones broken, and seemed to feel the pellets, coming 
from Heaven knew where, boring into his muscles and remaining like in- 
extricable thorns, making holes from which the blood flowed continuously 
and without any possibility of being staunched. 

Miraut was baring his sharp fangs and, in reply to this challenge Goupil, 
from behind the meshes of his muzzle, also snarled and uncovered his dis- 
coloured gums from which sprang the pointed canines. Oh, how glad he 
would have been to be able to bite the tormentor who was carrying him, 
but the man was quite confident of his immunity and went silently on his 
way to the village, smiling at the thought of his merciless jest. 

The fox heard the various sounds of village life, many of which he recog- 
nised because he had at other times studied them from a distance: some of 
them, meant nothing to him; some touched more particularly on his life as 
a hunter of cats and as a farm-yard expert, and lastly there were others, the 
most terrible of all, which reminded him of the fact that man and his 
vassal the dog were enemies upon whose clemency he could never count. 
Fie heard the lowing of cattle, the clucking of fowls, the barking of dogs 
and the shrill screams of children playing and quarrelling in front of houses. 
He saw himself already surrounded by a circle of ferocity, an unpene- 
trable triple hedge of enemies and he dreaded even more keenly the pros- 
pect of his unknown fate. 

Luckily for Goupil, Lis& lived in a house a little way out of the village. 
He entered a lane bordered by two hawthorn hedges and some urchins 
who were gathering violets there, interested by the sight of the curious. 
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wicked'-looking beast which he was carryingj followed him as far as his 
home. 

' Lisee- tied'.Goupil with a'piece of rope to the ^ootmf the bed iii the room 
Gontaining the stove, and breakfasted on a bowl of soup which his wife 
gave him; then he went about his day’s work, leaving to the care of 
Miraut the old muzzled creature who expected that at any moment the 
dog would leap upon him and tear him to shreds. 

But nothing of the sort happened, and Miraut contented himself with 
lying curled up before the fire on a piece of sacking, from time to time 
casting a look of hatred in his direction, fully conscious of the responsi- 
bility placed upon him. 

The sound of childish shouts and quarrelling and laughter struck terror 
into the captive’s brain; all the village children, informed of his presence 
by those who had first seen him, were hovering round the house in the 
hope of also catching a glimpse of him. 

Sometimes one of them, bolder than the rest, would pull himself up on 
the window sill and take a rapid glance into the darkened room and then, 
when questioned by the others and not having seen anything, would take 
refuge in significant silence. 

All this noise terrified Goupil. An overwhelming feeling of languor came 
over him; bewildered by so many strange adventures he could no longer 
grasp anything that was happening and lost consciousness again. He did 
not notice the approach of night, but he shuddered when the poacher re- 
turned with several other enemies with the same smell, who made large 
clouds of blue smoke come out of their pipes. They were laughing. 

Goupil did not know the smell of tobacco: it seized him by the nose 
and throat like the choking advance guard of death. Neither did he under- 
stand laughter. Miraut, who was intelligent and observant, knew that this 
outward sign in his master meant that he would be patted and given tid- 
bits to eat: he, too, tried, like many other dogs, to make men understand 
his own good humour or his submissiveness by the more or less agreeable 
curling back of his lips. But the old fox saw nothing in this manifestation 
but stumps of teeth, yellowed by tobacco, set in cruel-looking jaws, and 
bellies which shook as though they themselves longed to seize on some 
coveted prey. 

The only relationship that Goupil could establish was between the pro- 
truding teeth and the shaking bellies and this was for him a terrible sign 
of danger and menace. 

Lisee was talking and gesticulating and the men’s mouths grew larger, 
their teeth seemed to grow longer, their bellies shook more violently and 
their faces became more dreadful, The end was surely at hand. 

Quietly, as though to give formality to the final preparations, the men 
sat down while Lisee prepared the instrument^ which were to serve to tor- 
ture the condemned animal and .Goupil himself cowered by the corner of 
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the bed, vainly trying to hide himself and only wishing he could dissolve 
entirely and disappear. 

At last the poacher seemed to have finished. In one hand he held what 
appeared to be a black metal jaw and in the other a small hollow metal 
sphere, pierced on top by two round holes which looked like the eyes of a 
corpse and imclerneath by a wide slit like a mouth distended by a savage 
smile. 

He suddenly seized Goupil and held him by gripping his chest and neck 
between his knees. The fox felt that the end had come and, after a moment's 
vain desire to struggle, abandoned himself to his fate, realising the utter 
impossibility of even the faintest hope. He felt the cold of a piece of wire 
about his throat, he saw the metal jaw, the steel pincers, close suddenly on 
the wire and felt this new collar gradually crushing his neck in its merciless 
grip. . . . He was going to be strangled. 

But Lisee, passing his finger between the wire and Goupil’s neck, inter- 
rupted the torture, took off Miraut’s leather collar and threw it to one side 
and then, seizing the bewildered Goupil by the metal sphere, dragged him 
towards the door, followed by the savage, relentless chorus of the other 
men. : ' ' . , • ' ■ ■ ■' ■■■ 

The poacher let Goupil cut in the direction of the swamp from which rose 
the hoarse croaking of bullfrogs and, before he could realise what was 
happening, Lisee shot him out into the night with a brutal kick on the 
hindquarters. 

V. 

The fox did not try to understand and instinctively sped as fast as he 
could towards his native forest, just as a fish out of water tries to leap back 
into the river. But, to his horror, Miraut’s bell, the same fatal bell which had 
awakened him as he lay in the brambles with the remains of the hare, fol- 
lowed him as he went. 

No, it was no hallucination, it was indeed the bell whose thin, irregular 
tinkle he could quite clearly distinguish in the silence full of humming 
sounds and the shrilling of insects. 

Miraut was not giving tongue in that regular, protracted way which he 
had when following a scent and which echoed ail through the wood. This 
silent pursuit tvas all the more distracting and terrifying because of the 
mystery with which it was surrounded. The dog must be very close behind 
him and was perhaps just preparing to. seize him and the fox expected at 
any moment to feel the sharp fangs pierce his skin; he seemed to hear the 
rippling of the muscles of the hound’s legs as .it strained to reach him and 
the laboured breathing of his own tired lungs.. 

It was a battle of speed, a desperate struggle in which the stronger and 
the more persevering must inevitably, defeat' the- other. '' 

In the meantime the bell stuck' resolutely: to-his-'iieels', neither gaining nor 
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losing but keeping its 'exact distance. It was:a heroic but unequal contest: on 
the one side the hale, robust dog, thirsting for revenge; on the other Goupil 
weakened by eleven days of fasting and fever and only kept going by the 
instinct of self-preservation which would make him use up his last ounce of 
strength before abandoning himself to his fate. 

Quickening his pace he sped on into the nighty looking neither to right 
nor to left, feeling nothing, seeing nothing; neither could he hear anything 
but the bell, each tinkle of which lashed his failing courage like a whip, 
made him pick up his stumbling feet and seemed to rub soothing oil into 
his exhausted muscles. 

He was close to the edge of the wood now, with its low wall of mossy 
stones which had fallen down in places, and its half-choked ditch; Goupil 
crossed this at a place where there was a breach in the wall, near the begin- 
ning of a ride out of which the hares came when they wanted to graze in 
the fields. He dived straight into it, urged on by an instinctive impulse 
which told him that perhaps the dog would abandon his trail to follow a 
hare which had bolted at their approach; but Miraut held on and the bell 
continued to tinkle with him. 

The straight ride, which had not been cut back by the keepers, seemed to 
rush towards a glade like an immense arch of greenery, from which the 
lowest branches hung like garlands. The stars were quietly coming out 
behind the lattice work of these branches, the blackbirds took up their over- 
night song once more in a hundred different themes, and countless swarms 
of cockchafers rose from the fields and flew towards the young greenery of 
the wood, making a far-away wave-like sound which kept rising and falling 
in intensity. 

The fox fled desperately on, passing the boundary-stones of the rides 
without even looking at them, cutting across one to enter another, leaving 
the undergrowth for the clearings and the clearings for the open country, 
but ever pursued by the relentless bell. 

The moon rose. Goupil returned to the undergrowth and made for the 
dense thickets through which his skill as an old forester enabled him to glide 
as swiftly as a shadow on a wall and where he hoped with the aid of the 
brambles and the clematis to shake off the savage hound that pursued him. 

He doubled round the oaks, slid under entanglements of brambles which 
tore at him as he passed them without succeeding in stopping or even slow- 
ing down his mad flight; he plunged into tunnels of young vegetation to 
reappear, five or six paces further, on, in the brightness of a sudden clear- 
ing, but the tinkling of the beU pursued him like a funeral knell, a 
monotonous and ceaseless tolling. 

Animals started up beneath his feet and birds hurriedly took flight, van- 
ishing like black shadows in the sinister half-light of the wood; brown owls 
and screech owls, attracted by the sound of the bell, followed this strange 
career with their silent flight and, mingled their wings above his head. 
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The fox dived resolutely into the densest thickets; at one moment a 
clematis tendril held him up. He broke it with a sudden bound and started 
off again and the noise of the bell stopped. Hope filled the fugitive’s lungs 
and braced his muscles with fresh strength; doubtless Miraut had lost sight 
of him and he, sped, straight before him like an arrow. He ran' two hundred, 
perhaps three hundred yards in this hopeful silence and then, to make sure 
that he was alone, he stopped dead and cast a glance behind him. 

Hardly had he turned his head when the thin irregular note of the bell 
once more fell upon his ear and embarked him once more upon his race 
through the woods, assailed with all the agonies of uncertainty. 

He ran all night without interruption until his poor stiff swollen feet 
collapsed beneath him and flung him on the ground, an inert wreck, a few 
yards from a spring where he lay without consciousness, half dead, sightless 
and voiceless. 

And immediately, as though its work were accomplished, the bell became 
silent. 

vi^ 

No one could say how long Goupil remained in that state of total prostra- 
tion which no longer belonged to life and yet was not death. The vital force 
of the old forest ranger must have been very powerful for it to have been 
able, after so much fasting, so many emotions, so much weariness and so 
much suffering, to wake him from his lethargy and cast him back into the 
light.. of. day. ■ ■ . . . 

Nothing seemed to predominate in the chaos of his sensations. In the 
midst of the gentle protective silence which surrounded him, and even 
before his stomach recalled him too vividly to painful reality, it was a feeling 
of discomfort at his neck that first awakened him: that piece of wire of 
Lisee’s on which his thoughts dwelt so strangely and on which his new life 
seemed to be concentrated. Indeed, two separate sensations could hardly 
find accommodation in his enfeebled brain. Was he awake or was he asleep ? 
Was he dreaming? He did not know. His eyes were closed and now he 
opened them. He opened them slowly, without moving his body, and gazed 
at the peaceful landscape before him; then, with infinite caution, to which 
he knew how to school himself when, guided by his subtle sense of smell, 
he crept up to a covey of partridges at dusk, he turned his head and looked 
round him. There was nothing suspicious in sight; he breathed again. 
Where could the dog have got to? It had vanished like a bad dream. Per- 
haps, after all, it had only been a long nightmare? But no, the uncomfort- 
able piece of wire remained there to witness the retrospective horror of his 
appalling captivity. / 

Goupil instinctively put his paw up to it in the hope of being able to get 
rid of it, but he had hardly touched it when the bell sounded again and he 
cowered down and a shudder of terror ran along his spine. He gave a hur- 
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tied look round, but there was stffl sight. And yet the bell was 

there, quite close to him. And then suddenly Goupil grasped the situation. 

The metal sphere with its jeering mouth and its death’s-head eyes, which 
Lisee had slipped on to the wire knotted round his neck, was Miraut’s 
bell; it was with this fateful bell that he had run all through the night, 
thinking himself pursued by the dog; that was Lisee’s revenge which had 
made him drain the cup of bitter agony to its dregs through eight hours of 
flight and which, now that he was returning once more to hope and happi- 
ness, v/as going to follow him pitilessly, to poison his days and to accomplish 
its deadly work in face of and in spite of everything. 

He stood up painfully on his thin legs, forefeet first and then hind feet, 
and crawled over to the spring whose continuous monotonous rippling was 
almost a form of silence, a singing silence with whose tones the different 
cries of the woodland dwellers harmonised peacefully. 

He drank for a long time with a noise like the clicking of castanets, 
blurring his reflection in the clear water, the reflection of an emaciated 
Goupil whose muzzle alone seemed to be alive, and on whose head the 
short, pointed ears seemed to be something detached, like twin turrets, 
listening to the noises of the countryside with the ever-present fear of 
catching hostile sounds in the perspectives of silence. 

Then his thoughts turned to food and, as the forest did not offer him 
sufficient resources, he made for the grassy plain where the larks sprang up 
from time to time like fountain-jets in their reeling ascent, filling the air 
with their trills, to fall back again intoxicated with the blueness of the sky. 

There he would certainly find some of the herbs which he had always 
known or which he had come to know: sprigs of wild sorrel, a few mush- 
rooms perhaps, the purgative couch-grass or even a molehill or two which 
he would attack resolutely and, who knows, perhaps the half-decomposed 
carcasses of beasts or birds who had died during the winter and had not yet 
been found. 

But how irritating the bell was! No doubt he would soon grow accus- 
tomed to the choking wire round his neck, but this noise which stuck to 
him like a thorn in his flesh, reminding him only too well of the dangers he 
had run and had yet to fear, secretly ruined the pleasure he would have 
experienced in being able to enjoy life to the full It was the price of his 
liberty which he was condemned to drag about with him until he died. And 
the desire to get rid of it grew fiercer and fiercer in his heart. 

' Time after time, lying on his back, his hind legs rigid with determination 
and rage, stuck straight up in the air, he clawed at his neck with his fore- 
paws, in strong, regular strokes to try to drag off or to break, the metallic 
grip of Lisee’s vrire. He only, succeeded in completely stripping the fur from 
both sides of his neck and in breaking his , claws, but the collar which held 
, him did 'pot yield a fractipn/ofraninchand-.at every stroke thC' tinkle of the; 
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bell came like an insolent or ironically defiant peal of laughter. Goupil tried 
to get used to it, but in vain, and terrible rages which nothing could curb 
would grip him by the throat and contract his muscles. And yet he had to 
live. '■ , , ■ , 

.He lived; ■ 

By turns, herbs from the plain, wild fruit from the woods and cockchafers 
which he shook out of bushes furnished him with his daily sustenance; 
there were also little birds’ nests which he knew where to find behind the 
green shields of the hedges and beneath the thorny branches of wild goose- 
berry bushes. Sometimes he sucked the eggs, sometimes he devoured the 
fledglings, little red bodies whose eyes were closed and who opened 
enormous beaks when they heard the rustle of the twigs being pulled aside 
above their heads. He could raise himself as high as the blackbirds’ nests 
built in the low branches of the hazels, he destroyed coveys of young 
partridges and quails among the green corn and he could even approach 
farmhouses without arousing suspicion, protected by his bell. 

He had a particular hatred for a certain cock of Bouloie Farm, an 
ancient rooster with a strident voice and heavy, feathered legs, who was as 
cunning as he was himself. The all-powerful and jealous pasha of a vast 
seraglio of hens, he seemed to divine Goupil’s presence every time he ap- 
proached and, raising his head and beating his wings, would utter a rallying 
crow, an urgent call which warned the hens of their danger and sent them 
scurrying back in disorder round the watchdog’s kennel, where they felt 
they were safe. 

For a long time Goupil had decided upon the death of this fowl. 

For several days he watched its movements and then, having got to know 
its habits, he came along one fine morning, crouched behind a hedge and 
waited. 

The rooster approached, crest waving in the wind, eyes sparkling, at the 
head of his clucking flock. But he had neither the easy gallantry nor the 
swaggering boldness of the days on which he felt confident: he clearly 
scented danger. Goupil made his little bell tinkle and this domestic sound 
reassured his enemy; then with the patience of an experienced hunter he let 
the fowl draw slowly near and, when it was quite close and there w^as no 
longer any chance of its escaping, he made a tremendous bound towards it, 
chased it, caught it, crushed its breast between his jaws and, proud of his 
victory and carrying his crafty head on high, carried it off into the forest 
where he plucked it and devoured it. 

After that it was easy to decimate the stupid flock of hens belonging to 
his neighbour the farmer: but he went at such varied intervals and at such 
different times of the day, that the farmer could never hope to surprise him 
and, not having seen him and not having any idea of the identity of the 
thief except from the sound of his bell and, moreover, knowing nothing of 
Goupil’s adventures, stoutly accused MEaut of killing his hens and even 
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went so 'far'as tO' threaten.to bring an Lisee or to^ destroy his 

good-for-nothing: dog.. ■ ■ 

In the meantime Goupil was growing fat again and even if he had largely 
to resign himself to leaving hares alone, the fowls of the farm offered 
him quite sufficient compensation and he began to recover confidence in life. 

One thing, however, weighed horribly on him, and that was loneliness. 

He had never set eyes on any of his brothers since the evening of his 
captivity and he could not without deep emotion conjure up the romping, 
nibbling and teasing which preceded important expeditions, nor the bitter 
quarrels aroused by disputes over the division of spoils which made sharp 
rows of fangs shoot out challengingly under black curled-back lips. 

But now the forest was empty. It seemed as though his race had dis- 
appeared since his captivity. 

And yet he felt its presence around him perpetually. He felt it by the 
traces which other foxes left in crossing the damp paths through the under- 
growth, by the scent left by their feet on the grass in the glades and on the 
low branches of thickets, and especially by the peculiar yelping which told 
him of a nocturnal hunt by two friends: one acting as dog, giving tongue in 
a thin rather husky voice, while the other, in accordance with the direction 
indicated by the barking, would wait at some place by which the hare would 
probably pass and would kill it without having to run a yard. 

He knew every run and very seldom made a mistake about direction; he 
had even, one day when he felt a little hungry, become bold enough to lie 
in wait and kill a hare which Miraut was hunting. But he never tried to do 
that again, because the hound, just as cunning as he, guessed what had 
happened and set off with fresh energy in pursuit, without wasting a mo- 
ment. Weighed down by his capture, the fox would infallibly have been 
caught had he not been prudent enough to abandon to his enemy the stolen 
prey wEich would have furnished him with such a satisfying meal. No doubt 
Miraut had recovered the hare on the steep pebble bank on which he had 
abandoned it, for patches of fur and bloodstains on the stones told a suffi- 
ciently clear story of the savoury meal to which he had so selfishly helped 
himself. 

Goupil naturally hoped to profit by his brothers’ hunting but he very 
seldom succeeded, for if the bell always sent the bushy-tailed hunter lying 
in wait about his business, it often happened that it also turned the tawny 
hare, with his keen ear for forest noises, away from the run. But when this 
happened his most earnest desire was to meet the other foxes once more in. 
order to make them understand that he was not their enemy; but it was 
labour lost, for the lonely creature could neither get his brothers to come 
to him nor could he get near them; his calling met with no other response 
than the echo which cast mockingly back at him the plaintive end of his 

, . 6ne evening he recognised tkeyvoice 'of his old hunting companion, now 
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hunting with another, no doubt one of his rivals, and it made him^ miserable 
because he felt that there was a ban upon him among his race and that he 
was, as it were, dead to all other foxes. 

How often, even without any desire for plunder, had he not tried to get 
near the hunters! But as soon as he approached the hunt seemed to fade 
away and silence fell all around: the hell created mystery and emptiness 
about him. 

VII 

Then came the season of love-making. 

In the trail of the vixens in the mating season Goupil sniffed marvellously 
voluptuous scents which made his jaws snap together and fired his blood. 
Then his whole being vibrated with the great courage necessary for the 
fights which succeeded the nuptial parade, of which they were but the 
supreme form, and he conjured up in his mind before his wounded, shamed 
and vanquished rivals the slenderest of females, docile and submissive to 
her master's will. 

Oh, for those battles in the depths of the woods, those fierce clashes in 
which teeth sink into pelts and make the flesh bleed, those howling battles 
at the end of which the victor, himself also wounded and bleeding, enjoyed 
his triumph while in the distance, still menacing, the vanquished showed 
their teeth and prowled restless and woeful round the mating couple. 

Goupil was one of the stronger ones; he had often come off best in these 
nocturnal tourneys and, with a rage rendered ten times greater because of 
the inaccessibility of the goal, he followed the multiple tracks in which his 
rivals’ footprints were confused as they followed the path taken by the. 
coveted females; but the goal kept moving, never to be reached because the 
abominable bell, warning them of the presence of an interloper, reconciled 
the rivals in the face of common danger and always put the mating groups 
to flight. 

Every night he ran hither and thither, leaving one track to follow another 
in the hope, never to be realised, that the constant yelping which he directed 
towards the female would be enough to prevent her from fleeing before the 
approaching bell. 

He was in despair. He forgot to steal chickens or to drink at springs; he 
was consumed by the love fever, and wild paroxysms of rage, as in the first 
days of his liberation, made him fling himself on his back on the ground to 
try once more to snap the wire which welded to his life the indelible mark 
of the ferocity of man. 

But it was waste of labour. 

One evening, how^ever, he changed his tactics. He had just crossed the 
track of a rutting female and decided that he must catch up with her at all 
costs, concentrating all the turbulent energies of an exasperated male to this 
end. But he must silence the bell. He must be able to do so! . . 
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In order to do this He determined to thread his way through the dense 
tangle of the undergrowth with a slow, easy gait during which his head and 
neck should preserve the most complete immobility. So he started ojff on 
the tracks of Madame Vixen, his whole body taut and set, his legs arched 
and his muzzle following the scent close to the ground. 

He advanced with infinite precaution, stifling his instinctive emotions by 
the strength of his desire and by sheer will power. There would, for in- 
stance, be a path or a ditch which he was forcing himself to cross slowly 
when, deep inside him, a subconscious instinct of self-protection would flex 
the muscles of his hindquarters to clear it at a bound, or else an easy prey 
would suddenly appear and in spite of himself his eyes would follow its 
precipitous flight. 

He stepped over twigs, slithered beneath the low-hanging branches of 
the dense shrubbery, now walking on the tips of his toes and now crouching 
down on his pliant hocks; he proceeded slowly, anxiously, his head in a 
whirl and his heart beating wildly as the delicious scent made his nerves 
tingle, and he got nearer and nearer to his goal. But he still took care not to 
move his neck the fraction of an inch or to cause the bell the slightest jar. 

He was there. 

In the centre of a glade brightly lit up by the moon two males were 
already fighting for the female who stood by watching them. Their fangs 
were being buried in each other’s pelts with muffled snarls, their rigid legs 
were straining against each other’s backs and hindquarters, blood was be- 
ginning to flow and the light of battle shone from the contestants’ eyes. 

Circling around the rivals in the narrow glade outlined by the freshly 
grown turf on the site of a charcoal burner’s fire, the female considered 
them calmly through half-closed eyes, her brush trailing behind her like a 
lady’s train. 

She passed close to Goupil, winded him and turned towards him and he, 
emboldened and excited and disregarding the enforced stiffness of his neck, 
without troubling about the other two who were tearing each other to 
pieces, without heeding anything else, began to prepare for the love act by 
his preliminary caresses. 

But at the supreme moment he raised himself sharply on his hindquarters 
and the sound of the bell rang out in the night. Immediately, as though 
actuated by invisible springs, both combatants and the female took to such 
sudden and headlong flight that before he had time to see them vanish, the 
bewildered Goupil found himself alone in the deserted glade. 

Then the poor lonely creature began to bite the grass in the glade in 
uncontrollable rage, and to ho\yl despairingly and to make the merciless bell 
ring unceasingly as though he were trying to tire it out. And the grinning 
moon made the shadows of the trees dance around him and the night birds, 
attracted by this unusuaL noise, wove the mysterious and balefully silent 
patterns^of their flight aboVe his. head* . 
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The dawn found him still there and^ remembering the danger which 
he carried about him, he turned his thoughts to the question of self- 
preservation. Seized once more by love of life like a convalescent after a 
terrible crisis, he felt all the problems of existence weighing upon him and, 
in order to be able to solve them when the time came, he began by hiding 
himself in a thicket in the middle of the wood where he fell into the 
troubled sleep of hunted and harassed creatures. 

And for a long time life went on in the same way. Forest life, so satisfy- 
ing to his instincts, smiled upon him once more; he almost recaptured his 
forest ranger’s soul, thanks to the necessity of finding his daily sustenance, 
and contented himself, though this was a sad form of enjoyment, a bitter 
pleasure, with listening from afar to the life of those of his race which their 
nocturnal hunting so often recalled to him, like the happy music of a lost 
paradise. 

The oppressive heat of the month of August made him go at nightfall to 
the meadows beside the roads where he was certain of finding moles seek- 
ing on the surface a temporary respite from the heat which was stifling 
them, wandering about in the freshly mown swaths of the late crop and 
destined to death by the mere fact of having deserted the primitive cross- 
roads beneath their dried-up molehills. 

This was an assured source of food for Goupil, because even if he had not 
found them still alive, wandering miserably beneath the double weight of 
their blindness and of the discomfort which drove them from the over- 
heated furnace of the earth, he knew that he would certainly come across 
them dead by the roadside, for those that leave their tunnels in this way 
never return and nearly all perish in the course of their first and last journey 
into the open. 

Then autumn followed with its abundance of fruit which would have 
made life particularly peaceful for him if packs of hounds, rousing his 
domain on every side with their furious baying, had not reminded him too 
vividly of Lisee and Miraut and of his captivity and isolation. 

Having become more cunning as a result of his experience, he used an 
earth with a double exit and only entered it after having, by cleverly cross- 
ing his tracks, put up a false scent which would keep even the most 
formidable hounds away from his trail. 

Life, however, seemed easy to him and the old scavenger never gave a 
thought to the approaching winter which, from the premature migration 
of the wood pigeons and the jays, and from . the sudden thickening of his 
own pelt, promised to be early and severe. 

It came suddenly, without any-tifansition period, as sometimes happens in 
the mountains, after the cold mists of the end of October and of the first 
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days, ''o£' November wtech :stri^^ forest of its' autumn-tinted leaves. 

A few red berries still gleamed among the briars in the hedges, a few violet 
sloes, wrinkled by the first frosts, still clung to the blackthorns, their stalks 
almost severed by the ruthless bite of the frost; then one fine morning 
when the wind seemed to have fallen asleep, snow began to fall, treach- 
erously, noiselessly, and without any fuss, with the quiet persistence of the 
good workman whom nothing discourages and nothing flurries and who 
knows that he has plenty of time in which to finish his task. 

The snow fell for two days and two nights without a stop, levelling the 
hillocks and filling up the dips in the ground, flattening everything with its 
soft, uniform covering. And during the whole of the time it was falling 
none of the woodland beasts or the non-migratory birds stirred from their 
carefully chosen shelters. 

Goupil (he would have no more to do with caves), crouching beneath the 
low branches of a clump of hazels had, like the rest, allowed himself to be 
buried beneath the shroud which gradually formed and, moulding his hud- 
dled ‘shape, built for him a narrow kennel, a delicate, fragile shell, whose 
flimsy wall he would easily be able to break through when the moment 
came. In this shell he was warm, for his pelt was thick and the vault of the 
snow, moulding an arch for his back, protected it completely from the 
outer cold. 

When he guessed that the snow had ceased to fall he waited until midday 
and then made a narrow exit for himself and, being careful not to damage 
the snow house which nature had made to his measure, he went in search 
of his daily food. 

The bad days had returned : Goupil felt this clearly, all the more because, 
hampered by the bell which he was condemned to sound at every step, he 
found himself at a very real disadvantage in hunting and especially in hunt- 
ing hares. 

He knew quite well that a hare bolting before him would inevitably fall 
a victim to him, because when the snow was soft, the unfortunate creatures 
were quite incapable of competing in speed with foxes and dogs. But they 
v/ere quite aware of this inferiority, so that when they heard an unfamiliar 
sound, such as that of a bell or of footsteps, they took the wise precaution 
of getting a very long start. So that Goupil was more than suspect to them. 

Then the endless searching started again, the weary digging beneath the 
wild apple trees, the patient gleaning among bushes shaken free from their 
snow, all of which only half filled his stomach which was too often quite 
empty. 

Once more he experienced foodless days, long waits by the runs used by 
hares and cautious ambushes at the outskirts of villages or farms in the 
faint hope of catching a fowl or strangling a cat. 

This continued until the first days of December, But at this period the 
cold grew more intense and biting blizzards began to blow; the snow, 
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broken lip by the frost into tiny crystal spangles, found its way into every- 
thing, filling up the deepest valleys, insinuating itself into the most shel- 
tered places, and forming veritable white dunes 'and drifts .which ''kept 
shifting at the will of the wind. 

His snow house, however, remained intact; it had: even become, more 
substantial and he was more comfortable in it, for the warmth of his body 
had melted a thin layer of snow all round him and this subsequently froze 
and solidified ': and formed a harder crust, an arch' of ice which' easily sup- 
ported the varying weight of the snow above it. 

All the bushes had been carefully picked bare; the birds all hovered about 
the villages, and hares were unapproachable. Nothing, nothing more at all, 
and Goupil, remembering his former adventure, hesitated to tempt Provi- 
dence again and to try to gain the confidence of domestic animals by means 
of his bell. 

But it came inevitably to that. Each night he drew imperceptibly nearer 
to human habitations, even frightening away other foxes who, starving 
also, were already prowling round and had not, as he had, waited until 
hunger had driven them to the utmost limit before coming to hunt such 
dangerous quarry. 

But not a single animal dreamed of leaving the warm litter in its stable 
or the fireside where, on warm bricks or floor-boards, the shivering cats 
would curl up when they were not watching the piled-up trusses of corn in 
the barns or holes in the walls for the lean, harried-looking mice who, also 
starving, had all returned to the shelter of the houses. 

From time to time the furious barking of a dog would warn him that he 
had come too close, that he had been winded and that the time had come 
for him to make himself scarce with all possible speed. He never gained 
anything from these nocturnal expeditions. The traditional carcass which 
formerly tempted starving stomachs and from which one could, at the 
worst, by creeping up in short stages with long intervals between them, 
furtively seize a scrap and make off, no longer existed; the village animals 
obstinately refused to die. Nevertheless, Goupil kept on prowling round at 
a safe distance from the houses: but he carefully avoided Lisee’s house and, 
In spite of the ferment in his brain, and in spite of his empty stomach, he 
fled even more quickly than usual on the night on which he heard Miraut’s 
bark answering the bark of one of his hunting companions who was inform- 
ing him in his own fashion of the proximity of one of the denizens of the 
forest. 

But Goupil was still without food. The days passed but the cold remained 
and fiercer and fiercer hunger gnawed at the vitals of the forest dwellers. 

And he, gaunt now, a wasted shadow of his former self, even more 
wretched looking than he had been after the days of his imprisonment, was 
nothing but a poor tatterdemalion, exhausted by fever, hovering between 
death and madness, who, having acquired,: the. habit of prowling round the 
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village^ returned there inevitably each night at the same time, without know- 
ing why, no longer trying to avoid the dogs, not even avoiding Lisee’s house, 
without a hope of finding anything to eat, without even looking for any- 
thing, bafHed by the bell which tinkled at his neck and ripe for the final 
and supreme ordeal 

IX 

Christmas Eve that year had been a day of long twilight The sun 
never showed itself at all; a few grey ribbons just above the horizon at mid- 
day had borne witness to its passage behind the inky clouds which stretched 
their sinister canopy above the silent, cheerless countryside. 

A few mournful caws from luckless crows, and an occasional chattering 
magpie searching for the last red berries of the rowans had occasionally 
broken the silence, but that had been all 

The torpid village on which the motionless smoke, the feverish breath of 
the cottages, seemed to weigh like a pall of misery, had given the only other 
sign of life at dawn and at nightfall, when the stable doors had, at the usual 
hour, belched forth the cattle full of suppressed energy, lowing and hurry- 
ing towards their watering place. 

And yet everything in the village was alive and awake, for it was Christ- 
mas Eve. There was a great deal of unaccustomed bustle in the old 
romanesque kitchens where the rustic pillars and smoke-blackened cross- 
beams supported the spans of the immense fireplaces in which sides of 
bacon and hams were being dried in the aromatic smoke of burning juniper 
wood. 

For Christmas Eve and Christmas Day the housewives had kneaded and 
cooked a double batch of bread and of cakes whose warm smell still per- 
vaded the whole house. Forgetting their games and their quarrels, the 
children had followed all the preparations with cries of delight and 
had noisily enumerated all the good things, impatiently awaiting the longed- 
for moment when they were to be enjoyed: plums dried in the oven on 
plaited osiers after the baking of the bread, meringues powdered with 
'‘hundreds and thousands” and apples brought up from the cellars emitting 
a subtle odour of ether. 

Supper had been plentiful and full of gaiety, and, according to custom, at 
midnight the whole happy family had been lit by yellow torches, to the 
church and back for the longed-for, festivities. 

, They had eaten and drunk and sung and laughed and the grandmother 
had begun the traditional story in her quavering, rather mysterious and 

"It was after midnight on one Christmas Eve many, many years ago, 
when the soil we till now still belonged to the great lords and our grand- 
fathers’ grandfathers obeyed them. , . 

- ; "The hour of mass was approaching when; a man whom no one had ever 
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seen before came to call upon the Count at the castle whose ruins are familiar 
to you all. A herd of wild boar, he said, had gathered at the bottom of the 
Wolves Valley and in the clear moonlight they could easily be hunted. Im- 
mediately the Count, who was an ardent sportsman, forgot his religious 
duties, had horses saddled for himself and his servants and sent for his 
hounds. But his pious wife wept and besought him so earnestly that at 
last he consented, when the church bell pealed for mass, to take his place in 
church in the red armchair beneath the gilded canopy w^hich was reserved 
for them. 

“The chanting had already begun, but a bafSed frown barred the Count’s 
forehead when the mysterious stranger, entering the church without signing 
himself, once more approached him and whispered in his ear. 

“The unfortunate man could no longer resist and, in spite of the implor- 
ing looks of his wife, left the church, followed by his servants. Very soon 
the baying of the hounds could be heard in the distance and during the 
whole mass the noise of the hunt moving about the countryside was like 
blasphemy to the ears of the faithful, all of whom had tears in their eyes 
and offered up fervent prayers. The hunt went on all night and then sud- 
denly all sound of it ceased. But the Count never returned to the castle; he 
disappeared with his infernal pack and his menials and now, in hell, he 
bitterly atones for the sacrilege for which God had condemned him to 
return every hundred years on Christmas Day, to hunt through the night 
with his hounds. The wretched Countess died in a convent; as for the 
stranger who had tempted her husband, he was never seen again either and 
everyone thought that he must have been the devil himself. 

“My mother never heard the hunt, but her grandmother did : it was a dark 
night like this. It was . , 

At that mioment a dismal howl, a howl with a ring of death in it, tragically 
long and drawn out, swept through the village like a trail of horror and all 
the dogs .in the village and in the outlying farms replied to this unearthly 
signal with long melancholy howls. The sound rose menacingly and then 
died down into a sob. When it was over, it began again, or rather it did not 
finish, but grew lower in agonising modulations and prolonged itself in a 
rhythm of monotonous despair. 

“Let us pray, my children, let us pray for the soul of the Count” 

No one in the village slept that night. The men took down their old 
flintlocks from the nails from which they hung and carefully examined their 
priming and in their awed faces, on which the scepticism of the century had 
perhaps placed its seal, the signs of old superstitious terror rose like foam 
upon a wave. , ■ 

The women and children huddled silently round the fireplace, seeking 
protection in the light and warmth against the unknown danger with which 
they thought they were being threatened. But more than anyone else in the 
village that night Lisee felt the agony.-;o£ fear. 
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For the first howl from outside the door of the old poacher and 

he feared neither God nor devil. It was from there that the strange master of 
this great mysterious drama gave orders to his invisible pack. And so Lisee 
had pushed a huge oak dresser against the door, before which Miraut, his 
tail between his legs and his hair bristling, howled dismally. Lis& remained 
awake all night, his gun charged with buck-shot in his hands, ready to fire. 
An hour before dawn the sound of the melancholy hunt died away. 

Reassured by the daylight and by the silence, the poacher slowly and 
silently dragged aside the heavy dresser which barricaded the door and 
cautiously opened it. 

There before him was Goupil, like a skeleton, his eyes haggard, his legs 
rigid in death and stiffened by the frost, his pelt nearly bald, with the fatal 
bell round his neck, in the attitude of a cat preparing to spring. 

Miraut sniffed at him fearfully and backed away with a silent snarl. 

Lisee went back into his house with his head throbbing and his legs 
tottering beneath him. He fetched a spade and a sack into which he placed 
the body of his unhappy victim and went up to the forest, followed by his 
dog. 

There he dug a deep hole beneath the snow, into which he placed the 
body of the fox, carefully filling it in afterwards. 

And he returned to his house with his shoulders bowed and his eyes full 
of vague terrors, while Miraut, who had not his master’s reasons for grave 
preoccupation, raised an irreverent and philosophic leg against the grey 
mound of earth and snow beneath which Goupil slept his last sleep, 

ODOUR OF CHRYSANTHEMUMS 

D. H. Lawrence 

(1885-1930) 

The small locomotive engine, Number 4, came clanking, stumbling down 
from Selston with seven full waggons. It appeared round the corner with 
loud threats of speed, but the colt that it startled from among the gorse, 
which still flickered indistinctly in the raw afternoon, outdistanced it at a 
canter. A woman, walking up the; railway line to Underwood, drew back 
into the hedge, held her basket aside, and watched the footplate of the 
engine advancing. The trucks, thumped heavily past, one by one, with slow 
inevitable movement, as she. stood insignificantly trapped between the 
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jolting black waggons and the hedge; then they curved away towards the 
coppice where the withered oak leaves dropped noiselessly, while the birds, 
pulling at the scarlet hips beside the track, made oJff into the dusk that had 
already crept into the spinney. In the open, the smoke from the engine 
sank and cleaved to the rough grass. The fields were dreary and forsaken, 
and in the marshy strip that led to the whimsey, a reedy pit-pond, the fowls 
had already abandoned their run among the alders, to roost in the tarred 
fowl-house. The pit-bank loomed up beyond the pond, flames like red sores 
licking its ashy sides, in the afternoon's stagnant light. Just beyond rose the 
tapering chimneys and the clumsy black headstocks of Brinsley Colliery. 
The two wheels were spinning fast up against the sky, and the winding- 
engine rapped out its little spasms. The miners were being turned up. 

The engine whistled as it came into the wide bay of railway lines beside 
the colliery, where rows of trucks stood in harbour. 

Miners, single, trailing and in groups, passed like shadows diverging 
home. At the edge of the ribbed level of siding squat a low cottage, three 
steps down from the cinder track. A large bony vine clutched at the house, 
as if to claw down the tiled roof. Round the bricked yard grew a few 
wintry primroses. Beyond, the long garden sloped down to a bush-covered 
brook course. There were some twiggy apple trees, winter-crack trees, and 
ragged cabbages. Beside the path hung dishevelled pink chrysanthemums, 
like pink cloths hung on bushes. A woman came stooping out of the felt-; 
covered fowl-house, half-way down the garden. She closed and padlocked 
the door, then drew herself erect, having brushed some bits from her white 
apron, ■' 

She was a tall woman of imperious mien, handsome, with definite black 
eyebrows. Her smooth black hair was parted exactly. For a few moments 
she stood steadily watching the miners as they passed along the railway: 
then she turned towards the brook course. Her face was calm and set, her 
mouth was closed with disillusionment. After a moment she called: 

“John!” There was no answer. She waited, and then said distinctly: 

'Where are you?” 

"Here!” replied a child’s sulky voice from among the bushes. The woman 
looked piercingly through the dusk. 

"Are you at that brook?” she asked sternly. 

For answer the child showed himself before the raspberry-canes that rose 
like whips. He was a small, sturdy boy of five. He stood quite still, 
defiantly. 

"Oh!” said the mother, conciliated. "I thought you were down at that 
wet brook — and you remember what I told you , 

The boy did not move or answer. 

"Come, come on in/’ she 'said' more gently, "it’s getting dark. There’s 
your grandfather’s engine coming down the line!” 

The lad advanced > slowly, with-resentful, taciturn movement -He was 
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dressed in trousers cloth that was too thick and hard for 

the size of the garments. They were evidently cut down from a man’s 
clothes. 

As they went slowly towards the house he tore at the ragged wisps of 
chrysanthemums and dropped the petals in handfuls along the path. 

“Don’t do that“~it does look nasty/Vsaid his mother. He refrained, and 
she, suddenly pitiful, broke off a twig with three or four wan flowers and 
held them against her face. When mother and son reached the yard her 
hand hesitated, and instead of laying the flower aside, she pushed it in her 
apron-band. The mother and son stood at the foot of the three steps look- 
ing across the bay of lines at the passing home of the miners. The trundle 
of the small train was imminent. Suddenly the engine loomed past the 
house and came to a stop opposite the gate. 

The engine-driver, a short man with round grey beard, leaned out of the 
cab high above the woman. 

“Have you got a cup of tea ?” he said in a cheery, hearty fashion; 

It was her father. She went in> saying she would mash. Directly, she 
returned. 

“I didn’t come to see you on Sunday,” began the little grey-bearded man. 

“I didn’t expect you,” said his daughter. 

The engine-driver winced; then, reassuming his cheery, airy manner, he 
said: 

“Oh, have you heard then? Well, and what do you think ?” 

“I think it is soon enough,” she replied. 

At her brief censure the little man made an impatient gesture, and said 
coaxingly, yet with dangerous coldness: 

“Well, what’s a man to do? It’s no sort of life for a man of my years, to 
sit at my own hearth like a stranger. And if I’m going to marry again it 
may as w^ell be soon as late — what does it matter to anybody?” 

The woman did not reply, but turned and went into the house. The 
man in the engine-cab stood assertive, till she returned with a cup of tea 
and a piece of bread and butter on a plate. She went up the steps and stood 
near the footplate of the hissing engine. . 

“You needn’t ’a’ brought me bread an’ butter,” said her father. “But a 
cup of tea” — ^he sipped appreciatively — “it’s very nice.” He sipped for a 
moment or two, then: “I hear as Walter’s got another bout on,” he said. 

“When hasn’t he?” said the woman bitterly. 

“I heered tell of him in the Xord Nelson’ braggin’ as he was going to 

spend that b afore he went: half. a sovereign that was.” 

, “When?” asked the woman. 

“A’ Sat’day night — I know that’s true.” 

, “Very likely,” she laughed bitterly. “He gives me twenty-three shillings” 

“Aye, it’s a nice thing, when a man, , can do nothing with his money but 
make a beast of himself!’’ said the grey-whiskered man. The woman turned 


^ ODOUR' OF CHRYSANTHEMUMS ■ 997 

her head away. Her father swallowed the last of his tea and handed her the 
cup. ' 

“Aye/’ he sighed, wiping his mouth. “It’s a settler^ it is ” 

He put his hand on the lever. The little engine strained and groaned, 
and the train rumbled towards the crossing. The woman again looked 
across the metals. Darkness was settling over the spaces of the railway and 
trucks: the miners, in grey sombre groups, were still passing home. The 
winding-engine pulsed hurriedly, with brief pauses. Elizabeth Bates looked 
at the dreary flow of men, then she went indoors. Her husband did not 
come. 

The kitchen was small and full of firelight; red coals piled glowing up 
the chimney mouth. All the life of the room seemed in the white, warm 
hearth and the steel fender reflecting the red fire. The cloth was laid for 
tea; cups glinted in the shadows. At the back, wEere the lowest stairs 
protruded into the room, the boy sat struggling with a knife and a piece 
of whitewood. He was almost hidden in the shadow. It was half-past four. 
They had but to await the father’s coming to begin tea. As the mother 
watched her son’s sullen little struggle with the wood, she saw herself in 
his silence and pertinacity; she saw the father in her child’s indifference to 
all but himself. She seemed to be occupied by her husband. He had prob- 
ably gone past his home, slung past his own door, to drink before he came 
in, while his dinner spoiled and wasted in waiting. She glanced at the 
clock, then took the potatoes to strain them in the yard. The garden and 
fields beyond the brook were closed in uncertain darkness. When she rose 
wdth the saucepan, leaving the drain steaming into the night behind her, 
she saw the yellow lamps were lit along the high road that went up the 
hill away beyond the space of the railway lines and the field. 

Then again she watched the men trooping home, fewer now and fewer. 

Indoors the fire was sinking and the room was dark red. The woman put 
her saucepan on the hob, and set a batter pudding near the mouth of the 
oven. Then she stood unmoving. Directly, gratefully, came quick young 
steps to the door. Someone hung on the latch a moment, then a little girl 
entered and began pulling oif her outdoor things, dragging a mass of curls, 
just ripening from gold to brown, over her eyes with her hat. 

Her mother chid her for coming late from school, and said she would 
have to keep her at home the dark winter days. 

“Why, mother, it’s hardly a bit dark yet. The lamp’s not lighted, and my 
lather’s not home.” . I ^ 

“No, he isn’t. But it’s a quarter to five! Did you see anything of him?” 

The child became serious. She looked at her mother with large, wistful 
blue eyes. 

“No, mother, Fve never seen him. Why? Has he come up an’ gone past, 
to Old Brinsley? He hasn’t, mother,. ’cos! never, saw him.” ■■ 

“He’d watch that/’ said the mother... bitterly, -‘he’d take care as you didn’t 
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see' him, ^But : yo may^ depend upon it,' he’s ■ seated, in . the 'Prince ,o’ AVales/ 
He wouldiTt.'.be this late.”' 

The girl looked at her mother piteously. 

"Let’s have our teas, mother, should we?” said she. 

The mother called John to table. She opened the door once more and 
looked out across the darkness of the lines. All was deserted: she could not 
hear the winding-engines* 

"Perhaps,” she said to herself, "he’s stopped to get some ripping done.” 

They sat down to tea. John, at the end of the table near the door, was 
almost lost in the darkness. Their faces were hidden from each other. The 
girl crouched against the fender slowly moving a thick piece of bread 
before the fire. The lad, his face a dusky mark on the shadow, sat watch- 
ing her who was transfigured in the red glow. 

“I do think it’s beautiful to look in the fire,” said the child. 

"Do you?” said her mother. "Why?” 

“It’s so red, and full of little caves — and it feels so nice, and you can fair 
smell it” 

"It’ll want mending directly,” replied her mother, "and then if your 
father comes he’ll carry on and say there never is a fire when a man comes 
home sweating from the pit. A public-house is always warm enough.” 

There was silence till the boy said complainingly: "Make haste, our 
Annie.” 

“Well, I am doing! I can’t make the fire do it no faster, can I?” 

"She keeps waifiin’ it about so’s to make ’er slow,” grumbled the boy. 

“Don’t have such an evil imagination, child,” replied the mother. 

Soon the room was busy in the darkness with the crisp sound of crunch- 
ing. The mother ate very little. She drank her tea determinedly, and sat 
thinking. When she rose her anger was evident in the stern unbending of 
her head. She looked at the pudding in the fender, and broke out: 

"It is a scandalous thing as a man can’t even come home to his dinner! 
If it’s crozzled up to a cinder I don’t see why I should care. Past his very 
door he goes to get to a public-house, and here I sit with his dinner Vvaiting 
for him ” 

She went out. As she dropped piece after piece of coal on the red fire, 
the shadows fell on the walls, till the room was almost in total darkness. 

"I canna see,” grumbled the invisible John. In spite of herself, the mother 
laughed. 

"You know the way to your mouth,” she said. She set the dust-pan out- 
side the door. When she came again like a shadow on the hearth, the lad 
repeated, complaining sulkily: 

"I canna see.” 

"Good gracious!” cried the mother irritably, "you’re as bad as your father 
if it’s a bit dusk!” ... ■ ^ 

Nevertheless she took a paper:-spill.froma sheaf on the mantelpiece and 
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proceeded to light the lamp that hung from the ceiling in the middle of 
the room. As she reached up, her figure displayed itself just rounding with 
maternity. . , 

^ '“Oh, mother-^ — !;”■ exclaimed 'the girl. ■ 

‘What?” said the woman, suspended in the act of putting the lamp glass 
over the flame. The copper reflector shone handsomely on her, as she stood 
with uplifted arm, turning to face her daughter. 

“You’ve got a flower in your apron!” said the child, in a little rapture at 
this unusual event. 

“Goodness me!” exclaimed the woman, relieved. “One would think the 
house was afire.” She replaced the glass and waited a moment before turn- 
ing up the wick. A pale shadow was seen floating vaguely on the floor. 

“Let me smell!” said the child, still rapturously, coming forward and 
putting her face to her mother’s waist. 

“Go along, silly!” said the mother, turning up the laiiip. The light re- 
vealed their suspense so that the woman felt it almost unbearable. Annie 
was still bending at her waist. Irritably, the mother took the flowers out 
from her apron-band. 

“Oh, mother— don’t take them out!” Annie cried, catching her hand and 
trying to replace the sprig. 

“Such nonsense!” said the mother, turning away. The child put the pale 
chrysanthemums to her lips, murmuring: 

“Don’t they smell beautiful!” 

Her mother gave a short laugh. 

“No,” she said, “not to me. It was chrysanthemums when I married him, 
and chrysanthemums when you were born, and the first time they ever 
brought him home drunk, he’d got brown chrysanthemums in his button- 
hole.” 

She looked at the children. Their eyes and their parted lips were wonder- 
ing. The mother sat rocking in silence for some time. Then she looked at 
the clock. 

“Twenty minutes to six!” In a tone of fine bitter carelessness she con- 
tinued: “Eh, he’ll not come now till they bring him. There he’ll stick! But 
he needn’t come rolling in here in his pit-dirt, for I won’t wash him. He 

can lie on the floor Eh, what a fool I’ve been, w4at a fool! And this is 

what I came here for, to this dirty hole, rats and all, for him to slink past 
his very door. Twice last week — he’s begun now ” 

She silenced herself, and rose to clear the table. 

While for an hour or more the children played, subduedly intent, fertile 
of imagination, united in fear of the mother’s wrath, and in dread of their 
father’s home-coming, Mrs. Bates sat in her rocking-chair making a 
“singlet” of thick cream-coloured flannel, which gave a dull wounded 
sound as she tore off the grey edge. She worked at her sewing with energy, 
listening to the children, and her anger wearied itself, lay down to rest, 
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opening;: itS;' eyes froni;; time time and /steadily watching, its ears,, raised,, to, 
listen. Sometimes even her anger quailed and shrank, and the mother 
suspended her sewing, tracing the footsteps that thudded along the sleepers 
outside; she would lift her head sharply to bid the children ''hush,” but she 
recovered , herself in time, and the footsteps went past the gate, and the 
children w-ere not flung out of their play-world. 

But at last Annie sighed, and gave in. She glanced at her waggon of 
slippers, and loathed the game. She turned plaintively to her mother, 

“Mother!” — but she was inarticulate, 

John crept out like a frog from under the sofa. His mother glanced up. 

“Yes,” she said, “just look at those shirt-sleeves!” 

The boy held them out to survey them, saying nothing. Then somebody 
called in a hoarse voice away down the line, and suspense bristled in the 
room, till two people had gone by outside, talking. 

“It is time for bed,” said the mother. 

“My father hasn’t come,” wailed Annie plaintively. But her mother was 
primed with courage. 

“Never mind. They’ll bring him when he does come^-like a log.” She 
meant there would be no scene. “And he may sleep on the floor till he 
wakes himself. I know he’ll not go to work to-morrow after this!” 

The children had their hands and faces wiped with a flannel. They were 
very quiet. When they had put on their nightdresses, they said their 
prayers, the boy mumbling. The mother looked down at them, at the 
brown silken bush of intertwining curls in the nape of the girl’s neck, at 
the little black head of the lad, and her heart burst with anger at their 
father who caused all three such distress. The children hid their faces in 
her skirts for comfort. 

When Mrs. Bates came down, the room was strangely empty, with a 
tension of expectancy. She took up her sewing and stitched for some time 
without raising her head. Meantime her anger was tinged with fear. 

II 

The clock struck eight and she rose suddenly, dropping her sewing on 
her chair. She went to the stairfoot door, opened it, listening. Then she 
went out, locking the door behind her. 

Something scuffled in the yard, and she started, though she knew it was 
only the rats with which the place was overrun. The night was very dark. 
In the great bay of railway lines, hulked , with trucks, there was no trace of 
light, only away back she,, could see a few yellow lamps at the pit-top, and 
the red smear of the burning pit-bank qii the night She hurried along the 
edge of the track, then, crossing the eohverging lines, came to the stile by 
the white gates, whence she 'emerged op. the- road. Then the fear which had 
led her . shrank. People were walking up to New Brinsley; she saw the 
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lights in the houses; twenty yards further on were the broad windows of 
the ‘'Prince of Wales/’ very warm and bright, and the loud voices of men 
could be heard distinctly. What a fool she had been to imagine that any- 
thing had happened to him! He was merely drinking over there at the 
“Prince of Wales.” She faltered. She had never yet been to fetch him, and 
she never would go. So she continued her walk towards the long straggling 
line of houses, standing blank on the highway. She entered a passage 
between, the dwellings.. 

“Mr. Rigley?— Yes! Did you want him? No, he’s not in at this minute.” 

The raw-boned woman leaned forward from her dark scullery and peered 
at the Other, upon whom fell a dim light through the blind of the kitchen 
.window. . 

“Is it Mrs. Bates?” she asked in a tone tinged with respect. 

“Yes. I wondered if your Master was at home. Mine hasn’t come yet.” 

“ ’Asn’t ’e! Oh, Jack’s been ’ome an’ ’ad ’is dinner an’ gone out. ’E’s just 
gone for ’alf an hour afore bedtime. Did you call at the 'Prince of Wales’?” 

“No 

“No, you didn’t like — —■! It’s not very nice.” The other woman was 
indulgent. There was an awkward pause. “Jack never said nothink about-— 
about your Mester,” she said. 

“No! — I expect he’s stuck in there!” 

Elizabeth Bates said this bitterly, and with recklessness. She knew that 
the woman across the yard was standing at her door listening, but she did 
not care. As she turned : 

“Stop a minute! I’ll just go an’ ask Jack if ’e knows anythink,” said Mrs, 
Rigley. 

“Oh, no — I wouldn’t like to put !” 

“Yes, I wall, if you’ll just step inside an’ see as th’ childer doesn’t come 
downstairs and set theirselves afire.” 

Elizabeth Bates, murmuring a remonstrance, stepped inside. The other 
woman apologized for the state of the room. 

The kitchen needed apology. There were little frocks and trousers and 
childish undergarments on the squab and on the floor, and a litter of play- 
things everywhere. On the black American cloth of the table were pieces 
of bread and cake, crusts, slops, and a teapot with cold tea. 

“Eh, ours is just as bad,” said Elizabeth Bates, looking at the woman, 
not at the house. Mrs. Rigley put a shawl over her head and hurried out, 
saying: 

“I shanna be a minute.” 

The other sat, noting with faint disapproval the general untidiness of 
the room. Then she fell to counting the shoes of various sizes scattered 
over the floor. There were twelve. She sighed and said to herself, “No 
wonder!” — ^glancing at the litter. There came the scratching of two pairs of 
feet on the yard, and the Rigleys entered; Elizabeth Bates rose. Rigley was 


1002 


TELLERS ' OF TALES^,'' 

a big mafi, wit^ large bones. His head looked particularly bony. Across 
his'temple was, a: blue scar, caused- by .a wound got in the pit, a wound in 
which the coabdust remained blue like tattooing. 

‘‘ ’Asna ’e come whoam yit?” asked the man, without any form of greets 
ing, but with deference and sympathy. ‘1 couldna say wheer he is — ’e’s non 
ower theer!”— he jerked his head to signify the ‘Tiince of Wales.” 

’E’s ’appen gone up to th’ ‘Yew,’ ” said Mrs. Riglcy. 

There was another pause. Rigley had evidently something to get off his 
mind:'-'- ■ 

“Ah left ’im finishin’ a stint,” he began. “Loose-all ’ad bin gone about ten 
minutes when we coni’n away, an’ I shouted, ‘Are ter cornin’, Walt?’ an’ ’e 
said, ‘Go on. Ah shanna be but a’ef a minnit,’ so we com’n ter th’ bottom, 
me an’ Bowers, tliinkin’ as ’e wor just behint, an’ ’ud come up i’ th’ next 
bantle— ” 

He stood perplexed, as if answering a charge of deserting his mate. 
Elizabeth Bates, now again certain of disaster, hastened to reassure him: 

“I expect ’e’s gone up to th’ ‘Yew Tree,’ as you say. It’s not the first 
time. I’ve fretted myself into a fever before now. He’ll come home when 
they carry him.” 

“Ay, isn’t it too bad!” deplored the other woman. 

“I’ll just step up to Dick’s an’ see if ’e is theer,” offered the man, afraid 
of appearing alarmed, afraid of taking liberties. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t think of bothering you that far,” said Elizabeth Bates, 
with emphasis, but he knew she was glad of his offer. 

As they stumbled up the entry, Elizabeth Bates heard Rigley’s wife run 
across the yard and open her neighbour’s door. At this, suddenly all the 
blood in her body seemed to switch away from her heart. 

“Mindl” warned Rigley. “Ah’ve said many a time as Ah’d fill up them 
ruts in this entry, sumb’dy ’ll be breakin’ their legs yit.” 

She recovered herself and walked quickly along with the miner. 

“I don’t like leaving the children in bed, and nobody in the house,” she 
said. 

“No, you dunna!” he replied courteously. They were soon at the gate 
of the cottage. 

“Well, I shanna be many minnits. Dunna you be frettia’ now, ’ell be all 
right,” said the butty. 

“Thank you very much, Mr. Rigley,” she replied. 

“You’re welcome!” he stammered, moving away. “I shanna be many 
minnits.” 

The house was quiet, Elizabeth Bates took off her hat and shawl, and 
rolled back the rug. When she had finished, she sat down. It was a few 
minutes past nine. She was startled by the rapid chuff of the winding- 
engine at the pit, and the :sharp. whirr of the brakes on the rope as it 
descended. -Agaia.-she felt the'-paihful'-sweep of'her blood, and she put her 
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hand to her side, saying aloud, “Good gracious!— it’s only the nine o’clock 
deputy going down,” rebuking herself., ' 

She sat still, listening. Half an hour of this, and she was wearied out. 

“What am I working myself up like this for.?” she said pitiably to her- 
self, “I sll only be doing myself some damage.” 

She took out her sewing again. 

At a quarter to ten there were footsteps. One person! She watched for 
the door to open. It was an elderly woman, in a black bonnet and a black 
woollen shawl — his mother. She was about sixty years old, pale, with blue 
eyes, and her face all wrinkled and lamentable. She shut the door and 
turned to her daughter-in-law peevishly. 

“Eh, Lizzie, whatever shall we do, whatever shall we do!” she cried. 

Elizabeth drew back a little, sharply. 

“What is it, mother.?” she said. 

The elder Vv^oman seated herself on the sofa. 

“I don’t know, child, I can’t tell you!”— she shook her head slowly. 
Elizabeth sat watching her, anxious and vexed. 

“I don’t know,” replied the grandmother, sighing very deeply. “There’s 
no end to my troubles, there isn’t. The things I’ve gone through, I’m sure 
it’s enough- — ” She wept without wiping her eyes, the tears running. 

“But, mother,” interrupted Elizabeth, “what do you mean.? What is it.?” 

The grandmother slowly wiped her eyes. The fountains of her tears were 
stopped by Elizabeth’s directness. She wiped her eyes slowly, 

“Poor child! Eh, you poor thing!” she moaned. “I don’t know what we’re 
going to do, I don’t— and you as you are— it’s a thing, it is indeed!” 

Elizabeth waited. 

“Is he dead.?” she asked, and at the words her heart swung violently, 
though she felt a slight flush of shame at the ultimate extravagance of the 
question. Her words sufficiently frightened the old lady, almost brought 
her to herself. 

“Don’t say so, Elizabeth! Well hope it’s not as bad as that; no, may the 
Lord spare us that, Elizabeth. Jack Rigley came just as I was sittin’ down 
to a glass afore going to bed, an’ ’e said, ‘ ’Appen youll go down th’ line, 
Mrs. Bates. Walt’s had an accident. ’Appen youll go an’ sit wi’ ’er till we 
can get him home.’ I hadn’t time to ask him a word afore he was gone. 
An’ I put my bonnet on an’ come straight down, Lizzie, I thought to 
myself, 'Eh, that poor blessed child, if anybody should come an’ tell her 
of a sudden, there’s no knowin’ what’ll ’appen to ’er.’ You mustn’t let it 
upset you, Lizzie — or you know what to expect. How long is it, six months 
— or is it five, Lizzie? Ay!” — the old woman shook her head — “time slips 
on, it slips on! Ay!” 

Elizabeth's thoughts were busy elsewhere. If he was killed — would she be 
able to manage on the little pension, and what she could earn? — she 
counted up rapidly. I£ he was hurt-^-chey- wouldn’t take him to the hospital 
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— how tiresome he would be to nurse !— but perhaps sheM be able to get him 
away from the drink and his hateful ways. She would — ^while he was ill. The 
tears offered to come to her eyes at the picture. But what sentimental luxury 
was this she was beginning? She turned to consider the children. At any 
rate she was absolutely necessary for them. They were her business. 

'Ay!’’ repeated the old woman, "it seems but a week or two since he 
brought me his first wages. Ay^ — he was a good lad, Elizabeth, he was, in 
his way. I don’t know why he got to be such a trouble, I don’t. He was a 
happy lad at home, only full of spirits. But there’s no mistake he’s been a 
handful of trouble, he has! I hope the Lord’ll spare him to mend his ways. 
I hope so, I hope so. You’ve had a sight o’ trouble with him, Elizabeth, you 
have indeed. But he was a jolly enough lad wi’ me, he was, I can assure 
you. I don’t know how it is. 

The old woman continued to muse aloud, a monotonous irritating sound, 
while Elizabeth thought concentratedly, startled once, when she heard the 
winding-engine chuff quickly, and the brakes skirr with a shriek. Then she 
heard the engine more slowly, and the brakes made no sound. The old 
woman did not notice. Elizabeth waited in suspense. The mother-in-law 
talked, with lapses into silence. 

"But he wasn’t your son, Lizzie, an’ it makes a difference. Whatever he 
was, I remember him when he was little, an’ I learned to understand him 
and to make allowances. You’ve got to make allowances for them ” 

It was half-past ten, and the old woman was saying: "But it’s trouble 
from beginning to end; you’re never too old for trouble, never too old for 

that ” when the gate banged back, and there were heavy feet on the 

'Steps. ' ■ ■ ■ ' ■ . ■ ■ ■ ■ 

"I’ll go, Lizzie, let me go,” cried the old woman, rising. But Elizabeth 
was at the door. It was a man in pit-clothes. 

"They’re bringin’ ’im, Missis,” he said. Elizabeth’s heart halted a mo- 
ment. Then it surged on again, almost suffocating her. 

"Is he — ^is it bad?” she asked. 

The man turned away, looking at the darkness: 

"The doctor says ’e’d been dead hours. ’E saw ’im i’ th’ lamp-cabin,” 

The old woman, who stood just behind Elizabeth, dropped into a chair, 
and folded her hands, crying: "Oh, my boy, my boy!” 

"Hush!” said Elizabeth, with a sharp twitch of a frown. "Be still, mother, 
don’t waken th’ children: I wouldn’t have them down for anything!” 

The old woman moaned softly^ rocking herself. The man was drawing 
away. Elizabeth took a step forward. 

"How was it?” she asked. 

"Well, I couldn’t say , for sure,” the man replied, very ill at ease. "’E 
wor finishin’ a stint an’ th’ butties ’ad gone, an’ a lot o’ stuff come down 

"And crushed him?” cried the widow, with a shudder. ^ 
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''No/’ said the maa/'it fell at th’ back of ’im. ’E wor under tli’ face, an’ it. 
niver touched ’im. It shut, ’im in. It. seem-s ’e wor smothered.” ' 

Elizabeth shrank 'back. She heard the old woman behind her cry: '' ' 

"What?— what did' e say it .was.?” 

The man replied, more loudly: " ’E wor smothered!” 

Then the old woman wailed aloud, and this relieved Elizabeth. 

"Oh, mother,” she said, putting her hand on the old woman, “don’t 
waken th’ children, don’t waken th’ children.” 

She wept a little, unknowing, while the old mother rocked herself and 
moaned. Elizabeth remembered that they were bringing him home, and 
she must be ready. “They’ll lay him in the parlour,” she said to herself, 
standing a moment pale and perplexed. 

Then she lighted a candle and went into the tiny room. The air was 
cold and damp, but she could not make a fire, there was no fireplace. She 
set down the candle and looked round. The candlelight glittered on the 
lustre-glasses, on the two vases that held some of the pink chrysanthemums, 
and on the dark mahogany. There was a cold, deathly smell of chrysanthe- 
mums in the room. Elizabeth stood looking at the flowers. She turned 
away, and calculated whether there would be room to lay him on the floor, 
between the couch and the chiffonier. She pushed the chairs aside. There 
would be room to lay him down and to step round him. Then she fetched 
the old red tablecloth, and another old cloth, spreading them down to- save 
her bit of carpet. She shivered on leaving the parlour; so, from the dresser- 
drawer she took a clean shirt and put it at the fire to air. All the time her 
mother-in-law was rocking herself in the chair and moaning. 

"You’ll have to move from there, mother,” said Elizabeth. “They’ll be 
bringing him in. Come in the rocker.” 

The old mother rose mechanically, and seated herself by the fire, con- 
tinuing to lament. Elizabeth went into the pantry for another candle, and 
there, in the little penthouse under the naked tiles, she heard them coming. 
She stood still in the pantry doorway, listening. She heard them pass the 
end of the house, and come awkwardly down the three steps, a jumble of 
shuffling footsteps and muttering voices. The old woman was silent. The 
men were in the yard. 

Then Elizabeth heard Matthews, the manager of the pit, say: “You go in 
first, Jim, Mind!” 

The door came open, and the two women saw a collier backing into the 
room, holding one end of a stretcher, on which they could see the nailed 
pit-boots of the dead man. The two carriers halted, the man at the head 
stooping to the lintel of the door. ' ' / ' • - ' 

“Wheer will you have him?” asked the manager, a short, white-bearded 

Elizabeth roused herself and came from the pantry carrying the imlighted 
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"*In the parlour/’' she said. . 

/In there, Jiml” pointed the manager, and the carriers backed round into 
the tiny room. The coat with which they had covered the body fell off as 
they awkwardly turned through the two doorways, and the women saw 
their man, naked to the waist, lying stripped for work. The old woman 
began to moan in a low voice of horror. 

%ay th’ stretcher at th’ side,” snapped the manager, ‘an’ put ’im on th’ 
cloths. Mind now, mind! Look you now — 

One of the men had knocked oif a vase of chrysanthemiims. He stared 
awkwardly, then they set down the stretcher. Elizabeth did not look at 
her husband. As soon as she could get in the room, she went and picked 
up the broken vase and the flowers. 

“Wait a minute!” she said. 

The three men waited in silence while she mopped up the vvater with a 
duster. 

“Eh, what a job, what a job, to be sure!” the manager was saying, 
rubbing his brow with trouble and perplexity. “Never knew such a thing 
in my life, never! He’d no business to ha’ been left, I never knew such a 
thing in my life! Fell over him clean as a whistle, an’ shut him in. Not four 
foot of space, there wasn’t— yet it scarce bruised him.” 

He looked down at the dead man, lying prone, half naked, all grimed 
with* coal-dust. 

“ ‘ ’Sphyxiated,’ the doctor said. It is the most terrible job I’ve ever 
known. Seems as if it was done o’ purpose. Clean over him, an’ shut ’im in, 
like a mouse-trap” — he made a sharp, descending gesture with his hand. 

The colliers standing by jerked aside their heads in hopeless comment. 

The horror of the thing bristled upon them all 

Then they heard the girl’s voice upstairs calling shrilly: “Mother, 
mother — who is it.^^ Mother, who is it.'^” 

Elizabeth hurried to the foot of the stairs and opened the door: 

“Go to sleep!” she commanded sharply. “What are you shouting about? 
Go to sleep at once — there’s nothing ” 

Then she began to mount the stairs. They could hear her on the boards, 
and on the plaster floor of the little bedroom. They could hear her 
distinctly: 

“What’s the matter now?— what’s the matter with you, silly thing?”— 
her voice was much agitated, with an unreal gentleness. 

“I thought it was some men come,” said the plaintive voice of the child. 
“Has he come?” 

“Yes, they’ve brought him. There’s nothing to make a fuss about. Go to 
sleep now, like a good child.” . 

They could hear her voice in the bedroom, they waited whilst she 
covered the children under the bedclothes. 

“Is he drunk?” asked the girl,,. timidly, faintly. 
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“No! No- — he’s not! He— he’s ’asleep,”.' 

• “Is, he,, asleep downstairs?” 

“Yes— and don’t make, a noise ” ■ , 

; There; was , silence for a moment, then the men heard the frightened child 
again:, , 

■ “What’s that noise?”, 

“It’s nothing, I tell you, what are you bothering for?” 

The noise was the grandmother moaning. She was oblivious of every- 
thing, sitting on her chair rocking and moaning. The manager put his hand 
on her arm and bade her “Sh— shl!” 

The old woman opened her eyes and looked at him. She was shocked 
by this interruption, and seemed to wonder. 

“What time is it?” — the plaintive thin voice of the child, sinking back 
unhappily into sleep, asked this last question. 

“Ten o’clock,” answered the mother more softly. Then she must have 
bent down and kissed the children. 

Matthews beckoned to the men to come away. They put on their caps 
and took up the stretcher. Stepping over the body, they tiptoed out of the 
house. None of them spoke till they were far from the wakeful childrem 

When Elizabeth came down she found her mother alone on the parlour 
floor, leaning over the dead man, the tears dropping on him. 

“We must lay him out,” the wife said. She put on the kettle, then re- 
turning knelt at the feet, and began to unfasten the knotted leather laces. 
The room was clammy and dim with only one candle, so that she had to 
bend her face almost to the floor. At last she got off the heavy boots and 
put them away. 

“You must help me now,” she whispered to the old woman. Together 
they stripped the man. 

When they arose, saw him lying in the naive dignity of death, the women 
stood arrested in fear and respect. For a few moments they remained still, 
looking down, the old mother whimpering. Elizabeth felt countermanded. 
She saw him, how utterly inviolable he lay in himself. She had nothing to 
do with him. She could not accept it. Stooping, she laid her hand on him, 
in claim. He was still warm, for the mine was hot where he had died. His 
mother had his face between her hands, and was murmuring incoherently. 
The old tears fell in succession as drops from wet leaves; the mother was 
not weeping, merely her tears flowed. Elizabeth embraced the body of her 
husband, with cheek and lips. She seemed to be listening, inquiring, try- 
ing to get some connection. But she could not. She was driven away. He 
was impregnable. 

She rose, went into the kitchen, where she poured warm water into a 
bowl, brought soap and flannel and a soft towel. 

“I must wash him,” she said* . 

Then the old mother rose stiffly, and watched Elizabeth as she carefully 
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washed his face, carefully brushing the big blond moustache from his 
mouth with the flannel. She was afraid with a bottomless fear, so she 
ministered to him. The old woman, jealous, said: 

'‘Let me wipe him!”— and she kneeled on the other side drying slowly 
as Elizabeth washed, her big black bonnet sometimes brushing the dark 
head of her daughter-in-law. They worked thus in silence for a long time. 
They never forgot it was death, and the touch of the man’s dead body gave 
them strange emotions, different in each of the women; a great dread 
possessed them both, the mother felt the lie was given to her womb, she 
was denied; the wife felt the utter isolation of the human soul, the child 
within her was a weight apart from her. 

• At last it was finished. He was a man of handsome body, and his face 
showed no traces of drink. He was blond, full-fleshed, with fine limbs. But 
he was dead. 

“Bless him,” whispered his mother, looking always at his face, and speak- 
ing out of sheer terror. “Dear lad— bless him!” She spoke in a faint, sibilant 
ecstasy of fear and mother love. 

Elizabeth sank down again to the floor, and put her face against his neck, 
and trembled and shuddered. But she had to draw away again. He was 
dead, and her living flesh had no place against his. A great dread and 
v/eariness held her: she was so unavailing. Her life was gone like this. 

“White as milk he is, clear as a twelve-month baby, bless him, the 
darling!” the old mother murmured to herself. “Not a mark on him, clear 
and clean and white, beautiful as ever a child was made,” she murmured 
with pride. Elizabeth kept her face hidden. 

“He went peaceful, Lizzie— peaceful as sleep. Isn’t he beautiful, the 
lamb? Ay — he must ha’ made his peace, Lizzie. ’Appen he made it all 
right, Lizzie, shut in there. He’d have time. He wouldn’t look like this if 
he hadn’t made his peace. The lamb, the dear lamb. Eh, but he had a 
hearty laugh. I loved to hear it. He had the heartiest laugh, Lizzie, as a 
lad ” 

Elizabeth looked up. The man’s mouth was fallen back, slightly open 
under the cover of the moustache. The eyes, half shut, did not show glazed 
in the obscurity. Life with its smoky burning gone from him, had left him 
apart and utterly alien to her. And she knew what a stranger he was to her. 
In her womb was ice of fear, because of this separate stranger with whom 
she had been living as one flesh. Was this what it all meant — utter, intact 
separateness, obscured by heat of living? In dread she turned her face 
away. The fact was too deadly. There had been nothing between them, and 
yet they had come together, exchanging their nakedness repeatedly. Each 
time he had taken her, they had been two isolated beings, far apart as now. 
He was no more responsible than -she. The child was like ice in her womb. 
For as she looked at the dead man, her mind, cold and detached, said 
clearly; “Who.am d.?' What have I been doing? I have been fighting a 
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husband who did -liot' exist, existed all the time. What wrong havev l 
done ?'^ What was- that I have been living with? There lies the reality 3; this 
man.” And her soul died in her for fear: she knew she had never seen 
him, he had never seen her, they had met in the dark and had fought in 
the dark, not knowing whom they met nor whom they fought. And now 
she saw, and turned silent in seeing. For she had been wrong. She had 
said he was something he was not; she had felt familiar with him. Whereas 
he was apart all the while, living as she never lived, feeling as she never 
felt/ - . 

In fear and shame she looked at his naked body, that she had known 
falsely. And he was the father of her children. Her soul was torn from 
her body and stood apart. She looked at his naked body and was ashamed, 
as if she had denied it. After all, it was itself. It seemed awful to her. She 
looked at his face, and she turned her own face to the walk For his look 
was other than hers, his way was not her way. She had denied him what 
he was — she saw it now. She had refused him as himself. And this had 
been her life, and his life. She was grateful to death, which restored the 
truth. And she knew she was not dead. 

And all the while her heart was bursting with grief and pity for him. 
What had he suffered? What stretch of horror for this helpless man! She 
was rigid with agony. She had not been able to help him. He had been 
cruelly injured, this naked man, this other being, and she could make no 
reparation. There were the children—but the children belonged to life. This 
dead man had nothing to do with them. He and she were only channels 
through which life had flowed to issue in the children. She was a mother — 
but how awful she knew it now to have been a wife. And he, dead now, 
how awful he must have felt it to be a husband. She felt that in the next 
world he would be a stranger to her. If they met there, in the beyond, they 
would only be ashamed of what had been before. The children had come, 
for some mysterious reason, out of both of them. But the children did not 
unite them. Now he was dead, she knew how eternally he was apart from 
her, how eternally he had nothing more to do with her. She saw this 
episode of her life closed. They had denied each other in life. Now he had 
withdrawn. An anguish came over her. It was finished then: it had become 
hopeless between them long before he died. Yet he had been her husband. 
But how little! 

''Have you got his shirt, ’Lizabeth?” 

Elizabeth turned without answering, though she strove to weep and be- 
have as her mother-in-law expected. But she could not, she was silenced. 
She went into the kitchen and returned with the garment. 

''It is aired,” she said, grasping the cotton shirt here and there to try. She 
was almost ashamed to handle him;, what right had she or any one to lay 
hands on him; but her touch was humble on His body. It was hard w^ork to 
clothe him. He was so heavy and inert A, terrible dread gripped her all the 
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while: that he. could be ,so. heavy and 'Utterly inertj;, unresponsive, apart. 
The horror of the distance between them was almost too much for her— 
it was so infinite a gap she must look across. 

At last it was finished. They covered him with a sheet and left him lying, 
with his face bound. And she fastened the door of the little parlour, lest 
the children should see what was lying there. Then, with peace sunk heavy 
on her heart, she went about making tidy the kitchen. She knew she sub- 
mitted to life, which was her immediate master. But from death, her 
ultimate master, she winced with fear and shame. 

THE CHINK 

Alexandre Arnoux 

(1884- ) 

TRANSLATED BY VYVYAN HOLLAND 


Wb HAD LEFT the trcnches at dawn, with empty wicker cages fastened to our 
shoulders. It was the hour at which the war seemed to doze, overcome by 
weariness at the end of the night; the sentries’ heads began to nod as they 
leaned against their armoured parapets with half-closed eyes and the guns 
seemed to yawn on their carriages. ... It was also the hour of raids and 
surprise attacks, of sudden bombardments which stupefy men and seem to 
rob them of all will-power. But on that particular day all was quiet in the 
cheerless trenches, after a feverish, jumpy night in which sudden bursts of 
fire disturbed the flat calm, in which rockets called for barrages and 
stopped them again almost as soon as they had begun, and in which the men 
hurriedly put on their gas-masks at the sound of Klaxon-horns without 
anyone knowing why or whence the sound had come. A sleepy machine-gun 
spread its bullets around, and fatigue-parties, their pipes between their 
teeth, came down communication trenches in smoky processions, swinging 
water-bottles full of coffee in their hands. We were already walking in the 
open, passing through the barbed wire at breaches indicated by fir branches, 
on the backward slope of the crest, between the pale moon and the hazy 
sun; banks of mist wound along below us, following the course of a stream; 
the white frosty grass seemed to turn a mauve colour on the further slopes. 
Then, little by little, the sickle moon faded in the pink sky and the sun 
shone brightly on the black spruces on which the rime looked like a primi- 
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tive form o£ decoration, composed of sugar or spun glass. My companion, 
the Chink, began to roll himself a cigarette and to talk interminably, 
scarcely pausing even for breath. 

He was tall and sturdy, with shiny black hair and a short thin moustache. 
Beneath the grime on his face his skin was yellow; he never washed this, 
but after being soaped it would probably have shone like a ball of polished 
box-wood. And finally there were his eyes, elongated towards the temples, 
which, added to his colour and a certain indefinite air of mystery and drollery, 
had earned him the nickname of “The Chink”, of which he was rather 
proud. Whence did he come? What was his family? What was his trade? 
All imaginative liar, he often told us the story of his life, but it was never 
the same story. His boasting used to amaze and disconcert and attract us; 
he was agreeable enough, a bit of a wag and rather domineering; when he 
talked the others used to gather round him, the simple ones open-mouthed 
and the more sophisticated incredulous. If some sceptic were to point out 
contradictions or gross improbabilities in any of his statements, he would 
either reply by some coarsely facetious remark or by insults, according to 
his mood, or by blows which were formidable enough in themselves and 
to which he gave English names which added to their moral effect. From 
the general basis of his stories and of his vocabulary one could deduce that 
he had once served in a disciplinary battalion and had worked irregularly 
as an electrician and as a printer and had been in all sorts of vague profes- 
sions and had done all sorts of odd jobs. A “god-mother” who lived in a 
dingy house near the Montparnasse railway-station sent him a postal-order 
for ten francs every fortnight and a picture-postcard every Sunday; he 
seemed to have no other correspondent. He himself sometimes claimed to 
be the son of a cook in the Chinese Embassy and a show-girl at a low 
music-hall in Montparnasse, an illusion born of his nickname, and some- 
times the son of a priest from the Yonne district who very nearly became a 
bishop. His popularity in the company was founded, apart from the respect 
he commanded by his “swings” and “uppercuts”, on the dual faculty of 
being able to belch at will and to light his effluvia at a candle flame. He 
owed his lucky position to these two talents; I owed mine to a certain skill 
at poker, at which the quartermaster-sergeant, who was always hard up, 
was worth forty or fifty francs a month to me. 

So we had a “cushy job”, and we were the objects of envy and contempt 
on the part of our comrades. Every morning we trudged eight miles with 
our wicker baskets on our backs to the divisional pigeon-loft and eight miles 
back with the pigeons, which would be released in the line and, after circling 
three times in the sky, would return to their home, lit up by a red light in 
the highest attic of the village in which they lived. Having delivered our 
cooing burden we were exempt from patrols, fatigues and guards and spent 
the rest of the time in telling stories, playing cards and sleeping until the 
following morning in our bunks made of woven wire, unless, of course. 
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there was a bombardrrtent, a gas-attack or a raid. But that, as the Chink saidj 
was no longer soldiering, it was war. 

.11 

My companion looked at the clouds scurrying towards the East and 
rambled on in his usual way. I liked the unexpectedness and the incongruity 
o£ his associations of ideas and his mobile imagination which touched on 
everything but settled on nothing. 

'Tes, my boy, it’s a good job, a cushy Job. . . . Just walking about like 
tourists with a wicker knapsack on one’s back. There are always jobs in 
wartime for intellectuals and people with influence and independent peo- 
ple. Why, I could have been an N.C.O. myself but I didn’t trouble about 
it: in spite of my education I like freedom. I’ve often been offered stripes. I 
commanded the section in the Faubourg St .-Laurent at Arras. The major 
gave me some champagne, a bottle of gooseberry wine which didn’t cost 
him much, out of a cellar as big as the Pantheon. I drank it, but I didn’t 
take the stripes. I told him that I was working for the glory and the 
fraternity of peoples, for the crushing of militarism and for the League of 
Nations, not for ambition. The old man was rather sour and asked me if I 
was a Socialist. ''Definitely,” I replied, " 'Definitely’ is a w^ord which means 
that one’s serious. That shut him up: the shock killed him three days later, 
that and a shrapnel splinter in the navel which gave him appendicitis, which 
was the fashionable disease then. Corporal! Sergeant! Sergeant-major! All 
a lot of humbug! We’re stretcher-bearers for pigeons, that’s the job for me! 
Oh, look at those clouds, one black and one white. They’re going to box. 
The nigger Sam MacVea against Carpentier, four-ounce gloves, middle- 
weights, forty rounds. Time! The coloured man knows a thing or two. 
Right in the solar plexus! One, two, three! . . . The gong! ... I tell you 
the paleface has taken the count! Filthy greasy nigger! Now there’s a jockey 
in orange and blue coming past the post, riding in the American style, 
laughing at the rest of the field. I’ve bet fifteen francs on the rails and a 
hundred and twenty in the paddock. Where’s my bookie gone ? I want my 
money. And there’s the Nesle Tower over there, above that shattered tree. 
'It was a noble old man’s head!’ Oh, my friend, what a job, what a cushy 
job! The pigeon-fancier, little old Van de Putte, will give us a glass of spirits 
behind the wood-pile while he’s smoking his half-penny pipe wdiich stinks of 
nicotine and is as filthy as a Corsican’s sock. There’s always a place for 
intellectuals in wartime, independent people like you and me. . . 

He went on talking, suiting his imaginary life and exploits to the undula- 
tions of the landscape and the changes in the sky. I did not listen to him, 
but I allowed myself to be lulled by his verbiage, which conjured up in my 
mind obscure pictures which dissolved as soon as they had formed; and the 
movement of my legs sent me offy so to. speak, into a state of waking coma. 
We were now. travelling through woods , white with rime whose branches 
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swept our cloaks and covered them with shining crystals. We broke through 
the gossamers stretched from one side of the rides to the other, between 
the leafless briars with their red berries and the fleecy viburnums. I never 
opened my mouth. Sometimes the Chink interrupted my vague meditations : 

“111 bet you don’t believe me.” 

I replied mechanically : 

“Yes. Tbelieve you.” 

“Then youVe a fool, because I’ve been talking rot and pulling your leg. 
But what Im going to tell you now is gospel truth. The insoluble and um 
amalgamated truth. Sometimes one gasses away for the sake of gassing, at 
others one talks in order to think. That’s the difference. Now listen to me.” 

What he likes about words is their resounding value, quite independently 
of their meaning; verbal explanations enchant him; he neither looks for nor 
understands any other sort. He says things like “This stuff must be incom- 
bustible because it is an ignifuge.” He has picked up a compendious vocabu- 
lary in all manner of different places; “short-circuit” for anything to do 
with electricity, “the force of inertia” for the rest of physics. As for the 
fluctuations of the war, sometimes he sums them up with a casual: “What 
we need is better communications for the distribution of our effectives,” 
and sometimes his only comment is a single cabalistic word, screwing up 
his slanting eyes and assuming an air of importance behind his rough 
greenish muffler, a single word framed by two periods of sybilline silence: 
“Treachery.” 

The Chink continued: 

“Do you see that little bit of abandoned trench in the clearing there, 
behind those ash-trees.? It reminds me of an adventure which disgusted me 
with militarism, and glory from the first. We had attacked, in the Forest of 
Champenoux, a little ditch like that. It was more of a reconnaissance than 
an attack, as we did not quite understand the situation. I had got a little 
in advance of the others and when I jumped into the trench there was 
nothing there but a tin of canned peas, a hymn-book and a German helmet. 
So I put on the helmet and I started doing my job, walking up and down 
with my rifle at the slope, like a sentinel outside the Elys&. The section 
approached crawling on its stomach; the platoon officer saw my helmet and 
gave the order to fire. But one of the men cried: ‘Don’t shoot, it’s the 
Chink!’ They all laughed a lot, but the officer was furious: he gnawed his 
moustache and looked at me with eyes like a baboon: and I got a fortnight’s 
fatigues. Then I said: ‘Treachery!’ After that I lost all interest in the war. 

. . . Sometimes, however, nature got the upper hand, in spite of my being 
fed up; then I outdid them all, the patrols,; the snipers, all the volunteers for 
the dirty jobs. One day I raked the German wire with a rake pinched from 
the , colonel’s gardener to see if , they’d electrified their entanglements, as 
people said they had. There was.a moon shining as large as my bottom: all 
the others got the wind up merely firom,, watching tpg* But that was only a ^ 
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flash in tlie pan. I never -.really- put my '.heart intO:anything after -the" Gham- 
penoux affair,’” ■ ■ - - 

I knew him to be brave enough, with a rather stupid, theatrical, com- 
pletely useless, but on the whole seasoned kind of bravery, which very few 
people possess, even as a vice. 

'Tm not a fire-eater, you understand. So, in order to avoid trouble, they 
made me a stretcher-bearer. Me a stretcher-bearer! 1 earned a lot of money 
in that job. We were holding a trench sector where there had been a battle 
and where a lot of corpses had remained between the lines, in no-man’s 
land. The colonel mentioned all those who brought any back in regimental 
orders. Civilians all long to get the Croix de Guerre so as to dazzle their 
neighbours and fascinate their women with it; so they volunteered in 
crowds; only the miserable fellows dared not risk their precious skins. So I 
used to collect the stiffs, at night, for thirty or forty francs, according to my 
client’s purse. Afterwards they wrote to their Member of Parliament to have 
them taken out of the line; that banished their remorse. Oh, those were 
good times. Pockets full of money . . . I’ll tell you something: the only 
industries that really pay are those which depend on the meanness of 
humanity. It’s as rich as the Klondike and is quite inexhaustible.” 

We w^ere descending a steep slope into a valley; in front and on a level 
with us rose the hutments of Camp-de-la-Fille-Verte, whose smoke floated 
peacefully up into the air. The Chink picked the over-ripe rowan-berries as 
he went along and jumped with both feet together on the huge white, black 
and orange slugs which crawled among the dead leaves like india-rubber 
lanyards. 

‘‘You’re a pal, you are. You never say anything. You believe everything I 
tell you. It never seems to bore you. You’re either too polite .or too superior, 
too intelligent or too stupid, I never know which. You disgust me and yet 
I like you. One of these days III put your jaw out with a cross-hook. 
Recite me a Chinese poem, you old fool, a poem where marvellous things 
happen and there are wonderful words.” 

So I improvised, suiting the words and the rhythm to our pace: 

“The wise Confucius lives 
In his bath of asses’ milk 
Like the full moon 
In the midst of the Milky Way,” 

The Chink was delighted;: he laughed, screwed up his slanting eyes and put 
his two index fingers in the air like a cheap Chinese figure. I went on: 

h “The Celestial who reigns over the towns, 

The rivers, the rice-field and the junks, 

The supreme being whose ensign is a yellow dragon. 

Eats, with four-sided scarlet chopsticks, 

Ducks’ eggs laid seven generations ago ” 
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'1 like that, I like that! It makes .'my liver swell!” cried my companion. " ■ 

'‘^The eye of the Sun dominates the peaceful sea. 

The flower called Ho-to-ho gives out its scent, 

The jackdaw does not interrupt the music of the flutes, 

The Prince is beloved by his wives and the neat-herd by his oxen. 

Here is the Empire of the Calm Morning 
And of the Benevolent Afternoon.” 

The Chink beheaded the dry yellow toad-stools that lay in his path with his 
stick and continued, doggedly: 

“I like those. , . . They’re the songs of my own country. I tell you, my 
old friend, I ought to have been a mandarin with moustaches down to my 
navel and nails like bayonets. If you wanted, we could find an even better 
job than that of pigeon-carriers ; a job compared with which that of chauf- 
feur to the general at Limoges would seem like the smell of a dung-hill. 
Listen. You’ve got education and imagination and I’m a printer, and a good 
one at that. I’ve worked on Paris-Sport and on Gil-Blas, at the time when 
the press wasn’t rotten as it is now. I know the alphabets of every language, 
even that of Hebrew, which is printed the wrong way round. I composed the 
Greek text of Abbe Pascal’s ParoissialeSj who wrote about priests and medi- 
cal theses in which there were so many names of diseases that after reading 
them you were surprised to find yourself still alive and kicking. Well, we 
two can get together and start a trench newspaper, something with a good 
title that will please the colonel and the divisional commander. It’s bound 
to succeed. You can write the stories, heroic stories, naturally, and jokes by 
soldiers when they sink into the mud up to the waist, when they’re getting 
rained on or trench-mortared or shrapnelled or gassed and taking it all as. 
a jest, and ragging everyone just as if they were among the girls at La 
Fauvette or the Gaiete-Montparnasse. Naturally, you’ll make all this up 
behind the line, in a pub with a quart of red wine in front of you, and a fire 
at your back. I’ll set up your articles. Oh, I can see myself, whistling while 
I pick out the letters; and of course I’ll correct your spelling mistakes, 
because everyone knows that journalists can’t spell. We’ll be keeping up the 
morale of the troops. Even the oflScers would want to place copy with us, 
impressions of battles and diaries; it flatters them. But they’ll have to coax 
us, and pay us. You see, my boy, we’ll be like kings!” 

“Don’t dawdle, Chink. We’re none too early as it is; and in any case we 
ought to hurry just here. They always pepper this place with shells every 
day at this time. It’s a habit they’ve got. The big ones have even dug up the 
old men’s potatoes and knocked their cabbages down.” 

It was quite sufficient for me to advise my companion to do something 
for him immediately to do the opposite. He leaned up against a beech-tree 
and rolled a cigarette, carefully removing, one by one, the pieces of wood 
which he always claims to find in Government tobacco, bits of wood big 
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enough to build a corps Gbservation station; and then he caught sight o£ a 
party of army telegraphists laying an underground cable in a fairly deep 
brick-lined trench, 

''Hi, there, the Eighth Mudlarks! YouVe never been so near the line be- 
fore; you’d better look out and keep your eyes skinned; one’s all right here. 
Jive miles behind the reserve line. There’d have to be a successful attack for 
you to be sent to drive trams in Magdeburg. If there are any storm-troops 
in the sector and the sentries have gone to sleep you’re boiled, cleaned up, 
done for!” 

The engineer corporal, a lean man with a goatee and glasses, shrugged 
his shoulders. 

"If you’re drunk, buzz off or else put a cork in it!” 

“Me buzz off . Me drunk? He insults the infantry and thinks himself a 
specialist. Specialist in what? A specialist in bloodiness. Why don’t they put 
the engineers, the technicians, the clever people, like me for instance, in 
the intelligent branches of the army ? Do you even know what the cable you 
are laying is called? Do you know its scientific name? Yes, scientific?” 

“I tell you to buzz off and go and sleep it off somewhere.” 

“Well, specialist, it’s called a triphrase d cable, because there are three in 
each. Remember that; it may help you when you try to become a captain,” 

The Chink impudently enjoyed the effect of his words, his cap on the 
back of his head, his cigarette stuck in the corner of his mouth, smoking in 
short puffs; I called to him in vain to come on in order to avoid a brawl. 
The little corporal had already turned back his sleeves and seized a crow- 
bar. My companion jeered at him: 

“You’ve only to fasten claws on your legs to make you look like a daddy 
longlegs,” 

At that moment two almost simultaneous reports were carried to us by 
the wind; I shouted: 

“Look out! Take cover, they’re always on time!” 

I made for a sort of cave beneath a rock overhanging the path, a disused 
ammunition dump, among abandoned tools and drums of rusty barbed 
wire. The engineers lay down at the bottom of the trench into which their 
corporal disappeared with diabolic speed. The shells came whining towards 
us. I yelled to the Chink: 

“Don’t be a fool! Get down!” 

He replied, without budging, while relighting his cigarette, which had 
gone out, in that modest, bantering, doubtful tone of voice which he 
assumed when he wanted to swagger more effectively, and to appear not 
to be swaggering: 

“They’re firing on the batteries.” 

“You’re kidding yourself,” , , _ 

“Fm inoculated against shells ” 

“You’re trying to impress the sappers,” 
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“I don’t have to do what you tell me, YouVe not an N.C.O.” 

The two shells burst, rather short, shooting out a torrent of shrapnel 
which rained down like water out of a watering-can, sang through the air 
^ and hit the ground with a sharp thud; ragged wisps of black smoke floated 
in the air, wafted along by the wind. The Chink remained standing and, 
watching the direction in which the invisible sappers lay out of the corner 
of his eye, hummed villainously, to the air of a popular tune: 

“A corporal is a vegetable 
Which drinks and sleeps and smokes. 

It cannot even sign its name; 

It’s as stupid as a pig.” 

The corporal brandished a wooden sledge-hammer, describing circles with 
it above the parapet of the trench. The Chink defied him homerically : 

“Come out of that, capon, scum of the earth, defeatist! Come, Trotsky, 
take off your jacket and let’s see if you’ve got a heart or a calf’s liver in your 
chest!” 

I made a megaphone of my hands and cried : 

“There’s a lull. Let’s run for it!” 

And I set off at the double for the steep road round the corner by which 
the camp was approached from the far side. Here one could breathe more 
easily; the road was built below the bluff, through a piece of dead ground 
which the enemy batteries could not reach. I waited there for my com- 
panion, who came strolling along a few minutes later whistling to himself. 
The bombardment grew fiercer; a droning aeroplane was directing the fire, 
followed by our anti-aircraft guns, which made a ring of white fluff balls 
round it: the bases of their shells fell to the right among the dried branches 
of the undergrowth, making a noise like squashed bees. 

“Mind the flies!” said a venerable-looking territorial who had been break- 
ing stones beside the road and was profiting by the enforced interruption 
to read his newspaper in a gap in the rock wall. 

We walked along at a faster pace to make up for lost time. The Chink 
was capering along in front of me; his jovial face shone in the sunlight, 
covered with a fine network of wrinkles. 

“Fve shut the Eighth Mudlarks up: I’ve ruffled their smugness for them. 
Listen, I like that. There are plenty of shells falling now, light howitzers, 
perfect brutes. The game’s warming up. They’re hidden there among the 
bricks; it makes those pimps’ hair stand on end. Calling themselves special- 
ists and not even knowing what a triphrased underground cable is! The 
bombardment polarizes them. A fine lot of technicians! Technicians of 
nothing at all, only fit to strap clamps bn their boots and climb telegraph 
poles and screw insulators on to them,, monkeys who unwind cables from 
their drums with hands sticky vyith insulating tape., Nothing but mechanical 
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rabbits. It’s heart-breaking! And we, who' are so competent, are choked and 
massacred in the infantry!” 

A French fighting plane^ predatory and active^ turned and dived at the 
German observer; the anti-aircraft guns ceased fire; a few tufts of snowy 
cotton- wool still floated gently in the sky before dissolving; up above, the 
machine-guns rattled off in bursts; then the wooded hill-crest cut off the 
fight from us. The Chink walked sturdily on without saying any more. 

in 

When we reached Saint-Anthelme-de-Noroy, a small collection of houses 
lost in its swampy surroundings and inhabited by an artillery waggon-line 
and a road-making company, the Chink stopped in front of the second 
house on the left, the only one that remained intact in the hamlet. It stood 
in front of the drinking-fountain, from which a canvas trough extended, 
between the skeleton of a burnt-out barn and the blackened, empty stumps 
of what had been the town-hall before it was bombarded; three Portland 
stone steps gave evidence of its former splendour. But my companion had 
no intention of philosophising on the fate of this public building; he was 
scanning the sound house with its festoons of clay sparrows’ nests, shaped 
like inverted tiaras. Above the window the words “Grocery, Wine, Beer. 
No Credit Given” were awkwardly scrawled in a handwriting like that of 
a giant learning his alphabet. A tariff-list was pasted on the closed shutters 
and on the worm-eaten door an official hand had written in chalk in a 
beautiful copper-plate: ‘'Out of Bounds for Troops.” 

A gunner who was washing his leggings in a dixie enlightened us : 

“It’s no good knocking: they’ve shut the place up for a month. Some story 
of serving drinks after closing time and that a lance-corporal knocked out 
the pot-boy in the back premises when he was tight. The landlord’s work- 
ing in the fields and his wife has gone to stay with her cousin at Nancy. 
She’ll come back at the end of the month with masses of fresh provisions in 
her kick.” 

“And the girl.?” asked the Chink, eagerly. 

“The girl’s gone to Nancy as well. She’s got a chap there. They say she’s 
going to marry a sergeant in a regiment who was billeted in the village. He’s 
said to come from a decent family and to have money.” 

My companion gave a hollow groan and we went on. He relapsed into 
glum silence and I let my thoughts wander. We passed through heath and 
fallow land and narrow strips of plough which wound round the hills like 
sashes and accentuated the contours of the ground. A black-and-white 
magpie clinging to the trunk of a horn-beam fled at our approach and 
fluttered away over the fields. We could hear a peasant’s voice shouting to 
his horse as he guided his plough for the Autumn crop; a dog barked some- 
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where and there was the sound of a creaking wheel; solitary sounds filtering 
through the light. mis tj, which' seemed to accentuate the silence. 

; Suddenly the Chinks between his teeth, muttered: 

'‘Do you know her name?” . ' ■ ■ 

“Whose name?” 

“Not the Pope’s anyway. The woman at the inn.” 

‘Tm not interested in disused women.” 

“Not the old woman, for the love of Mike, the girl!” 

“I don’t know it.” . ' . 

“You’re silly. It’s a pretty name.” 

“Wait, Flourette was dreaming of it out loud in the dugout while the 
bomb splinters danced a tango on the corrugated iron roof — — ” 

“Flourette • , . Oh, no, I hate Flourette. He’s a bluffer and he’s always 
broke. Fie hasn’t got a bean in spite of the fact that he reshapes govern- 
ment uniforms into a cross between a ballet-skirt and an airman’s tunic. If I 
were the sergeant-major I’d jug him. Shaping tunics at ten francs a time to 
attract the women! Hell take him! I’ll tell you her name: it’s Mary, with a 
y, like the nobs spell it.” 

“Toadic, also, because shes short and thickset. Two inches of leg and 
then her bottom,” 

“And who gave her that nickname? A lot of scrimshankers and good-for- 
nothings. She’s called Mary with a y, in the English way. She’s white and 
plump, well curved without being blubbery, with violet eyes and hair. . , , 
Hair like one sees on naked women in museums, right down to her 
knees and the colour of ripe corn, and so soft to touch that one feels as 
though one had a river of silk running through one’s hands.” 

“Oh, so you’ve felt it.” 

“Yes, once, by accident.” 

I smiled and hummed the sentimental and rather vulgar waltz: 

“You Gave Me the Greatest Thrill in Life.” 

The Chink broke off the reddish-brown branch of an oak and said, 
roughly : 

“Don’t jeer, you fool, you don’t understand.” 

We kept silence after this; besides, the track began to rise; the clay, 
moistened by the rain and kneaded by the horses’ hoofs, clung to the soles 
of our boots; I was trying to get back my breath on the top of the hill 
when my companion seized me violently by the arm. 

“Listen, sonny,” he said. “Listen and look. Look at the plains, the hills, 
the black and red forests and the rivers bordered by golden poplars. I 
myself like nature and clouds and wind. I’ve known people in the news- 
paper offices for which I worked, who earned as much as twopence- 
halfpenny a line and got no kick at all out of nature. If I had been born in 
the middle-classes, instead of '.becoming .'a. waster I should have been a 
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novelist, a: poet or an dectrical inventor.; I ■ wouldn’t have liked' too narrow 
or too quiet a profession, but something slightly adventurous, and rather 
leisurely, Fvc been a type-setter; it’s not quite the same thing, perhaps, but 
they’re down the same street. Imagination, nature and women, those are the 
bees in my bonnet, my diseases.” 

‘'But your 'god-mother’ in the Hotel de rOccident et du BresiL Isn’t she 
enough for you?” 

“Oh, you know . . . Don’t talk about that, my boy. Chuck it. When I 
was in the hospital, after my wound, there was a sister there, a little pink- 
and-white thing, who was always on the move like a water-wagtail. She took 
an interest in me, this nun did, and then, out of deviltry, I used to swear 
and put forward scandalous theories of life: I influenced others, I stole, I 
made myself out even worse than I am, and I laughed at her when she 
came to pray for me. She prayed for my sins, all by herself, at least so she 
said. Perhaps she was laughing at me; but all the same it made me happy 
to think this little wagtail twittered ‘Hail Marys’ for me; it had never 
happened to me before. When I left she gave me a holy medal I never 
dared write to her to tell her how I was getting on. During my con- 
valescence in Paris I found my girl again, my real, regular girl; I beat her 
when I thought of that nun praying for my sins. It relieved me and seemed 
to me to be a good action. ... I tell you once more that I don’t belong to 
the same race as other men, labourers and peasants and shop-keepers and 
clerks. I am outside the law.” 

He walked on pensively for a while, then squirted a jet of tobacco-juice 
at a mound of earth at the edge of the wood bordering the path. 

“Look,” he observed, “there’s a fine place to set rabbit-snares. Let’s pinch 
some wire from those telephone chaps. You can see their runs; they come 
out of the wood by them to go and lie in the fields ” 

“Oh, Chink, don’t dawdle; Van de Putte is waiting for us!” 

He ran and caught me up ; 

“Mary with a y, brother . . . Violet eyes and hair down to her knees. 
The last woman one saw when one went into the line, at the bend in the 
road, framed in the window; beyond that there are no more civilians. The 
first woman, too, whom one saw when one came back from the trenches. 
How many men in the sector are thinking of her at this moment! And how 
many dead are there to whom she waved and smiled as they passed? And 
from afar those that return search eagerly for the hovel with its sign. The 
battalion marches past, rifles slung over shoulders, and the battalion makes 
eyes at her; for this is the beginning of the world in which there are 
gardens and children and lovely things which are not only meant to kill. 
The battalion cook on the field-kitchen presents his ladle; the machine- 
gunner, the one who sits at the back of the gun-carriage and has no need to 
turn round, waves his helmet at her for a long time, as far as the bridge. 
The boys begin to understand that they’re going on living; they’re no 


THE CHINK 


1021 


longer afraid^ they sing, they groom their mules, they breathe the fresh air 
deep into their lungs. And all because of her. I myself can only love women 
whom other men want. Its a fancy of mine. It excites me.” 

He swept his arm round in a vague circle as though calling Heaven and 
Earth to witness his words and then he stared me straight in the eye. The 
walk, the keen wind and the autumn sun filled me with a sort of cheerful 
mischief, which made me mow down the grass with my stick and kick at 
any unevenness in the ground. I do not know what put it into my mind 
to contradict the Chink and to draw his insults down on my head. Perhaps 
I was unconsciously getting a little tired of his verbosity; perhaps the 
demon of curiosity made me want to penetrate his thoughts and to strike 
a spark of conflict and discussion from him. So after a short pause I re- 
plied, with deliberately aggressive coldness : 

“You’re lying, Chink, and you know it. You bore me and disgust me.” 

“Fm lying.? Say that again, you stinker! Say it again.” 

“You’re lying. You’re making all this humbug up to try to impress me 
and make me think what a fine fellow you are. But it’s no good: Fm proof 
against that sort of thing. You can swear yourself to death with your hand 
on your heart and your eyes rolling like those of an old tom-cat. I don’t 
care a damn. I just don’t believe you.” 

“Curse and blast it! The one time Fm telling the truth! And to think 
how often Fve made up stories which you swallowed with about as much 
subtlety as a ploughboy. I’ve had you often in spite of your being an 
intellectuai. I’ve had you on toast. But to-day I don’t want you to disbelieve 
me. I forbid you to! Or else . . 

His face grew purple with fury; a mahogany-coloured gleam shone 
through the coat of filth which covered it. He took guard, his left arm 
bent on a level with his eyes and his right fist clenched. He was stamping 
with rage. 

“Come and fight, you dirty dog! Fm going to knock your teeth out.” 

“Don’t be silly; the pigeon-fancier is waiting for us; we’ve got to hurry. 
You waste half the day in talking rot and in stupid quarrelling ” 

“You swine! You’re taking sides with the Eighth Mudlarks now.” 

“You’re begging the question.” 

“Me? Put ’em up, you mug, do you hear?” 

“Fm not going to fight you, my son.” 

“Then look out for yourself. Fm going to give it to you.” 

“No, you brute. In the first place we’re not in the same class. You weigh 
fifteen pounds more than I do. And in any case you’re only a mountebank, 
a filthy mountebank.” 

This last insult flattered and appeased him and put him in a good temper. 
My mischievous gaiety was satisfied with this altercation; I preferred not 
to run the risk of being beaten up, which was inevitable if I could not avoid 
coming to blows with him; -T could keep the upper Hand so long as we 
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stuck to insults* He kicked the mud that stuck to his, boots in my' direction^ 
then he slapped me on the. shoulder and we went on, side by side. 

“You sly old rascal! You’re the only man with any brains in the company, 
you and the company clerk, the one who once said: Tm not going to get 
married during the war because i£ my wife became a widow I should regret 
it all my life.’ He’s a one, he is, and no mistake. All the rest are bits of 
machinery, connecting-rods, driving-belts and the force of inertia.” 

His joviality suddenly deserted him and after a moment he said in a 
humble, crushed voice: 

“Poor, feckless, drunken, lazy and yet with aspirations. Never a penny 
in one’s pocket; as soon as one earns anything it’s either drunk or gambled 
away. No chance of getting out of the rut. The man who comes into the 
world square can’t leave it pointed. One never settles down; one eats and 
goes on the burst, vegetates, eats again and goes on the burst again. Life! 
It’s a bloody life really. • . . Emotions which upset your brain, the need 
one feels of telling tales . . . One lies, just as much for oneself as for other 
people. One needs a woman to restrain one, to mould one. You can’t under- 
stand that. You’ve never known what it is to be destitute. Destitution in 
itself is nothing. It is far worse to like it, not to try to get out of it, to consent 
to it and to enjoy it. One is perfectly free and depends on nothing; men 
admire that; they despise one, but they admire one, especially when one 
has the gift of the gab, and pretends to revolt against it and leans against 
the bar in a pub and stares at them with one’s cigarette hanging from one’s 
mouth and one’s cap over one’s eyes. Why didn’t you believe me? Why did 
you call me a mountebank?” 

“Listen, Chink, when you tell me stories, either true ones or false ones, I 
don’t care: I take what amuses me and I let the rest go. But I will not, do 
you hear me, I will not stand it when you overstep the mark, when you 
try to rouse my pity for you and to interest me in your sentimental 
quibbles. That I won’t accept.” 

His mouth pursed up in a spasm of rage and he leaned towards me, 
barring the way. 

“Why not? Why not?” 

I replied slowly, pausing between my words : 

“Because it bores me. That’s why.” 

I expected an explosion of rage, insults, even a fight perhaps, and I 
watched the Chink carefully, prepared for anything. I took an intense 
delight in the sight of that rich, undisciplined nature, that mobile, brutal 
character, and in this cruel game to which the very risk added piquancy. 
But my companion made no rejoinder; he merely shrugged his shoulders 
and quickened his pace. I wondered whether he was suddenly going to 
explode, whether he was turning some subtle revenge over in his mind, 
and whether he was thinking out some bold plan for retaliation which 
would be impossible to foresee and to guard against. He walked along 
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silently, chewing his cigarette and jolting his wicker cage with sudden 
nervous spasms. We were approaching the end o£ our journey; we could 
already see the pigeon-loft perched on top of a barn; pigeons were flying 
round us in strictly symmetrical patterns; we could hear the rustle of their 
wings as they approached us, moved away again and returned, describing 
great circles in the pale light of the October morning. I ventured a remark: 

‘'They re rnancnuvring, the little beasts. See how they turn, Chink. The 
inside ones hug the centre of the track and slow down, the middle ones 
keep on at the same speed and the outside ones increase theirs; the align- 
ment remains the same always. Ids like a bicycle race at the Buffalo 
Velodrome on a Sunday in peacetime; except that there’s no money on it 
and no one gets left behind.” 

The Chink gave no sign that he had heard; even this reference to bicycle 
racing, so dear to his suburban heart, did not succeed in making him un- 
bend. The shadow of the pigeon’s flight, mottled like the shadow thrown 
by an almond-tree in blossom, was upon us now; then it moved away from 
us, across the fields, gradually becoming more compact, crossed the road, 
climbed the wall and lost itself in the dwarf vines twisted as though with 
scrofula. My companion did not deign either to look or to reply. A girl 
carrying a basketful of grass nodded to us; the Chink scowled at her. I bade 
her a friendly good-morning myself and said to him : 

“There! And the first woman you see you ignore and scowl at.” 

Between his teeth he muttered: 

“The first one is that other one, in the window.” 

“The window’s closed and the bird has flown.” 

“That doesn’t matter. She’s still the first, even when there’s nobody 
there.” 

He stamped on the ground and shortened his steps as though he was 
trapped by violent feelings from which he could not free himself. A 
preposterous idea occurred to me and stuck in my mind. Could he, by any 
possible chance, be sincere? Had he not invented it all, talked just for the 
sake of talking? Did he really, in his nebulous and contradictory way which 
always needed applause and a gallery, did he really love the grocer’s 
daughter of Saint-Anthelme-de-Noroy, the first woman seen by those who 
come down from the deserted regions in which there are only men thirst- 
ing for blood and death? 

IV 

Old Van de Putte, the chief divisional pigeon-fancier, received us 
smoking his clay pipe, which bubbled in time with the heavy placid breath- 
ing of its owner, emitting at each rumbling a cloud of smoke and a smell 
of burnt earth and nicotine. 

“Ah, my lads! So you’re here, are. you, you couple of bandits! Always 
late, never on time. A drink at every pub ...and a pinch for every girl you 
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meet. It’s utter destruction. No longer any discipline. Just going where the 
wind blows them. Disaster in the long run. Drunken^ bottle-nosed, gallows- 
bird faces, with the shifty eye of the libertine. * . . Bandits , . . and they 
trust pigeons to them. Desolation, desolation!” 

He laughed and his eyes softened as, with his hands clasped over his 
paunch, he said: 

‘‘The pigeons came home all right yesterday. Dudule the first and Marouf 
the last, as usual You’re going to take up the reliefs. Mind you doii t shake 
them about too much! Fancy confiding these gentle birds to a couple of 
thugs, a couple of gin-vats like you! Little birds brought up like girls at 
the Sacre-Coeur handed over to a couple of pimps! Damnation! Damnation! 
Have you still got plenty of rice up there Another bagful? Good. Don’t 
stuff them too much. A few grains only, not more, or they may not come 
back. They don’t know anything about war or about danger, the pretty 
dears; all that passes over their heads. And don’t forget to release them at 
once in case of gas, so that they can get well up into the air. Don’t let them 
die in their baskets like Fanfan and Coco, the victims of your predecessors. 
. . . Wait a minute, wait a minute! Don’t put the cages on yet. You lads 
must be thirsty; you’ve come a long way. A couple of bad lots but not 
idlers with all that walking. You’ll take a glass of coffee, eh, lads? And a 
little spirit with it, some mirabelle, extra special, at six francs a pint. You’re 
not going to refuse? No, I see you’re not. I always had an idea you wouldn’t 
refuse, you young rascals!” 

The old man winked his eye and jovially patted his rounded belly. We 
entered his low-roofed room; the coffee was warming in a dented saucepan 
over a fire of pine cones and vine branches. We drank the steaming brew 
in luxurious little sips. Then the pigeon-fancier tiptoed stealthily up carry- 
ing a bottle with an air of mystery and reverence and poured us each out a 
bumper of that colourless spirit which fills one with a taste of sun-warmed 
fruit and burning honey. 

“Don’t be nervous,” he went on; “cfon’t be shy. You don’t want wrinkles 
in your stomach. It’s ten years, my lads, since I saw my own toes. Have a 
drink from time to time and beware of women, the best of whom isn’t 
worth a rap. They’re a destructive breed.” 

“You’re right there, Van de Putte, a thousand times right. You tell the 
Chink all about it; he’s in love.” 

“That scoundrel in love?” 

“Yes, with the grocer’s daughter at Saint-Anthelme ” 

“It’s a bad business, Chink,, the, shortest cut to unhappiness and trouble. 
I once had a big wife with . teeth like pearls and a crupper like that of a 
fifteemhundred-franc mare. ,I had a wife and a pigeon-loft. The pigeons 
always came back; they never. got lost and brought me in a tidy sum in 
bets. They, would be released at Bordeaux, at Toulouse, anywhere in the 
world, '€hink.;lT was dike, having :a:rad^ Everyone .knew-Van de 
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PutteV pigeon^ far away as the Gampine. A hundred pigeons 

that always came back and a single wife named Marie—” 

“With a the Chink interrupted eagerly. 

“Y? No, no y. Why the hell with a y? Well, anyway, she went away one 
day to Lille, only forty kilometres from the pigeon-loft, and she never 
found the way back again. Pigeons have got compasses in their heads, not 
so women. Damnation! A great misfortune but a good riddance. Let’s finish 
the mirabelle, lads! Look here, Chink, listen to the advice of an old man 
who was a cuckold before you drank your first glass of beer. . . . Donk let 
yourself be seduced by their wiles; enjoy them when they’re in the mood 
for it, but always keep your liberty.” 

“How can I help it?” the other replied glumly. “I love women; it’s my 
nature.” , . 

“It’s a bad nature, then. A disgusting vice. Everyone’s getting like that 
since the war started. They get engaged, get married, write to 'god- 
mothers.’ As if there wasn’t enough catastrophe in the world they’ve to 
go making love. They’re all mad, all crazy. They escape from machine- 
guns and bombs to fall into the clutches of women. I tell you, death seems 
to excite their passions; as for women, there’s no longer any holding them. 
A philosopher explained this to me. He was the local scavenger, but he 
knew more than an officer of the Academy. It’s the species, he explained to 
me, which insists on this; lots of men die, but the species doesn’t want to 
die, it wants to perpetuate itself; so it sends men and women crazy with 
passion and forces them to procreate brats. The more carnage there is the 
more the species gingers up those that remain. This species is a strumpet, a 
pimp! But my friend was a philosopher; there wasn’t much he didn’t 
know. I’ve got a cousin who’s a hospital-nurse. Her favourite expression is, 
‘I only look after the badly wounded.’ You ought to see her when she says 
it; she rolls her eyes and wriggles her bottom just as if someone were 
tickling her with a feather. And yet she’s long past the age for that sort 
of thing. Don’t fall into degradation, Chink.” 

The Chink smiled with a superior air; he gave me a meaning look and 
casually observed to the pigeon-fancier: „ , 

“You’re a misogynist.” 

“Ah!” replied Van de Putte. “Always using long words and humbugging. 
Go on! Be off with you! Get on with the job, you ruffians! And don’t shake 
the poor innocents up too much.” 

' ■ vy ■ ' ' ' ■ ;;; 

On the road back, now crowded mth transport and people on foot, 
rumbling supply-wagons, low-slung ambulances, companies of African 
donkeys loaded with faggots and . soldiers, going on leave with heavily 
loaded knapsacks, the Chink -kept phrases: 
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“Old fool \ . . Just adoves’' innkeeper ^ He doesn't understand any- 
thing else. . . :. Ha-hal Misogynist! That took his breath away. He’s just a 
vulgarian trying to impress people/without knowing anything about life. 
Misogynist!”"'^ 

The soldiers we met gave us friendly looks; the pigeons attracted a kind 
of sympathy which was reflected on their carriers and evoked ideas of soar- 
ing flight, of fidelity and of tenderness in men’s minds. Their beaks pecked 
at my shoulders in a way that was not at all unpleasant; behind my back I 
could hear the cooing from their fine full chests beneath the water-proof 
cover on their cage, and I quoted, gazing into the distance: 

“ ‘Two pigeons loved each other tenderly.’ ” 

The Chink looked me up and down and spat out of the corner of his 
mouth: he had not yet forgiven my incredulity. I grew rather exasperated 
in my turn, and I tried to concoct some scheme which would make me 
complete master of his secret. I knew my companion to be far too 
loquacious to be able to walk eight miles without speaking; so I decided to 
let the conversation take its course and to rely on some sudden inspiration 
to gain my ends. 

We made good progress with the wind at our backs; I chewed over-ripe 
rowan-berries which tasted of decayed leaves and autumn, and I watched 
the flight of the plovers as they wheeled in the air and uttered their 
plaintive cries. A strange, nostalgic harmony which bathed the perspective 
of a war winter with its deadly hours of cold and rain and night and mud. 
And I spat out the shining pips in the reddish ruts of the unmetalled road 
with a kind of bitter melancholy. 

When we came in sight of the houses of Saint-Anthelnie-de-Noroy, at 
the bottom of the basin through which a narrow stream ran between golden 
aspens, the Chink exclaimed: 

“Curse and blast it! They’ve put the pub out of bounds. The slops have 
shut the place up and the girl has gone away by train. There was a woman 
there and now there isn’t one any more, Fve been thinking, sonny, the old 
doves’ hotel proprietor was talking through his hat; he knows nothing 
about the feelings of the heart . » . and yet his reasoning was souncL We re 
all crazy, all mad; the war has altered all our ideas on the subject of love; 
everyone has completely changed. It is true that risk and death excite 
people’s passions, as he said. I’ve seen old men become amorous of their 
wives after years of marriage and dozens of children; they wrote them 
eight-page letters every day and when they got tight in billets they 
maundered on about them, crying and showing their friends the photo- 
graphs of their old Dutches, fat ones, thin ones, some with snub-noses, and 
some with noses as thin as razor-blades. And everyone thought it was all 
quite natural And the younger ones" fiancees and 'god-mothers’! And 
those who become jealous, and those who let their hearts run away with 
them and don’t know- what they^re doing' and make women promises, 


THE CHINK 


1027 


chuck them over and then start all over again right and left! rknew an 
ex-Goloniai soldier, now dead, who had racketed about all the brothels in 
the four corners of the world without ever having given it a thought. Well, 
this man began to get ideas into his head after the war started; he com- 
plained; he was no longer content with physical contact 'When I give a 
girl ten francs/ he said, 'she still doesn’t give me her friendship.’ This 
depressed him very much, poor devil, and before the war he had never so 
much as thought of anything but the colour of a girl’s skin and the jut of 
her buttocks. And with women it’s the same story, only worse. It’s the will 
of the species, as the old scavenger philosopher used to say, the general 
upheaval all over the world. There are no longer any rules or morals; pas- 
sions have turned everything topsy-turvy. Life nowadays is like a chaotic 
film exhibited by a mad operator on a warped screen.” 

“You’re talking nonsense again, Chink. Have I changed, for instance?” 

“You hide your feelings because you’re an intellectual and are therefore 
more of a hypocrite than other people; besides, you don’t drink. I’ve seen 
you waiting for your letters with the large sloping blue handwriting, press- 
ing your thighs together and dilating your nostrils as though you were 
gambling your fortune on the spin of a coin, and the coin was actually in 
the air; I’ve pretended not to notice, out of tact. I could go on.about it for 
seven years. Have you ever seen Sergeant Coudure, a sober-minded busi- 
ness man, with a nose like a searchlight and a belch like an eight-inch 
howitzer and very fond of his glass, when he says: 'The old girl has been 
swearing at me again’ His face gets long, his voice gets sloppy and one 
would think he was Romeo listening to the blackbird on his rope-ladder. 
And look at Corporal Joron, the man who’s always talking of the open 
country: 'At the time when we weren’t yet tucked away into mole-hills 
. . . At the time when we were cavaliers and not field-mice , . He used 
to go about asking every man he saw if he couldn’t get his sister or his 
cousin or his niece to start a correspondence with him and marry him. One 
day he wrote to a young virgin whom he had met at some time or other; he 
came back from leave engaged to be married to her; he no longer spoke 
of the open country but spent all day composing long screeds on mauve 
paper at four francs a box. It needed a terrific emotion to cure him of his 
mania, a flash of lightning and God’s thunder on top of it. Mourargue 
found out that he was a cuckold by accident; his wife gave birth to twins, 
an Indian and a Senegalese some people said, but that was an exaggeration. 
In peacetime he would have swallowed his shame, bumped the wench oS 
or got divorced, or perhaps he would just simply have got tight and fed 
the little strangers without making too much fuss. But no — ^and as he was 
known to be a funk it makes it all the more meritorious—no, he 
volunteered for the advance-guard and during the attack on the iith he 
got himself cut in half on a machine-gan by the fellow who was chained to 
it Passion! Have you ever s.eenVt^F^^koIdS'm'-omi.'life dashing themselves 
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against coffee-mills? They’re all the same, all bewitched by that strumpet 
the Species. Saumoire fell in love with the two sisters who kept the cafe 
at Pou-Volant, he never quite knew which. The girls were jealous and 
there were sentimental complications with the fellow, who was already 
crazy: scenes, tears, makings up, moonlight walks, blows. Fie couldn’t 
make up his mind; so at the first chance he got he volunteered for Salonica, 
where he caught fever. He spent his sick-leave at Pou-Volant. There he had 
an attack of malaria complicated with madness; following on a general row 
; he blacked the mother’s eye, locked the girls in the bakehouse, drank all 

the good wine in the cellar, took a pot shot at himself which missed 
! because his hand was trembling so much and only removed the tip of his 

ear. And you think that’s natural! The only explanation is the topsy- 
turvydom of the age. My girl, the one in Montparnasse, confirmed this to 
: me; she’s not very bright, but she prowls about round the railway stations 

where one sees everyone. She maintains that men have been changed; 


before, they used to make love in a straightforward manner; now they’ve 
got ideas, they either want to beat people or to cry; they’re looking for they 
don’t know what; they puzzle one, even though one is used to them. 
They’ve been mechanised by circumstances.” 

We were descending the slope into the hamlet whose ruins, mended wdth 
planks of wood and patched with sheets of tarred paper, sheltered the 
personnel and the horses of the artillery waggon-line. Field-kitchens were 
smoking between the breached walls and sent the acrid smell of damp 
wood up to us. The roofless belfry brooded over the misery of its flock like 
an old man over the corpses of his little ragged children. A driver was 
singing at the top of his voice as he washed his shirt on a flat stone by 
the stream, and every time he slapped it down it seemed as if the front 
of the church tower leaned further over. With my pipe stem I drew the 
Chink’s attention to Mary’s house at the crossroads, with its black door, its 
green shutters and its clay tiaras. He went on, suddenly affected by the 
desolation of the scene: 

'1 once saw at the Clichy fair a booth over which was written: 'American 
Eye-opener.’ Inside all sorts of curiosities and catastrophes were displayed 
in glass cases. But they were not to be compared with what we can see 
nowadays for nothing ” 

Suddenly he shouted: 

"'What on earth’s up, old son? There’s someone there. . . 

He began to run at full speed;, the wicker hamper bumped against his 
shoulders and the scared pigeons flapped their wings and made anguished 
cooing noises. The grocery , window was open and the shutters were 
fastened back to the wall I only caught the Chink up at the door, on 
: which he was beating furiously.. At last an old peasant cautiously opened it 

\ a few inches. The Chink whispered to me that he was going to have a 
word with greeted \the owner politely. . 
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■ “What, do you' fellows, want?’’ 

“Just a glass of wine to help us on our way,” 

“It’s out of bounds; I can’t serve you” 

“Well come in behind, through the pig-sty. Come on! A quick one, with 
a, bit of saveloy,” ' " 

“I tell you it’s out of bounds to troops.” 

“The landlady knows me well,” 

: ' “Weil, I' don’t know. you.” 

'.“Call her. then.” 

“She’s a long way away. I should have to shout pretty loud for her to 
hear me.” 

“In the vineyard?” 

“No, at Nancy.” 

“And the girl.^^ Mademoiselle Mary wouldn’t refuse me. I gave her an 
aluminum ring and a cartridge case with a thistle pattern and her name 
engraved on it.” 

“Our daughter won’t be back for some time. She’s being married in 
three days. I’m going to the wedding myself and I’m taking the litter of 
pigs with me to sell it.” 

The old man shut the door again; the Chink leaned against the door- 
jamb with his eyes half closed. The man washing his shirt was still singing 
on the river-bank and from time to time a horse neighed; no other sound 
broke the silence. My companion passed the back of his hand over his 
forehead, ejected a long stream of saliva into the middle of the road and 
repeated three times without my being able to discover to whom his insult 
referred : 

“Filthy beast! Filthy beast! Filthy beast!” 

vr : 

The Fille-Verte camp was still being bombarded when we passed 
through it in short rushes between which we lay flat in the mud of the 
trenches. We were in a hurry and were both rather upset. The Chink was 
brooding over his heart troubles; I was indignant at the enemy sprinkling 
our path with shells at unexpected times. When one is accustomed to 
expect a bombardment at a certain time of day, one relies upon it; it 
seemed to me that the Germans were lacking in the courtesies of war. I 
was also irritated with my companion; I was convinced that he was lying 
to me; there was nothing to prove that he was just giving himself airs and 
there was nothing in his words to confirm the first theory I had formed, 
but instead of submitting to the facts I fought against them; such is the 
ordinary human attitude of mind; and I nursed, a grudge against the Chink 
for having shown himself to be sincere and for having frustrated my 
knowledge of psychology and my insight into human nature. These rather 
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nebulous feelings were complicated by the' annoyance; of finding myself 
bombarded, of, being forced to. p'lay hide-and-seek with .unexpected' shells 
and of having to drag my- cloak in, the mud' after: having washed it the 
previous day. ' , 

It was some time, before we were able to leave the redoubt;- the shrapnel 
and high-explosive shells made the sunken road impassable;' we lay side 
by side under a wretched battered tunnel of ' corrugated, iron camouflaged 
with pine: needles. The pigeons we.re gurgling behind our shoulders and 
pecked at us with their beaks and scratched us 'with their claws. A motor- 
cycle passed us like a flash at full speed, between two bursts of fire, crashed 
into a shell-hole, leaped into the air with its wheels racing and only came 
to earth some yards further on. The Chink, roused to curiosity, called 
out: 

“He's Grashcd! No, he’s all right! He’s off again!” 

A short sharp burst of fire from a high-velocity gun sent my companion 
back to cover; I heard a tearing sound and be chuckled: 

“IVe caught my trousers on a bit -of barbed wire. Hell’s bells! And Eve 
got a gash in my thigh. And the bloody pigeons are pecking me. Let’s buzz 
off. Fm not going to stay in this tunnel any more.” 

“Wait a- minute, -Chink; there’s, sometimes a belated shell or , two.” 

“You’ve got the , wind up too. 'I’m mot going, to stay , and rot in 'here any 
more. Fm buzzing off.” 

“I forbid you to go.” 

“I don’t take orders from a private soldier. Come along. Up with you!” 

. “If you move I’ll hit you. You’re getting on my nerves.” 

A last burst of fire put an end to our discussion; we waited a few minutes 
more and, as no more shells whistled through the pale sky, I started off. 
But the Chink, squatting on his haunches with a far-away look in his eyes, 
seemed not to be paying attention to anything. Finally he said, in a slow, 
solemn voice : 

“An extraordinary thing once happened to me; Fve suddenly remem- 
bered it, I don’t exactly know why,” 

“You can think about it as you go along.” 

He smiled and replied quietly, with a shrug of indifference: 

“Shut up! Fm not talking to you, Fm talking to myself.” 

He went on rolling his cigarette with his hands on a level with his waist 
in a Buddha-like pose. The pigeons were cooing softly; I suggested, 
ironically: 

“The doves are playing the ; incidental music to the drama. Tremolo^ 
enter the leading man,” 

He did not fly into a temper, as, I expected him to do, but went on: 

“There’s nothing so dreary as cinema without an orchestra. Yes, an 
adventure of which even the smartest . couldn’t make head or tail and for 
which I got a court-martial and tyvp; years’ , hard.” 
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“You never told me about that.” 

“Yes.” And he smote himself proudly on the chest. “Yes, Fm an old 
lag. In those days I belonged to an army for the exploitation of tactical 
success. Staff-ofEcersl,:jargon. As there were no tactical successes, we hadn’t 
got anything to exploit; we were like a lot of pastry-cooks without sugar or 
butter. So we didn’t do anything. We just loafed and cleaned our rifles 
and played football in the back' areas. They were happy enough days. 'Un- 
fortunately an idle life, never .suited .me; I felt .at. aloose end and I thought 
of writing to the nun at the hospital, the little creature who prayed for my 
sins, to tell her about myself. I cut parades and fatigues and broke camp 
whenever I could manage it, which was pretty often. You ought to have 
seen me, crouching beneath a tree with a board across my knees and hold- 
ing a fountain-pen I had scrounged in an empty dugout between my first 
and second fingers. It w^as the beginning of Spring, when the leaves start 
coming out and the days start growing longer; I inhaled the balmy air 
with half-closed eyes; you would have thought I was a novelist.” 

“Chink,” I said, “Fm making a dash for it. Who loves me follows me.” 

He never moved a muscle but lit his cigarette without seeming to have 
heard me and went on, lost in his memories: 

“A fine time it was. I didn’t really know whether I was happy or un- 
happy. When I wanted to write I couldn’t. When I felt that I could I no 
longer wanted to. Added to which, the Spring was working in my blood 
and made me gay because the air was so bright and sad because I had 
grown unaccustomed to the sun. I spent days on end making resolutions.” 

With a heave of my shoulders I settled by pigeon basket on my back and 
then I left my companion after a short, rather disdainful “See you later” to 
which he made no reply. He did not catch me up again till I reached the 
field-kitchens; he was running, and I pretended not to recognise his step. 
He passed me and planted himself before me; I whistled under my breath 
and he shook his fists at me in a rage and shouted : 

“Will you shut up ! Stop that row or Fll spoil your beauty for you.” 

I replied in a superior, taunting voice: 

“You inhaled the balmy air with half-closed eyes: one would have thought 
that you were a novelist. To be continued in our next.” 

He stamped his foot menacingly. A strange green glow came into his 
slanting eyes; his charred cigarette-end dangled from the yellow corner of 
his smoker’s mouth and he went on, feverishly: 

“Listen. One day I wrote perhaps ten letters, all of which I destroyed. So 
I went along to the cafe to get tight There I found a sergeant molesting a 
girl; I didn’t like it and I had to relieve my feelings somehow. I told the 
N.C.O. to let the wench go; he replied by telling me to go to hell; so I 
knocked out two of his teeth and cut his eyebrow open to lift me out of 
my depression. I got off cheaply with. two. years’ hard. You see the,, sort of 
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man l am; Now do you Believe that I love the girl from Saint-Aiithelme- 
de-Noroy, in life and in death?” 

He held up his hand and spat on the ground to give weight to his words. 
I half closed my eyes so that he should not be able to read my thoughts. 
The note of truth which he had put into his brief speech, ah delivered in a 
single breath, shook me for a moment; I was tempted to smile and to open 
my heart to him; but I kept control of myself. I had begun a game which 
I did not want to stop and I bluffed, as I did when I played poker with 
the quartermaster-sergeant. My inexorable curiosity struggled within me 
against all human weakness. Inscrutable and expressionless, therefore, I 
looked him straight in the eyes and answered in a voice which was neither 
sympathetic nor credulous nor hostile, nor even indifferent, a voice modu- 
lated by a succession of syllables and nothing more: 

‘Tve already told you what I think about it. If it gives you any pleasure 
for me to believe you, I believe you. Let me know once for all and stop 
boring me.” 

“You swdne!” he shouted. “Someone must understand me and appreciate 
me! I can’t live alone in a hole; I need expansion and a pal who shares 
things with me; I can’t just bury myself in my sentiments and go to sleep 
in them; I need you; your nature supplements mine. That’s why I love 
the woman whom the whole sector has seen at her window and who has 
smiled at those who were about to die.” 

“That’s all very fine, Chink, but it’s just gallery stuff ” 

“I can prove it to you.” 

“How?” 

“By material proof.” 

He searched his mind for a moment, his forehead wrinkled and his 
mouth set in a hard line. 

“Proof? Oh, Mourargue was mown down by a Bavarian machine-gun. 
Saumoire returned from Salonica and had a shot at himself and took off 
the end of his ear. I myself have knocked out a sergeant for the nun at the 
hospital and got two years’ hard for it. And all the others one has never 
heard of.” 

I retorted, with abusive familiarity: 

“No more of that, my lad. You’d do better to do more and not talk so 
much; you’ve said too much already. It only makes me think your boasting 
has driven you mad. Don’t count on me as a gallery to weep over your 
corpse. That’s not in my line; you’ll never be able to convince me.” 

We entered the windings of a communication trench from the walls of 
which the thaw was flaking pieces off;, telegraph wires whose staples had 
fallen out formed dangerous entanglements; the broken duck-boards were 
full of snares; conversation , died down automatically, I walked in front, 
without troubling my head about my companion, only paying attention to 
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That evening, as usual on quiet days, we played cards in the company 
office, a well-built sap protected by iron girders and rough pit-props 
covered with eight feet of packed earth. The quartermaster-sergeant, who 
had pretentions to fastidiousness, cut the cards absently with rather a wry 
face because the sergeant-major, who was his partner, had insisted on play- 
ing ‘'manille’’, a plebeian game which was, he considered, only played by 
common people in remote provincial inns. The “major"’ was thoroughly 
enjoying himself; an extra orderly, who never spoke, made the fourth. 
Salvoes of artillery fire occasionally shook our mole-hill; the candle flame 
flickered and straightened up again; the scared rats were quiet for a few 
seconds and then resumed their noisy aimless scurrying over the cor- 
rugated iron, uttering sharp squeaks all the time. 

The sergeant-major paused for thought, running his forefingers over his 
fanned-out cards; the quartermaster scornfully toyed with his knife-chain; 
the orderly was intent on his hand, anxious not to make a mistake in front 
of these high and mighty dispensers of favours and “cushy” jobs. In those 
days a man’s life might depend upon a badly played hand at cards. 

There was a knock on the door and the Chink appeared. He saluted 
formally, w’^hich in itself rather astonished me, as he always prided himself 
on his lack of discipline. He pretended not to see me. 

“Sergeant-major,” he said, “I hear they asked for volunteers for the tanks 
this morning.” 

“Quite right, they did.” 

“I tvant you to put my name down.” 

The quartermaster-sergeant interrupted him. 

“Why, Chink, you’re crazy! You’ve got a job ” 

“Don’t bother about me!” 

“Do you want to be killed? You’ll never find a job like being a pigeon- 
carrier again, especially in the tanks.” 

“I tell you to put me down.” 

“But why the devil are you deserting us?” ' 

He hesitated a little and finally cast a glance in my direction, a glance 
which he shifted almost at once. Then, after a further pause, he went on: 

“For entirely personal reasons.’! 

The quartermaster-sergeant guffawed. 

“Ill bet it’s something to do with women again, you old rip!” 

“Oh, women! Women!” muttered the quartermaster, in a far-away 
voice, absent-mindedly taking a Virginian cigarette from my case lying 
open on the table. “Women! Nothing but heart burnings! Before the war I 
followed a little actress all over^the placey.' as'''far;:as Morocco.^ with two 
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celluloid collars and a father 's curses in my suit-case. FlI tell you all about 
it some day. Folly! Nothing but folly! Have you got a light?” 

The sergeant-major^ having decided upon his plan of attack^ was getting 
impatient; he had already made three francs at twenty-five centimes per 
form sent in, and he was longing to make it up to five francs. Besides, he 
had a horror of nil returns. 

'Tut him down. Quartermaster, put him down; don’t discourage 
volunteers. Congratulations, Chink, and a thousand regrets at losing you. 
You’ve got guts; you’re a real poiln. Put him down, Quartermaster. Good 
luck, Chink; well fix it for you. It’s you to play.” 

I was troubled and torn by a sort of remorse. I wanted to speak, to detain 
my comrade; but I suddenly felt embarrassed and I could not make up my 
mind to do so; my feelings were overcome by my vanity. Finally I made 
an effort and blurted out: 

“Chink!” 

I stopped short. The Chink already had his hand on the door-latch, and 
he turned round; the light from the candle clearly lit up his slanting eyes, 
shaded by their thick lashes. The simplicity of the attitude and of the 
speech of a man whose nature was composed of boasting and excess, this 
very simplicity seemed to me to be a provocation and a mockery. Which of 
us was fooling the other? His mouth was twisted and contracted and 
seemed to be mocking me, yes, really enjoying the success of a tremendous 
farce pushed to extreme limits and capable of resolving itself in blood. 

At that moment a bursting shell shook the dugout. The candle flame 
flickered and a wavering light passed across the Chink’s eyes; his eyelids 
fluttered once and in the depths of those eyes I saw an unreal, supernatural 
fire, the kind with which we endow the looks of legendary lovers who 
exalt the power of passion in themselves to an almost limitless degree, and 
who accomplish themselves in death. And why not believe it? Because of 
his squalor and'his bragging? The incidence of passion is a haphazard, one 
and its devastations are not concerned with logical convention. I coughed 
once or twice and resumed: 

“Chink. Chink, old boy!” 

But the spell was broken, the flame had died down in his eyes, and they 
were but wretched human eyes, greenish circles in the centre of a ball of 
cornea criss-crossed with red lines. His hard, vulgar mouth no longer ex- 
pressed anything but the obstinacy of a man who wanted to get the better 
of me, at no matter how great a price. 

“Leave the Chink alone,” said the sergeant-major, “Your turn, Quarter- 
master, and don’t play your cards in that overbearing way.” 

The quartermaster-sergeant let a card fall on the table. 

“I trump,” proclaimed the sergeant-major in. a triumphant voice. “I trump 
and it’s a club. Queen wins, knave wins, seven wins!” 

When I raised my head the Chink had gone. 
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That very evening he left for the divisional troop-lines and from there he 
went to an instructional camp. I never saw him again. A long time after- 
wards I heard of his death in a burning tank, in which he was roasted 
alive. I have never been able to decide whether he died for the girl from 
Saint-Anthelme or in order to get the better of me. The heart of man 
nearly always remains unfathomable. When I- informed ' old Van de' Putte 
of the Chink’s caprice he thought for a while whilst sipping his mirabelle 
and murmured, with a wise look in his eye: 

“It’s the species that does that. We must believe what the scavenger said. 
Individual man no longer exists. There is only the species.” 


HAIRCUT 

Ring Lardner 

(1885-1933) 


I GOT ANOTHER BARBER that comcs ovcr from Carterville and helps me out 
Saturdays, but the rest of the time I can get along all right alone. You can 
see for yourself that this ain’t no New York City and besides that, the most 
of the boys works all day and don’t have no leisure to drop in here and get 
themselves prettied up. 

You’re a newcomer, ain’t you.? I thought I hadn’t seen you round before. 
I hope you like it good enough to stay. As I say, we ain’t no New York City 
or Chicago, but we have pretty good times. Not as good, though, since Jim 
Kendall got killed. When he was alive, him and Hod Meyers used to keep 
this town in an uproar. I bet they was more laughin’ done here than any 
town its size in America. 

Jim was comical, and Hod was pretty near a match for him. Since Jim’s 
gone, Hod tries to hold his end up just the same as ever, but it’s tough 
goin’ when you ain’t got nobody to kind of work with. 

They used to be plenty fun in here Saturdays. This place is jam-packed 
Saturdays, from four o’clock on. Jim and Hod would show up right after 
their supper, round six o’clock. Jim would set himself down in that big 
chair, nearest the blue spittoon. Whoever had been settin’ in that chair, 
why they’d get up when Jim come in and give it to him. 

You’d of thought it was a reserved seat like they have sometimes in a 
theayter. Hod would generally always stand or walk up 'and down, or some 
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Saturdays^ o£ course, he’d be settin’ iii this chair part of the time, gettiii’ a 
haircut; 

Well, Jim would set there a w’ile without openin’ his mouth only to spit, 
and then finally he’d say to me, “Whitey,”--my right name, that is, my 
right first name, is Dick, but everybody round here calls me Whitey— Jim 
would say, 'Whitey, your nose looks like a rosebud tonight. You must of 
been drinkin’ some of your aw de cologne.” 

So I’d say, ‘‘No, Jim, but you look like you’d been drinkin’ somethin’ of 
that kind or somethin’ worse.” 

Jim would have to laugh at that, but then he’d speak up and say, 'No, I 
ain’t had nothin’ to drink, but that ain’t sayin’ I wouldn’t like somethin’. I 
wouldn’t even mind if it was wood alcohol.” 

Then Hod Meyers would say, “Neither would your wife.” That would 
set everybody to laughin’ because Jim and his wife wasn’t on very good 
terms. She’d of divorced him only they wasn’t no chance to get alimony 
and she didn’t have no way to take care of herself and the kids. She 
couldn’t never understand Jim. He kind of rough, but a good fella at 
heart^' 

Him and Hod had all kinds of sport with Milt Sheppard. I don’t sup- 
pose you’ve seen Milt. Well, he’s got an Adam’s apple that looks more like 
a mushmelon. So I’d be shavin’ Milt and when Fd start to shave down here 
on his neck, Hod would holler, “Hey, Whitey, wait a minute! Before you 
cut into it, let’s make up a pool and see who can guess closest to the 
number of seeds.” 

And Jim would say, “If Milt hadn’t of been so hoggish, he’d of ordered a 
half a cantaloupe instead of a whole one and it might not of stuck in his 
throat.” 

All the boys would roar at this and Milt himself would force a smile, 
though the joke was on him. Jim certainly was a card! 

There’s his shavin’ mug, settin’ on the shelf, right next to Charley Vail’s. 
“Charles M. Vail.” That’s the druggist. He comes in regular for his shave, 
three times a week. And Jim’s is the cup next to Charley’s. “James H. 
Kendall.” Jim won’t need no shavin’ mug no more, but Fll leave it there 
just the same for old time’s sake. Jim certainly was a character! 

Years ago, Jim used to travel for a canned goods concern over in Carter- 
ville. They sold canned goods. Jim had the whole northern half of the 
State and was on the road five days out of every week, tie’d drop in here 
Saturdays and tell his experiences for that week. It was rich. 

I guess he paid more attention to;playin’ jokes than makin’ sales. Finally 
the concern let him out and he come right home here and told everybody 
he’d been fired instead of sayin’ he’d resigned like most fellas would of. 

It was a Saturday and the shop was full and Jim got up out of that chair 
and says, “Gentlemen, I got an important announcement to make. I been 
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Well, they asked him if was in earnest and he said he was and nobody 
could think of nothin’ to say till Jim finally broke the ice himself. He says, 
''I been selliii’ canned goods and now I’m canned goods myself.” 

You see, the concern he’d been workin’ for was a factory that made 
canned goods. Over in Carterville, And now Jim said he was canned him- 
self/He was certainly a card! , . 

Jim had a great trick that he used to play w’ile he was travelin’. For 
instance, he’d be ridin’ on a train and they’d come to some little town like, 
well, like, we’ll say, like Benton. Jim would look out the train window and 
read the signs on the stores. 

For instance, they’d be a sign, ^'Henry Smith, Dry Goods.” Well, Jim 
would write down the name and the name of the town and when he got 
to wherever he was goin’ he’d mail .back a postal card to Henry Smith at 
Benton and not sign no name to it, but he’d WTite on the card, well, 
somethin’ like “Ask your wife about that book agent that spent the after- 
noon last week,” or “Ask your Missus who kept her from gettin’ lonesome 
the last time you was in Carterville.” And he’d sign the card, “A Friend.” 

Of course, be never knew what really come of none of these jokes, but 
he could picture what happened and that was enough. 

Jim didn’t work very steady after he lost his position with the Carterville 
people. What he did earn, doin’ odd jobs round town, why he spent pretty 
near all of it on gin and his family might of starved if the stores hadn’t of 
carried them along. Jim’s wife tried her hand at dressmaking but they ain’t 
nobody goin’ to get rich makinV dresses in this town. 

As I say, she’d of divorced Jim, only she seen that she couldn’t support 
herself and the kids and she was always hopin’ that some day Jim would 
cut out his habits and give her more than two or three dollars a week. 

They w^as a time w^hen she would go to whoever he was workin’ for and 
ask them to give her his wages, but after she done this once or twice, he 
beat her to it by borrowin’ most of his pay in advance. He told it all round 
town, how he had outfoxed his Missus, He certainly was a caution! 

But he w^asn’t satisfied with just outwittin’ her. He was sore the way she 
had acted, tryin’ to grab off his pay. And he made up his mind he’d get 
even. Well, he waited till Evans’s Circus was advertised to come to town. 
Then he told his wife and two kiddies that he was goin’ to take them to 
the circus. The day of the circus, he told them he would get the tickets 
and meet them outside the entrance to the tent. 

Well, he didn’t have no intentions, of bein’ there or buyin’ tickets or 
nothin’. He got full of gin and laid round Wright’s poolroom all day. His 
wife and the kids waited and waited and of course he didn’t show up. His 
wife didn’t have a dime with her, or nowhere else, I guess. So she finally 
had to tell the kids it was all off and. they cried like they wasn’t never 
goin’ to stop. .Y'/ 

■■ Well, it seems, w’ile they was- crying Doc' Stair.Yame along and he asked 
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wliat : was the matter, but Mrs/Kendail was stubborn and 'wouldn’t tell 
him, but the kids told him and he insisted on takin’ them and their mother 
in the show. Jim found this out afterwards and it was one reason why he 
had it in for Doc Stair. 

Doc Stair come here about a year and a half ago. He’s a mighty hand- 
some young fella and his clothes always look like he has them made to 
order. He goes to Detroit two or three times a year and w’ile he’s there he 
must have a tailor take his measure and then make him a suit to order. 
They cost pretty near twice as much, but they fit a whole lot better than if 
you just bought them in a store. 

For a w’ile everybody was wonderin’ why a young doctor like Doc Stair 
should come to a town like this where we already got old Doc Gamble and 
Doc Foote that’s both been here for years and all the practice in town was 
always divided between the two of them. 

Then they was a story got round that Doc Stair’s gal had throwed him 
over, a gal up in the Northern Peninsula somewheres, and the reason he 
come here was to hide himself away and forget it. He said himself that he 
thought they wasn’t nothin’ like general practice in a place like ours to fit 
a man to be a good all round doctor. And that’s why he’d came. 

Anyways, it wasn’t long before he was makin’ enough to live on, though 
they tell me that he never dunned nobody for what they owed him, and 
the folks here certainly has got the owin’ habit, even in my business. If I 
had all that was cornin’ to me for just shaves alone, I could go to Carter- 
ville and put up at the Mercer for a week and see a different picture every 
night. For instance, they’s old George Purdy — but I guess I shouldn’t ought 
to be gossipin’. 

Well, last year, our coroner died, died of the flu. Ken Beatty, that was his 
name. He was the coroner. So they had to choose another man to be coro- 
ner in his place and they picked Doc Stair. He laughed at first and said he 
didn’t want it, but they made him take it. It ain’t no job that anybody 
would fight for and what a man makes out of it in a year would just about 
buy seeds for dieir garden. Doc’s the kind, though, that can’t say no to 
nothin’ if you keep at him long enough. 

But I was goin’ to tell you about a poor boy wc got here in town— Paul 
Dickson. He fell out of a tree when he was about ten years old. Lit on his 
head and it done somethin’ to him and he ain’t never been right. No harm 
in him, but just silly. Jim Kendall used to call him cuckoo; that’s a name 
Jim had for anybody that was off their head, only he called people’s head 
their bean. That was another of his gags, callin’ head bean and callin’ crazy 
people cuckoo. Only poor Paul ain’t crazy, but just silly. 

You can imagine that Jim used to have ail kinds of fun with Paul. He’d 
send him to the White Front Garage for a left-handed monkey wrench. 
Of course they ain’t no such a thing as a left-handed monkey wrench. 

' And once we Lad a kind -of-aTaih here and they was a baseball game be- 
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tween the fats and the leans , and before the game started Jim called Paul 
over and sent him way down to Schrader’s hardware store to get a key for 
the pitcher’s box., , , 

They wasn’t nothin’ in the way of gags that Jim couldn’t think up'j when 
he put his mind to it. 

Poor Paul was always kind of suspicious of people^ maybe on aGcount of 
how Jim had kept foolin’ him. Paul wouldn’t have much to do with any- 
body only his own mother and Doc Stair and a girl here in town named 
Julie Gregg. That is, she ain’t a girl no more, but pretty near thirty or 
over. 

When Doc first come to town, Paul seemed to feel like here was a real 
friend and he hung round Doc’s office most of the w’ile; the only time he 
wasn’t there was when he’d go home to eat or sleep or when he seen Julie 
Gregg doin’ her shoppin’. 

When he looked out Doc’s window and seen her, he’d run downstairs 
and join her and tag along with her to the different stores. The poor boy 
was crazy about Julie and she always treated him mighty nice and made 
him feel like he was welcome, though of course it wasn’t nothin’ but pity 
on her side. 

Doc done all he could to improve Paul’s mind and he told me once that 
he really thought the boy was gettin’ better, that they was times when he 
was as bright and sensible as anybody else. 

But I was goin’ to tell you about Julie Gregg. Old Man Gregg was in 
the lumber business, but got to drinkin’ and lost the most of his money and 
when he died, he didn’t leave nothin’ but the house and just enough in- 
surance for the girl to skimp along on. 

Her mother was a kind of a half invalid and didn’t hardly ever leave the 
house. Julie wanted to sell the place and move somewheres else after the 
old man died, but the mother said she was born here and would die here. 
It was tough on Julie, as the young people round this town — well, she’s too 
good for them. 

She’s been away to school and Chicago and New York and different 
places and they ain’t no subject she can’t talk on, where you take the rest 
of the young folks here and you mention anything to them outside of 
Gloria Swanson or Tommy Meighan and they think you’re delirious. Did 
you see Gloria in Wages of Virtue? You missed somethin’! 

Well, Doc Stair hadn’t been here more than a week when he come in 
one day to get shaved and I recognized who he was as he had been pointed 
out to me, so I told him about my old lady. She’s been ailin’ for a couple 
years and either Doc Gamble or Doc Foote, neither one, seemed to be 
helpin’ her. So he said he would come out and see her, but if she was able 
to get out herself, it would be better to bring her to his office where he 
could make a completer examination. 

So I took her to his office and w’ile I was waitin’ for her in the reception 
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room, in come; Julie. Gregg,. When.: somebody comes in Doc Stair’s office,, 
tliey’s a bell that rings in his inside office so as he can tell they’s somebody 
.to see him. ' ; 

So he left my old lady inside and come out to the front office and that’s 
the first time him and Julie met and I guess it was what they call love at 
first sight. But it wasn’t fifty-fifty. This young fella was the slickest lookin’ 
fella she’d ever seen in this town and she went wild over him. To him she 
was just a young lady that wanted to. see the doctor. 

She’d came on about the same business I had. Her mother had been doc- 
torin’ for years with Doc Gamble and Doc Foote and without no results. 
So she’d heard they was a new doc in town and decided to give him a try. 
He promised to call and see her mother that same day. 

I said a minute ago that it was love at first sight on her part. I’m not 
only judgin’ by how she acted afterwards but how she looked at him that 
first day in his office. I ain’t no mind reader, but it was wrote all over her 
face that she was gone. 

Now Jim Kendall, besides bein’ a jokesmith and a pretty good drinker, 
well, Jim was quite a lady-killer. I guess he run pretty wild durin* the time 
he was on the road for them Carterville people, and besides that, he’d had 
a couple little affairs of the heart right here in town. As I say, his wife 
could of divorced him, only she couldn’t. 

But Jim was like the majority of men, and women, too, I guess. He 
wanted what he couldn’t get. He wanted Julie Gregg and worked his head 
off tryin’ to land her. Only he’d of said bean instead of head. 

Well, Jim’s habits and his jokes didn’t appeal to Julie and of course he 
was a married man, so he didn’t have no more chance than, well, than a 
rabbit. That’s an expression of Jim’s himself. When somebody didn’t have 
no chance to get elected or somethin’, Jim would always say they didn’t 
have no more chance than a rabbit. 

He didn’t make no bones about how he felt. Right in here, more than 
once, in front of the whole crowd, he said he was stuck on Julie and any- 
body that could get her for him was welcome to his house and his wife and 
kids included. But she wouldn’t have nothin’ to do with him; wouldn’t 
even speak to him on the street. He finally seen he wasn’t gettiii’ nowheres 
with his usual line so he decided to try the rough stuff. He went right 
up to her house one evenin’ and when she opened the door he forced his 
way in and grabbed her. But she broke loose and before he could stop her, 
she run in the next room and locked the door and phoned to Joe Barnes. 
Joe’s the marshal Jim could hear who she was phonin’ to and he beat it be- 
fore Joe got there. 

Joe was an old friend of Julie’s pa. Joe went to Jim the next day and told 
. him what would happen, if he ever done it again. 

I don’t know how the news of this little affair leaked out Chances is 
that Joe Barnes told his wife and she told somebody else’s wife and they 
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told their husband. Anyways, it did leak out and Hod Meyers had the 
nerve to kid Jim about it, right here in this shop. Jim didn’t deny nothia 
and kind of laughed it ojEf and said for us all to wait; that lots of people 
had tried to make a monkey out of him, but he always got even. 

Meanw’ile everybody in town was wise to Julie’s bein’ wild mad over the 
Doc. I don’t suppose she had any idear how her face changed when him 
and her was together; of course she couldn’t of, or she’d of kept away 
from him. And she didn’t know that we was all noticin’ how many times 
she made excuses to go up to his office or pass it on the other side of the 
street and look up in his window to see if he was there. I felt sorry for her 
and so did most other people. 

Hod Meyers kept rubbin’ it into Jim about how the Doc had cut him out. 
Jim didn’t pay no attention to the kiddin’ and you could see he was plan- 
nin’ one of his jokes. 

One trick Jim had was the knack of changin’ his voice. He could make 
you think he was a girl talkin’ and he could mimic any man’s voice. To 
show you how good he was along this line, I’ll tell you the joke he played 
on me once. 

You know, in most towns of any size, when a man is dead and needs a 
^have, why the barber that shaves him soaks him five dollars for the job; 
^hat is, he don’t soak hhn, but whoever ordered the shave. I just charge 
diree dollars because personally I don’t mind much shavin’ a dead person. 
They lay a whole lot stiller than live customers. The only thing is that you 
don’t feel like talkin’ to them and you get kind of lonesome. 

Well, about the coldest day we ever had here, two years ago last winter, 
the phone rung at the house w’ile I was home to dinner and I answered 
the phone and it was a woman’s voice and she said she was Mrs. John Scott 
and her husband was dead and would I come out and shave him. 

Old John had always been a good customer of mine. But they live seven 
miles out in the country, on the Streeter road. Still I didn’t see how I could 
say no. 

So I said I would be there, but would have to come in a jitney and it 
might cost three or four dollars besides the price of the shave. So she, or 
the voice, it said that was all right, so I got Frank Abbott to drive me out 
to the place and when I got there, who should open the door but old John 
himself! He wasn’t no more dead than, well, than a rabbit. 

It didn’t take no private detective to figure out who had played me this 
little joke. Nobody could of thought it up but Jim Kendall. He certainly 
was a card! 

I tell you this incident just to show you how he could disguise his voice 
and make you believe it was somebody else talkin’. I’d of swore it was Mrs. 
Scott had called me. Anyways, some woman. 

Well, Jim waited till he had Doc. Stair’s voice down pat; then he went 
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' Julie up on a night when he knew Doc. was over in Carterville. 

She, never questioned but what' it was Doc's voice. Jim said he must see her 
that night; he couldn't wait no longer to tell her somethin'. She was all 
excited and told him to come to the house. But he said he was expectin' an 
. important long distance call and wouldn’t she please forget her manners 

t for once and come to his office. He said they couldn’t nothin' hurt her and 

nobody would see her and he just must talk to her a little w’ile. Well, poor 
Julie fell for it. 

Doc always keeps a night light in his office, so it looked to Julie like they 
i was somebody there. 

I' Meanw’ile Jim Kendall had went to Wright's poolroom, where they was 

;:f a whole gang amusin’ themselves. The most of them had drank plenty of 

gin, and they was a rough bunch even when sober. They was always strong 
for Jim’s jokes and when he told them to come with him and see some fun 
they give up their card games and pool games and followed along. 

Doc’s office is on the second floor. Right outside his door they’s a flight 
of stairs leadin’ to the floor above. Jim and his gang hid in the dark behind 
these stairs. 

^ Well, Julie come up to Doc’s door and rung the bell and they was nothin’ 

doin’. She rung it again and she rung it seven or eight times. Then she 
;■ tried the door and found it locked. Then Jim made some kind of a noise 

and she heard it and waited a minute, and then she says, ‘Is that you, 
Ralph Ralph is Doc’s first name. 

They was no answer and it must of came to her all of a sudden that she’d 
been bunked. She pretty near fell downstairs and the whole gang after her. 
They chased her all the way home, hollerin’, “Is that you, Ralph?” and 
“Oh, Ralphie, dear, is that you?” Jim says he couldn’t holler it himself, as 
he was laughin’ too hard. 

Poor Julie! She didn’t show up here on Main Street for a long, long time 
afterward. 

And of course Jim and his gang told everybody in town, everybody but 
Doc Stair. They was scared to tell him, and he might of never kno wed only 
for Paul Dickson. The poor cuckoo, as Jim called him, he w^as here in the 
shop one night when Jim was still gloatin’ yet over what he’d done to 
Julie. And Paul took in as much of it as he could understand and he run 
to Doc with the story. 

\It's a cinch Doc went up in the air and swore he’d make Jim suffer. But 
it was a kind of a delicate thing, because if it got out that he had beat Jim 
up, Julie was bound to hear of it and then she’d know that Doc knew and 
of course knowin’ that he knew would make it worse for her than ever. 
He was goin’ to do somethin’, but it look a lot of figurin’. 

Well, it was a couple days later when Jim was here in the shop again, 
and so ^ was the cuckoo. Jim, waa goin’- duck-shootin’ the next day and had 
come in lookin’ for Hod Meyers to go with him. I happened to know that 
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Hod had went over to Garterville and wouldn’t be home till the end of the 
week. So Jim said he hated to go alone and he guessed he would call it 
off. Then poor Paul spoke up and said if Jim would take him he would go 
along. Jim thought a wile and then he said, well, he guessed a half-wit was 
better than nothin’. 

I suppose he was plottin’ to get Paul out in the boat and play some joke 
on him, like pushin’ him in the water. Anyways, he said Paul could go. He 
asked him had he ever shot a duck and Paul said no, he’d never even had 
a gun in his hands. So Jim said he could set in the boat and watch him and 
if he behaved himself, he might lend him his gun for a couple of shots. 
They made a date to meet in the mornin and that’s the last I seen of Jim 
alive.' 

Next mornin’, I hadn’t been open more than ten minutes when Doc Stair 
come in. He looked kind of nervous. He asked me had I seen Paul Dickson. 
I said no, but I knew where he was, out duck-shootin’ with Jim Kendall. 
So Doc says that’s what he had heard, and he couldn’t understand it be- 
cause Paul had told him he wouldn’t never have no more to do with Jim 
as long as he lived. 

He said Paul had told him about the joke Jim had played on Julie. He 
said Paul had asked him what he thought of the joke and the Doc had told 
him that anybody that would do a thing like that ought not to be let live. 

I said it had been a kind of a raw thing, but Jim just couldn’t resist no 
kind of a joke, no matter how raw. I said I thought he was all right at 
heart, but just bubblin’ over with mischief. Doc turned and walked out. 

At noon he got a phone call from old John Scott. The lake where Jim 
and Paul had went shootin’ is on John’s place. Paul had came runnin’ up 
to the house a few minutes before and said they’d been an accident. Jim 
had shot a few ducks and then give the gun to Paul and told him to try his 
luck. Paul hadn’t never handled a gun and he was nervous. He was shakin’ 
so hard that he couldn’t control the gun. He let fire and Jim sunk back in 
the boat, dead. 

Doc Stair, bein’ the coroner, jumped in Frank Abbott’s flivver and 
rushed out to Scott’s farm. Paul and old John was down on the shore of 
the lake. Paul had rowed the boat to shore, but they’d left the body in it, 
waitin’ for Doc to come. 

Doc examined the body and said they might as well fetch it back to town. 
They was no use leavin’ it there or callin’ a jury, as it was a plain case of 
accidental shootin’. 

Personally I wouldn’t never leave a person shoot a gun in the same boat 
I was in unless I was sure they knew somethin’ about guns. Jim was a 
sucker to leave a new beginner have his gun, let alone a half-wit. It prob- 
ably served Jim right, what he got. But stiU we miss him round here. He 
certainly was a card! 
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CHAMPION 

Ring Lardner 

(1885-1933) 


IVIiDGE KELLY scorcd liis first knockout when he was seventeen. The 
knockee was his brother Connie, three years his junior and a cripple. The 
purse was a half dollar given to the younger Kelly by a lady whose elec- 
tric had just missed bumping his soul from his frail little body, 

Connie did not know Midge was in the house, else he never would have 
risked laying the prize on the arm of the least comfortable chair in the 
room, the better to observe its shining beauty. As Midge entered from the 
kitchen, the crippled boy covered the coin with his hand, but the move- 
ment lacked the speed requisite to escape his brother’s quick eye. 

“Watcha got there.?” demanded Midge, 

“Nothin’,” said Connie. 

“You’re a one legged liar!” said Midge. 

He strode over to his brother’s chair and grasped the hand that con- 
cealed the coin. 

“Let loose!” he ordered, 

Connie began to cry. 

“Let loose and shut up your noise,” said the elder, and jerked his 
brother’s hand from the chair arm. 

The coin fell onto the bare floor. Midge pounced on it. His weak mouth 
widened in a triumphant smile. 

“Nothin’, huh.?” he said. “All right, if it’s nothin’ you don’t want it.” 

“Give that back,” sobbed the younger. 

“Ill give you a red nose, you little sneak! Where’d you steal it?” 

“I didn’t steal it. It’s mine, A lady give it to me after she pretty near hit 
me with a car.” 

“It’s a crime she missed you,” said Midge. 

Midge started for the front door. The cripple picked up his crutch, rose 
from his chair with difficulty, and, still sobbing, came toward Midge. The 
latter heard him and stopped, 

“You better stay where youVe at,” he said. 

“I want my money,” cried the boy, 

“I know what you want,” said Midge, 

Doubling up the fist that held the half dollar, he landed with all his 
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strength on his brother’s mouth. Connie fell to the floor with a thud, the 
crutch tumbling on top of him. Midge stood beside the prostrate form. 

“Is that enough?” he said. “Or do you want this, too?” 

And he kicked him in the crippled leg. 

“I guess that’ll hold you,” he said. 

There was no response from the boy on the floor. Midge looked at him a 
moment, then at the coin in his hand, and then went out into the street, 
whistling. 

An hour later, when Mrs. Kelly came home from her day’s work at Faulk- 
ner’s Steam Laundry, she found Connie on the floor, moaning. Dropping 
on her knees beside him, she called him by name a score of times. Then 
she got up and, pale as a ghost, dashed from the house. Dr. Ryan left the 
Kelly abode about dusk and walked toward Halsted Street. Mrs. Dorgaii 
spied him as he passed her gate, 

“Who’s sick, Doctor?” she called. 

“Poor little Connie,” he replied. “He had a bad fall.” 

“How did it happen?” 

“I can’t say for sure, Margaret, but I’d almost bet he was knocked down.” 

“Knocked down!” exclaimed Mrs. Dorgan. 

“Why, who-?” 

“Have you seen the other one lately?” 

“Michael? No, not since mornin’. You can’t be thinkin’ ” 

“I wouldn’t put it past him, Margaret,” said the doctor gravely. “The 
lad’s mouth is swollen and cut, and his poor, skinny little leg is bruised. 
He surely didn’t do it to himself and I think Helen suspects the other 
one.” 

“Lord save us!” said Mrs. Dorgan. “I’ll run over and see if I can help.” 

“That’s a good woman,” said Doctor Ryan, and went on down the 
street. 

Near midnight, when Midge came home, his mother was sitting at Con- 
nie’s bedside. She did not look up. 

“Well,” said Midge, “what’s the matter?” 

She remained silent. Midge repeated his question. 

“Michael, you know what’s the matter,” she said at length. 

“I don’t know nothin’,” said Midge. 

“Don’t lie to me, Michael. What did you do to your brother?” 

“Nothin’” 

“You hit him.” 

“Well, then, I hit him. What of it? It ain’t the first time ” 

Her lips pressed tightly together, her face like chalk, Ellen Kelly rose 
from her chair and made straight for him. Midge backed against the door. 

“Lay off’xi me, Ma. I don’t want to fight no woman.” 

Still she came on breathing heavily. 

“Stop where you’re at, Ma,” he ‘warned. 
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There was a brief struggle and Midge’s mother lay on the floor before 

■ ■ ■ ' 

'Tou ain’t hurt, Ma. You’re lucky I didn’t land good. And I told you to 
lay off’ll me.”; 

''God forgive you, Michael!” 

Midge found Hap Collins in the showdown game at the Royal 

''Come on out a minute,” he said. 

Hap followed him out on the walk. 

"Fm leavin’ town for a w’ile,” said Midge. 

"What for?” 

"Well, we had a little rundn up to the house. The kid stole a half buck 
off’n me, and when I went after it he cracked me with his crutch. So I 
nailed him. And the old lady came at me with a chair and I took it off n 
her and she fell down.” 

"How is Connie hurt?” 

"Not bad.” 

"What are you runnin’ away for?” 

"Who the hell said I was runnin’ away? Fm sick and tired o’ gettin’ 
picked on; that’s all. So Fm leavin’ for a w’ile and I want a piece o’ money.” 

"I ain’t only got six bits,” said Happy. 

"You’re in bad shape, ain’t you? Well, come through with it.” 

Happy came through. 

"You oughtn’t to hit the kid,” he said. 

"I ain’t astin’ you who can I hit,” snarled Midge. "You try to put some- 
thin’ over on me and you’ll get the same dose. Fm goin’ now.” 

"Go as far as you like,” said Happy, but not until he was sure that Kelly 
was out of hearing. 

Early the following morning, Midge boarded a train for Milwaukee. He 
had no ticket, but no one knew the difference. The conductor remained in 
the caboose. 

On a night six months later, Midge hurried out of the "stage door” of 
the Star Boxing Club and made for Duane’s saloon, two blocks away. In his 
pocket were twelve dollars, his reward for having battered up one Demon 
Dempsey through the six rounds of the first preliminary. 

It was Midge’s first professional engagement in the manly art. Also it was 
the first time in weeks that he had earned twelve dollars. 

On the way to Duane’s he had to pass Niemann’s. He pulled his cap over 
his eyes and increased his pace until he had gone by. Inside Niemann’s 
stood a trusting bartender, who for ten days had staked Midge to drinks 
and allowed him to ravage the lunch on a promise to come in and settle 
the moment he was paid for the . "prelim.” 

Midge strode into Duane’s and aroused the napping bartender by slap- 
ping a silver dollar on the festive board. 

"Gimme a shot,” said Midge. , 
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The shooting continued until the wind-up at the Star was over and part 
of the fight crowd joined Midge in front of Duane’s bar. A youth in the 
earjy twenties, standing next to young Kelly, finally summoned sufEcient 
courage to address him. 

^‘Wasn’t you in the first bout?” he ventured. 

'Teh,” Midge replied. 

"My name’s Hersch,” said' the other. 

Midge received the startling information in silence. 

"I don’t want to butt in,” continued Mr. Hersch, "but I’d like to buy you 
a, drink.” , , 

"All right,” said Midge, "but don’t overstrain yourself.” 

Mr. Hersch laughed uproariously and beckoned to the bartender. 

"You certainly gave that wop a trimmin’ tonight,” said the buyer of the 
drink, when they had been served. "I thought you’d kill him.” 

"I would if I hadn’t let up,” Midge replied. "Fll kill ’em all.” 

"You got the wallop all right,” the other said admiringly. 

"Have I got the wallop?” said Midge. "Say, I can kick like a mule. Did 
you notice them muscles in my shoulders?” 

"Notice ’em? I couldn’t help from noticin’ ’em,” said Hersch. "I says to 
the fella settin’ alongside o’ me, I says: 'Look at them shoulders! No won- 
der he can hit,’ I says to him.” 

"Just let me land and it’s good-by, baby,” said Midge. "I’ll kill ’em all.” 

The oral manslaughter continued until Duane’s closed for the night. At 
parting, Midge and his new friend shook hands and arranged for a meet- 
ing the following evening. 

For nearly a week the two were together almost constantly. It was 
Hersch’s pleasant role to listen to Midge’s modest revelations concerning 
himself, and to buy every time Midge’s glass was empty. But there came an 
evening when Hersch regretfully announced that he miist go home to 
supper. 

"I got a date for eight bells,” he confided. “I could stick till then, only I 
must clean up and put on the Sunday clo’es, ’cause she’s the prettiest little 
thing in Milwaukee.” 

"Can’t you fix it for two?” asked. Midge. 

"I don’t know who to get,” Hersch replied. "Wait, though, I got a sister 
and if she ain’t busy, it’ll be O. K. She’s no bum for looks herself.” 

So it came about that Midge and Emma Flersch and Emma’s brother 
and the prettiest little thing in Milwaukee foregathered at Wall’s and 
danced half the night away. And Midge and Emma danced every dance 
together, for though every little onestep seemed to induce a new thirst of 
its own, Lou Flersch stayed too sober to dance with his own sister. 

The next day, penniless at last in spite of his phenomenal ability to make 
someone else settle, Midge Kelly sought out. Doc Hammond, matchmaker 
for the Star, and asked to be book^dTor the' next show. ■: : 
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'1 coiild' p:ut. yoii:oii'wiA the. next boiit/’ sa,id Doc... 

''Whads they in it?’’ asked, M 

“Twenty if you cop,” Doc told him. 

“Have a heart,” protested Midge. “Didn’t I look good the other night?” 

“You looked all right. But you aren’t Freddie Welsh yet by a consid’able 
margin.” 

“I ain’t scared of Freddie Welsh or none of ’em,” said Midge. 

“Well, we don’t pay our boxers by the size of their chests,” Doc said. 
T’m offerin’ you this Tracy bout. Take it or leave it.” 

“All right; Fm on,” said Midge, and he passed a pleasant afternoon at 
Duane’s on the strength of his booking. 

Young Tracy’s manager came to Midge the night before the show. 

“How do you feel about this go?” he asked. 

“Me?” said Midge, “I feel all right. What do you mean, how do I feel.?” 

“I mean,” said Tracy’s manager, “that we’re mighty anxious to win, 
’cause the boy’s got a chanct in Philly if he cops this one.” 

“What’s your proposition?” asked Midge. 

“Fifty bucks,” said Tracy’s manager. 

“What do you think I am, a crook? Me lay down for fifty bucks. Not 

“Seventy-five, then,” said Tracy’s manager. 

The market closed on eighty and the details were agreed on in short 
order. And the next night Midge was stopped in the second round by a 
terrific slap on the forearm. 

This time Midge passed up both Niemann’s and Duane’s, having a sizable 
account at each place, and sought his refreshment at Stein’s farther down 
the street. 

When the profits of his deal with Tracy were gone, he learned, by first- 
hand information from Doc Hammond and the matchmakers at the other 
“clubs,” that he was no longer desired for even the cheapest of prelimi- 
naries. There was no danger of his starving or dying of thirst while Emma 
and Lou Hersch lived. But he made up his mind, four months after his 
defeat by Young Tracy, that Milwaukee was not the ideal place for him 
to live. 

“I can lick the best of ’em,” he reasoned, “but there ain’t no more chanct • 
for me here. I can maybe go east and get on somewheres. And besides- ” 

But just after Midge had purchased a ticket to Chicago with the money 
he had “borrowed” from Emma Hersch “to buy shoes,” a heavy hand was 
laid on his shoulders and he turned to face two strangers. 

“Where are you goin’, Kelly?” inquired the owner of the heavy hand, 

“Nowheres,” said Midge. “What the hell do you care?” 

, The other stranger spoke: . . . 

“Kelly, I’m employed by Emma Hersch’s mother to see that you do right 
by her. And we want you ■ tO:; stay -here tiUy.you’ve done it ” 
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'Tou won’t -get nothin’ 'but the worst of it, monkeying., with .me,’’ said 
Midge.; 

Nevertheless, he did not depart for Chicago that night. Two days later, 
Emma Herseh became Mrs. Kelly, and the gift of . the groom, when once 
they were alone, was a crushing blow on the bride’s pale cheek. 

Next morning, Midge left Milwaukee as he had entered it — ^by fast 
.freight. 

‘'They’s no use kiddin’ ourself any more,” said Tommy Haley. ‘"He might 
get down to thirty-seven in a pinch, but if he done below that a mouse 
could stop him. He’s a welter; that’s what he is and he knows it as well as 
I do. He’s growed like a weed in the last six mont’s. I told him, I says, ‘If 
you don’t quit growin’ they won’t be nobody for you to box, only Willard 
and them.’ He says, ‘Well, I wouldn’t run away from Willard if I weighed 
twenty pounds more.’ ” 

“He must hate himself,” said Tommy’s brother. 

“I never seen a good one that didn’t,” said Tommy. “And Midge is a good 
one; don’t make no mistake about that. I wisht we could of got Welsh 
before the kid growed so big. But it’s too late now. I won’t make no holler, 
though, if we can match him up with the Dutchman.” 

“Who do you mean?” 

“Young Goetz, the welter champ. We mightn’t not get so much dough 
for the bout itself, but it’d roll in afterward. What a drawin’ card we’d be, 
’cause the people pays their money to see the fella with the wallop, and 
that’s Midge. And we’d keep the title just as long as Midge could make the 
weight.” 

“Can’t you land no match with Goetz?” 

“Sure, ’cause he needs the money. But I’ve went careful with the kid so 
far and look at the results I got! So what’s the use of takin’ a chanct? The 
kid’s cornin’ every minute and Goetz is goinVback faster’n big Johnson did. 
I think we could lick him now; I’d bet my life on it. But six mont’s from 
now they won’t be no risk. He’ll of licked hisself before that time. Then all 
as we’li have to do is sign up with him and wait for the referee to stop it. 
But Midge is so crazy to get at him now that I can’t hardly hold him back.” 

The brothers Haley were lunching in a Boston hotel. Dan had come 
down from Holyoke to visit with Tommy and to watch the latter’s protege 
go twelve rounds, or less, with Bud Cross. The bout promised little in the 
way of a contest, for Midge had twice stopped the Baltimore youth and 
Bud’s reputation for gameness was all that had earned him the date. The 
fans were willing to pay the price to see Midge’s hay-making left, but they 
wanted to see it used on an opponent who, would not jump out of the 
ring the first time he felt its crushing force. But Cross was such an oppo- 
nent, and his willingness to stop boxing-gloves with his eyes, ears, nose and 
throat had long enabled himtO' escape the'horrbrscpf' honest labor. A game 
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boy was.'. Bud, and' he^ showed it in .his battered, swollen, discolored face, 
should think, ’V said Dan Haley, “that the kid’d do whatever you tell 
' him after all you done for him.’’ 

“Well,” said Tommy, “he’s took my dope pretty straight so far, but he’s 
' so sure of hisself that he can’t- see no reason for waitin’. He’ll do what I 

say, though; he’d be a sucker not to.” 

“You got a contrac’ with him.?” 

i “No, I don’t need no contrac’. He knows it was me that drug him out o’ 
the gutter and he ain’t goin’ to turn me down now, when he’s got the 
dough and bound to get more. Where’d he of been at if I hadn’t listened to 
, him when he first come to me.? That’s pretty near two years ago nov/, but 

it seems like last week. I was settin’ in the s’loon acrost from the Pleasant 
~ Club in Philly, waitin’ for McCann to count the dough and come over, 

r when this little bum bio wed in and tried to stand the house off for a drink, 

it They told him nothin’ doin’ and to beat it out o’ there, and then he seen 

; me and come over to where I was settin’ and ast me wasn’t I a boxin’ man 

iVi and I told him who I was. Then he ast me for money to buy a shot and I 

J ■ told him to set down and Fd buy it for him. 

r| “Then we got talkin’ things over and he told me his name and told me 

about fightin’ a couple o’ prelims out to Milwaukee. So I says, ‘Well, boy, I 
don’t know how good or how rotten you are, but you %von’t never get no- 
wheres trainin’ on that stuff.’ So he says he’d cut it out if he could get on 
in a bout and I says I would give him a chanct if he played square with me 
and didn’t touch no more to drink. So we shook hands and I took him up 
to the hotel with me and give him a bath and the next day I bought him 
some clo’es. And I staked him to eats and sleeps for over six weeks. He 
had a hard time breakin’ away from the polish, but finally I thought he was 
fit and I give him his chanct. He went on with Smiley Saver and stopped 
him so quick that Smiley thought sure he was poisoned. 

“Well, you know what he’s did since. The only heatin’ in his record was 
by Tracy in Milwaukee before I got hold of him, and he’s licked Tracy 
three times in the last year. 

“Fve gave him all the best of it in a money way and he’s got seven 
thousand bucks in cold storage. How’s that for a kid that was in the 
two years ago.? And he’d have still more yet if he wasn’t so nuts over clo’es 
and got to stop at the good hotels and so forth.” 

“Where’s his home at?” 

“Well, he ain’t really got no home. He came from Chicago and his 
mother canned him out o’ the house for bein’ no good. She give him a raw 
deal, I guess, and he says he won’t, have nothin’ to do with her iinlest she 
comes to him first. She’s got^ a -pile o’ money, he says, so he ain’t worryia’ : 
about her.” ■ ' / . ■ c 

The gentleman under ' discpssioa entered the cafe and swaggered to 
Tommy’s table, while the whole room turned to look. 
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Midge was the picture of hedth despite a slightly colored eye and an 
ear that seemed to have no opening. But perhaps it was not his healthiness 
that drew all eyes. His diamond horse-shoe tie pin, his purple cross-striped 
shirt, his orange shoes and his light blue suit fairly screamed for atten- 
tion. 

‘‘Where you been?” he asked Tommy. “I been lookin’ all over for you.” 
“Set, down,” said his manager. 

“No time,” said Midge. “Fm goin’ down to the w’arf and see ’em unload 
.the, fish.” ' ' 

“Shake hands with my brother Dan,” said Tommy. 

Midge shook with the Holyoke Haley. 

“If you’re Tommy’s brother, you’re O. K. with me,” said Midge, and the 
brothers beamed with pleasure. 

Dan moistened his lips and murmured an embarrassed reply, but it was 
lost on the young gladiator. 

“Leave me take twenty,” Midge was saying. “I prob’ly won’t need it, but 
I don’t like to be caught short.” 

Tommy parted with a twenty-dollar bill and recorded the transaction in 
a small black book the insurance company had given him for Christmas. 

“But,” he said, “it won’t cost you no twenty to look at them fish. Want 
me to go along?” 

“No,” said Midge hastily. “You and your brother here prob’ly got a lot 
to say to each other.” 

“Well,” said Tommy, “don’t take no bad money and don’t get lost And 
you better be back at four o’clock and lay down a w’ile.” 

“I don’t need no rest to beat this guy,” said Midge. “He’irdo enough 
layin’ down for the both of us.” 

And laughing even more than the jest called for, he strode out through 
the fire of admiring and startled glances. 

The corner of Boylston and Tremont was the nearest Midge got to the 
wharf, but the lady awaiting him was doubtless a more dazzling sight than 
the catch of the luckiest Massachusetts fisherman. She could talk, too — 
probably better than the fish. 

“O you Kid!” she said, flashing a few silver teeth among the gold. “O 
you fighting man!” 

Midge smiled up at her. 

“Well go somewheres and get a drink,” he said. “One won’t hurt.” 

In New Orleans, five months after he had rearranged the map of Bud 
Cross for the third time, Midge finished training for his championship 
bout with the Dutchman. ■ 

Back in his hotel after the final workout, Midge stopped to chat with 
some of the boys from up north, who had made the long trip to see a 
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champion dethroned, for the result of this bout was so nearly a foregone 
conclusion that even the experts had guessed it. 

Tommy Haley secured the key and the mail and ascended to the Kelly 
suite. He was bathing when Midge came in, half an hour later. 

‘'Any mail?” asked Midge. 

“There on the bed,” replied Tommy from the tub. 

Midge picked up the stack of letters and postcards and glanced them 
over. From the pile he sorted out three letters and laid them on the table. 
The rest he tossed into the waste-basket. Then he picked up the three and 
sat for a few moments holding them, while his eyes gazed off into space. 
At length he looked again at the three unopened letters in liis hand; then 
he put one in his pocket and tossed the other two at the basket. They 
missed their target and fell on the floor. 

“Hell!” said Midge, and stoopixig over picked them up. 

He opened one postmarked Milwaukee and read : 

Dear Husband: 

I have wrote to you so manny times and got no anser and I dont kno%v if you 
ever got them, so I am writeing again in the hopes you will get this letter and 
anser, I dont like to bother you with my trubles and I would not only for the 
baby and I am not asking you should write to me but only send a little money 
and I am not asking for myself but the baby has not been well a day scnce last 
Aug. and the dr. told me she cant live much longer unless I give her better food 
and thats impossible the way things are. Lou has not been working for a year 
and what I make dont hardley pay for the rent. I am not asking for you to give 
me any money, but only you should send what I loaned when convenient and I 
think it amts, to about $36.00. Please try and send that amt. and it will help me, 
but if you cant send the whole amt. try and send me something. 

Your wife, 

. . . ■ EmmA" 


Midge tore the letter into a hundred pieces and scattered them over the 
floor. 

“Money, money, money!” he said. “They must think I'm made o’ money. 
I s'pose the old woman s after it too.” 

He opened his mother's letter: 

dear Michael Connie wonted me to rite and say you must beet the duichnian 
and he is sur you wull and wonted me to say we wont yc»u to rite and tell us 
about it, but I gess you ha vent no tinie to rite or we herd from you lojig beflore 
this but I wish you would rite jest a line or 2 boy becaus it wukl be better for 
Connie then a bar! of medisin. It wuld help me to keep things going if you send 
me money now and then when you can spair it but if you cant send no money 
try and fine time to rite aiettef onley a few lines and it will please ’Connie, jest 
think boy he hasent got out of Bed; in over 3 yrs, Connie says good luck. 

' Your Mother, 
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‘1 thought so/ said Midge. '‘They’re all alike.” 

Ihe third letter was from New York. It read: 

FIon: — This is the last letter you will get from me before your champ, but I will 
send you a telegram Saturday, but I can’t say as much in a telegram as in a letter 
and I am writeing this to let you know I am thinking of you and praying for 
good luck. ■ — 

Lick him good hon and don’t wait no longer than you have to and don’t forget 
to Wire me as soon as its over. Give him that little old left of yours on the nose 
hon and don’t be afraid of spoiling his good looks because he couldn’t be no 
homlier than he is. But don’t let him spoil my baby’s pretty face. You won’t will 
■you hon. 

Well hon 1 would give anything to be there and see it, but I guess you love 
Haley better than me or you wouldn’t Let him keep me away. But when your 
champ hon we can do as we please and tell Haley to go to the devil. 

Well hon I will send you a telegram Saturday and I almost forgot to tell you I 
will need some more money, a couple hundred say and you v/ill have to wire it 
to me as soon as you get this. You will won’t you hon. 

I will send you a telegram Saturday and remember hon I am pulling for you. 

Weil good-by sweetheart and good luck. 

Grace 

“They’re all alike,” said Midge. “Money, money, money.” 

Tommy Haley, shining from his ablutions, came in from the adjoining 
room. 

“Thought you’d be layin’ down,” he said. 

“I’m goin’ to,” said Midge, unbuttoning his orange shoes. 

“Ill call you at six and you can eat up here without no bugs to pester 
you. I got to go down and give them birds their tickets,” 

“Did you hear from Goldberg asked Midge. 

“Didn’t I tell you.^ Sure; fifteen weeks at five hundred, if we win. And 
we can get a guarantee o’ twelve thousand, with privileges either in New 
York or Milwaukee.” 

“Who with.?” 

“Anybody that’ll stand up in front of you. You don’t care who it is, do 
you.?” 

“Not me. Hi make 'em all look like a monkey.” 

“Well you better lay down aw’ile.” 

“Oh, say, wire two hundred to Grace for me, will you.? Right away; the 

New York address.” 

“Two hundred! You just sent her three hundred last Sunday.” 

“Well, what the hell do you care?”, ' 

“All right, all right. Don’t get sore about it. Anything else ?” 

“That’s all,” said Midge, and dropped' onto the bed. ' ' ' 'y' ' '• ’ 

' *'Arid I want the deed done before! come 'back,” said Grace as she rose^ 
from the table. “You wonliall down 00 me, w'iii7ou,.hbn?” ■ F' ' '• 
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‘‘Leave , it to me/’ said Midge. '“And don’t spend no more than , you 
have to.” , 

Grace smiled a farewell and left the cafe. Midge continued to sip his 
coffee and read his paper. 

They were in Chicago and they were in the middle of Midge’s first week 
in vaudeville. He had come straight north to reap the rewards of his glori* 
'ous: victory over the .broken-down Dutchman. , A. fortnight had' been spent 
in learning his act, which consisted of a gymnastic exhibition and a ten- 
minutes’ monologue on the various excellences of Midge Kelly. And now 
he was twice daily turning ’em away from the Madison Theatre. 

His breakfast over and his paper read, Midge sauntered into the lobby 
and asked for his key. He then beckoned to a bell-boy, who had been 
hoping for that very honor. 

“Find Haley, Tommy Haley,” said Midge. “Tell him to come up to my 
room.” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. Kelly,” said the boy, and proceeded to break all his former 
records for diligence. 

Midge was looking out of his seventh-story window when Tommy 
answered the summons. 

“What’ll it be?” inquired his manager. 

There was a pause before Midge replied. 

“Haley,” he said, “twenty-five per cent’s a whole lot o’ money.” 

“I guess I got it cornin’, ain’t I?” said Tommy. 

“I don’t see how you figger it. I don’t see where you’re worth it to me.” 

“Well,” said Tommy, “I didn’t expect nothin’ like this, I thought you was 
satisfied with the bargain. I don’t want to beat nobody out o’ nothin', but 
I don’t see where you could have got anybody else that would of did all I 
done for you.” 

“Sure, that’s all right,” said the champion. “You done a lot for me in 
Philly. And you got good money for it, didn’t you?” 

“I ain’t makin’ no holler. Still and all, the big money’s still ahead of us 
yet. And if it hadn’t of been for me, you wouldn’t of never got within grab- 
bin’ distance.” 

“Oh, I guess I could of went along all right,” said Midge. “Who was it 
that hung that left on the Dutchman’s jaw, me or you?” 

“Yes, but you wouldn’t been in the ring with the Dutchman if it wasn’t 
for how I handled you.” 

“Well, this won’t get us nowheres. The idear is that you ain’t worth no 
twenty-five per cent now and it don’t make no diff’rence what come off a 
year or two ago.” 

“Don’t it?” said Tommy. “I’d s£iy it made a whole lot of difference ” 

“Well, I say it don’t and I guess that settles it.” 

' ;.;,v“Look here, Midge, ’’'Tommy^saidjoT thought I was fair with you, but if 
;jou don’t think so, Fm willin’, to hear what you think is fair. I don’t want 
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Eobody cailin* me a Sherlock. Let’s -go down to business and sign up. a con- 
tracl W,hat’s your figger?” 

“I ain’t .namin’ no figger,” Midge replied. “Fm sayin’ that twenty-five’s 
too much. Now what a.,re you willin’ to take?” 

: “How about twenty?” 

“Twenty’s too much,” said Kelly. 

'“What ain’t too much?” asked Tommy. 

“Well, Haley, I might as well give it to you straight. They ain’t nothin’ 
that ain’t too much.” 

“You .mean you don’t want me at no figger?” 

“That’s the idear.” . 

There was a minute’s silence. Then Tommy Haley walked toward the 
door. 

“Midge,” he said, in a choking voice, “you’re makin’ a big mistake, boy. 
You can’t throw down your best friends and get away with it. That damn 
woman will riiiii you.” 

Midge sprang fro.m. his seat. 

“You shut your mouth!” he stormed. “Get out o’ here before they have to 
carry you out. You been spongin’ off o’ me long enough. Say one more 
word about the girl or about anything else and you’ll get what the Dutch- 
man got. Now get out!” 

And Tommy Haley, having a very vivid memory of the Dutchmans face 
as he fell, got out. 

Grace came in later, dropped her numerous bundles on the lounge and 
perched herself on the arm of Midge’s chair. 

“Well?” she said. 

“Well,” said Midge, “I got rid of him.” 

“Good boy!” said Grace. “And now I think you might give me that 
twe.ntyTive. per cent.” 

“Besides the seventy-five you’re already gettin’P” said Midge. 

“Don’t be no grouch, hon. You don’t look pretty when you’re grouchy.” 

“It ain’t my business to look pretty,” Midge replied. 

“Wait till you see how I look with the stuff I bought this mornin’!” 

Midge glanced at the bundles on the lounge. 

“There’s Haley’s twenty-five per cent,” he said, “and then some.” 

The champion did not remain long without a manager. Haley’s successor 
was none other than Jerome Harris, who saw in Midge a better meal ticket 
than his popular-priced musical show had been. 

The contract, giving Mr. Harris twenty-five per cent of Midge’s earnings, 
was signed in Detroit the week after Tommy Haley had heard his dismis- 
sal read. It had taken Midge just six days to learn that a popular actor 
cannot get on without the ministrations of a man who thinks, talks and 
means business. At first Grace. objected to the. new member of the firm, but 
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when Mr., Harris' Lad: deinanded ' and "S'ecured from the .vaudeville., people a 
oiie-hundred'dollar increase in Midge’s weekly stipend, she was convinced 
that the charripion had acted for the best; 

' '‘You and niy missus will have some great old times,”. Harris told Grace, 
‘Td of wired her to Join us herey only I seen the Kid’s bookin’ takes us to 
Milwaukee next week, and that’s where she is.” 

But when they were introduced in the Milwaukee hotel, Grace admitted 
to herself that her feeling for Mrs. Harris could hardly be called love at 
first sight. Midge, on the contrary/gave his new manager’s wife the many 
times over and seemed loath to end the feast of his eyes. 

“Some doll,” he said to Grace when they were alone, 

“Doll is right,” the lady replied, “and sawdust where her brains ought to 
be.” ..' 

‘Tm li’ble to steal that baby,” said Midge, and he smiled as he noted the 
effect of his words on his audience’s face. 

On Tuesday of the Milwaukee week the champion successfully defended 
his title in a bout that the newspapers never reported. Midge was alone in 
his room that morning when a visitor entered without knocking. The visi- 
tor was Lou Hersch, 

Midge turned white at sight of him. 

“What do you want?” he demanded. 

“I guess you know,” said Lou Hersch. “Your wife’s starvin’ to death and 
your baby’s starvin’ to death and I’m starvin’ to death. And you’re dirty 
with money.” 

“Listen,” said Midge, “if it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t never saw your 
sister. And, if you ain’t man enough to hold a job, v/hat’s that to me? The 
best thing you can do is keep away from me.” 

“You give me a piece o’ money and I’ll go.” 

Midge’s reply to the ultimatum was a straight right to his brother-in- 
law’s narrow chest. 

“Take that home to your sister.” 

And after Lou Hersch had picked himself up and slunk away, Midge 
thought: “It‘s lucky I didn’t give him my left or Fd of croaked him. And if 
I’d hit him in the stomach, I’d of broke his spine.” 

There was a party after each evening performance during the Milwaukee 
engagement. The wine flowed freely and Midge had more of it than 
Tommy Haley ever vmild have permitted him. Mr. Harris offered no ob- 
jection, which was possibly just as well for his own physical comfort. 

Ill the dancing between drinks j Midge had his new manager’s wife for a 
partner as often as Grace. The' latter’s face as she floundered round in the 
arms of the portly Harris, belied her frequent protestations that she was 
having the time of her life. ' . 

Several times that week," Midge thought Grace was on the point of start- 
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ingthe quarrel :'he. hoped to have. But .it was not, until .Friday-nigHt.that she 
accommodated. He and Mrs. Harris had disappeared after the matinee and 
when Grace saw him again at the close of the night show, she came to the 
point at once. 

“What are you tryiih to pull off.?” she demanded. 

“It’s none o’ your business, is it.?” said Midge. 

“'You bet it’s my business; mine and Harris’s. You cut it short or you’ll 
find out.” 

“Listen,” said Midge, “have you got a mortgage on me or somethin’ ? You 
talk like we was married.” 

“We’re goin’ to be, too. And to-morrow’s as good a time as any.” 

“Just about,” Midge said. “You got as much chanct o’ marryin’ me to- 
morrow as the next day or next year and that ain’t no chanct at all.” 

“We’ll find out,” said Grace. 

“You’re the one that’s got somethin’ to find out.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean I’m married already.” 

■“You lie!”. 

“You think so, do you? Well, s’pose you go to this here address and get 
acquainted with my missus.” 

Midge scrawled a number on a piece of paper and handed it to her. She 
stared at it unseeingly, 

“Well,” said Midge, “I ain’t kiddin’ you. You go there and ask for Mrs. 
Michael Kelly, and if you don’t find her, I’ll marry you to-morrow before 
breakfast.” ■'■'■ 

Still Grace stared at the scrap of paper. To Midge it seemed an age be- 
fore she spoke again. 

“You lied to me all this w’ile.” 

“You never ast me was I married. What’s more, what the hell diff’rence 
did it make to you? You got a split, didn’t you? Better’n fifty-fifty.” 

He started away. 

“Where you goin’?” 

“Fm goin’ to meet Harris and his wife.” 

“I’m goin’ with you. You’re not goin’ to shake me now.” 

“Yes, I am, too,” said Midge quietly.- “When I leave town to-morrow 
night, you’re going to stay here. And. if I see where you’re goin’ to make a 
fuss, 111 put you in a hospital where they’ll keep you quiet. You can get 
your stuff to-morrow mornin’ and I’ll slip you a hundred bucks. And then 
I don’t want to see no more o’ you. And don’t try and tag along now or 
I’ll have to add another K. O. to the old recordC , 

When Grace returned to the hotel that night^ she discovered that Midge 
and the Harrises had moved to another, And when Midge left town the 
following night, he was again without; a rhanager,. and Mr. Harris was with- 
out a wife. ; ’ ' h ; /' ■ 
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Three days prior to Midge Kelly’s ten-round bout with Young Milton in 
New York City, the sporting editor of The Nem s-ssigned Joe Morgan to 
write two or three thousand words about the champion to run with a 
picture lay-out for Sunday. 

Joe Morgan dropped in at Midge’s training quarters Friday afternoon. 
Midge, he learned, was doing road work, but Midge’s manager, Wallie 
Adams, stood ready and willing to supply reams of dope about the greatest 
fighter of the age. 

‘'Let’s hear what you’ve got,” said Joe, “and then 111 try to fix up some- 
thing.”''::,. 

So Wallie stepped on the accelerator of his imagination and shot away. 

“Just a kid; that’s ail he is; a regular boy. Get what I mean.? Don’t know 
the meanin’ o’ bad habits. Never tasted liquor in his life and would prob’bly 
get sick if he smelled it. Clean livin’ put him up where he’s at. Get what I 
mean.? And modest and unassumin’ as a school girl. He’s so quiet you 
wouldn’t never know he was round. And he’d go to jail before he’d talk 
about himself. 

“No job at all to get him in shape, ’cause he’s always that way. The only 
trouble we have with him is gettin’ him to light into these poor bums they 
match him up with. He’s scared he’ll hurt somebody. Get what I mean.? 
He’s tickled to death over this match with Milton, ’cause everybody says 
Milton can stand the gaiff. Midge’ll maybe be able to cut loose a little this 
time. But the last two bouts he had, the guys hadn’t no business in the 
ring with him, and he was holdin’ back all the w’ile for the fear he’d kill 
somebody. Get what I mean.?” 

“Is he married.?” inquired Joe. 

“Say, you’d think he was married to hear him rave about them kiddies 
he’s got. His fam’ly’s up in Canada to their summer home and Midge is 
wild to get up there with ’em. He thinks more o’ that wife and them kiddies 
than all the money in the world. Get what I mean?” 

“How many children has he.?” 

“I don’t know, four or five, I guess. All boys and every one of ’em a dead 
ringer for their dad.” 

“Is his father living,?” 

“No, the old man died when he was a kid. But he’s got a grand old 
mother and a kid brother out in Chi. They’re the first ones he thinks about 
after a match, them and his wife and kiddies. And he don’t forget to send 
the old woman a thousand bucks after every bout. He’s going to buy her 
a new home as soon as they pay him off for this match.” 

“How about his brother? Is he going to tackle the game?” 

“Sure, and Midge says he’ll be a champion before he’s twenty years old. 
They’re a fightin’ fam’ly and all of ’em honest and straight as a die. Get 
what I mean? A fella that L can’t tell you his name come to Midge in 
Milwaukee onct and wanted him to throw a fight and Midge give him such 
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a trimmin’ ia the street that he couldn’t go on that night. That’s the kind 
he is. Get ¥/hat I mean?” 

Joe Morgan hung around the camp until Midge and his trainers returned. 

“One o’ the boys from The Net4/s/' said Wallie by way of introduction. 
“I been giviiV him your fam’ly hist’ry.” 

“Did he give you good dope?” he inquired. 

“He’s some historian,” said Joe. 

“Don’t call me no names,” said Wallie smiling. “Call us up if they’s any- 
thing more you want. And keep your eyes on us Monday night. Get what 
I mean?” 

The story in Sunday’s Netm was read by thousands of lovers of the manly 
art. It was well written and full of human interest. Its slight inaccuracies 
went unchallenged, though three readers, besides Wallie Adams and Midge 
Kelly, saw and recognized them. The three were Grace, Tommy Haley and 
Jerome Harris and the comments they made were not for publication. 

Neither the Mrs. Kelly in Chicago nor the Mrs. Kelly in Milwaukee knew 
that there was such a paper as the New York Neu/s. And even if they had 
known of it and that it contained two columns of reading matter about 
Midge, neither mother nor wife could have bought it. For The News on 
Sunday is a nickel a copy. 

Joe Morgan could have written more accurately, no doubt, if instead of 
Wallie Adams, he had interviewed Ellen Kelly and Connie Kelly and 
Emma Kelly and Lou Hersch and Grace and Jerome Harris and Tommy 
Haley and Hap Collins and two or three Milwaukee bartenders. 

But a story built on their evidence would never have passed the sporting 
editor. 

“Suppose you can prove it,” that gentleman would have said. “It wouldn’t 
get us anything but abuse to print it. The people don’t want to see him 
knocked. He’s champion.” 


A BALAAM 

Arnold 

(1887- ) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


hloTHiNG IN LIFE is morc forlom than looking back in vain regret. And, 
worse, to be an aging woman without a future and to sit on an afternoon of 
cold and drizzling rain, when it is neither autumn nor winter, looking out 
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o£ a window in a provincial town on a street that apes the ostentation of a 
capital city; and to see it all in the naked dreariness and desolation of a 
ghoulish shadow-world, on whose altar you have a short while ago sacrificed 
a daughter , a young and lovely and unreflecting life cut short by a 
sudden, shamefaced, senseless death, a death caused by the attempt to 
procure an abortion, a painful, backstairs death, '‘as the law enjoined.” She 
had yielded to the fear of people’s tongues, in the pitiful and yet so human 
shrinking from scandal, meaning glances, pointing fingers, gossip. And to 
have to realise over and over again that this human frailty had instantly 
taken its revenge upon her, at once and unforeseeably; and her husband 
chose this very moment to leave her, to cast off the last shreds of a common 
life, as he might the bed-clothes of a bed in which he had slept too long, 
jumped up and went off and was no more heard of . . . and free now to 
live a new life, left his discarded wife behind as an empty oyster-shell fit 
only for the rubbish-heap where it properly belonged — without urgent 
cares or urgent needs^ without joy or occupation or point or meaning . . . 
A bulky letter had lain unopened on the table for the last two days— per- 
haps anonymous and stuffed full of slander or hideous congratulations on 
being quit of a husband Who— and then a torrent of gossip like an opened 
sewer, giving the names of waitresses and prostitutes and barmaids in the 
neighbouring town with the exact day and time, which enabled her to 
detect the barefaced lies; for they were often the very nights on which she 
and her husband had been accusing each other of Use’s death in violent 
storms of mutual recrimination . . . Well, she would drain the cup to the 
dregs. Better the acrid stench of gossip than this grey and dreary drizzle 
against a background of stucco caryatids and stucco facades and shop- 
windows full of objects in whose motionless immutability she saw her own 
life staring out at her: a life of marking time, a life that numbly ran to 
waste. For such a life it was indeed worth while to suffer birth and 
death! 

She looked first at the signature: the letter was from a young medical 
student who three days before had chosen not to take off his hat to her. 
She had sadly mentioned his rudeness to his mother when she met her at 
church the day before yesterday. But he was a good fellow, a friend of 
Use’s, and she could read his letter with a quiet mind:— 

“Dear Madam, 

“My mother tells me you complained to her of my rudeness in not taking 
my hat off to you. You were kind enough to add that possibly it was my 
first term at the university that encouraged me to forget my manners and 
how to behave to a lady. This gives me the right to explain myself and I 
shall do so; but I warn' you that my explanation will be a counter-attack, 
and a bitter one, which will ^ve you further cause to complain of my 
manners. But. I don’t care, a hang for good manners and if you don’t like 
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it you are not compelled to, read this letter,-, .which -wili possibly ,, be - a Io,ng 
■■one. , 

“I refused to take, my hat off to you, -yesterday before my : departure, , as 
in the ordinary course of things I should have done, because my bile rose 
at the sight of your mourning and long black veil; I felt a hatred of you that 
no words can express and tonight, as I write, it makes me shudder as if I 
were in a fever. I have before my eyes at this moment the last (and very 
charming) photograph taken of your daughter, whom you lost five months 
ago. She is smiling, dressed in white and holding her tennis racket, and she 
looks triumphantly out at m.e as she used to do when playing with Egon B. 
against me and someone else. Now^ you can go and plant roses on her 
grave out there in the cemetery. Yes, I don’t spare you and I shall not spare 
you; you deserve all this and more. Don’t imagine I am so childish as to 
think you neglected to do everything in your power to save the dear girl’s 
life. You were mmch too fond of her for that and you would not have 
spared yourself even if she had not been your only child, for no one could 
accuse you of not having been ‘a good mother.’ 

'‘But I am forgetting to account clearly and precisely for my behaviour. 
It is on that and not on an apology that this letter turns. You are not a 
person one take one’s hat off to.” 

She raised her eyes from the paper: he knows nothing, poor fool; but 
what is he driving at? Has he some dim suspicion? Oh no, this Quixotic 
childishness is a thrust in the dark and yet it strikes home: it is true I 
deserve to be cut, for I have been cowardly, oh, so cowardly . . . She read 
on in resignation. 

“Bear with me if I now recall things you know already — the years our 
families have been acquainted and how young Use and I were when we 
first played croquet together under the old chestnut trees in our garden. 
She was nine and w^ore short dresses and her beautiful browm hair w^as 
loose for the wind or the reverent hands of a boy to play with. It came on 
to rain and then we both took shelter under the trees or flattened our 
noses against a window-pane and Use told me she wanted to die very, 
very youBg and then she would not have to leave school, and she was 
going to die on her feet, struck by lightning; for she had heard some such 
alarming tale in the history lesson. I was only twelve then and I listened 
with awe and my flesh crept. I remember all this and much more, for my 
head is a whole gallery of such pictures. . , 

“Later on, my mother used to say , in joke that she had arranged our 
future for us and I confess it w^as my, greatest delight to imagine what it 
would be like when we were married. , Use ,. quite approved of the scheme; 
she thought we suited each otherwery/ well because,: I.. taller, and an 
obliging playfellow (I used always to pick - up .her balls: for her at tennis)-.; 
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and when I once hotly took up the defence of blue eyes against all others 
in the world, she gave me afterwards our one and only kiss. You remem- 
ber those blue eyes of hers. She was fourteen by that time and when she 
was fifteen she got to know Egon Bucksbach on my birthday in my room. 
I was eighteen and up to six months ago I often had good reason to curse 
that occasion. I do so no longer. 

'1 grant that even in those days I shared your dislike of that elegant and 
precocious youth; but Use loved him. He was her first love. Do you re- 
member what that means Can you imagine with what eyes she saw him? 
Her first . , . For as for loving me — ^it never occurred to her; I was always 
there, her playfellow and brother. She did not even notice that I felt dif- 
ferently, What would have been the point? I soon knew all about it. Even 
today when I am twenty and should look back on that time with detach- 
ment, even today I am amazed to see how much one could suffer over so 
little. It is that time which makes me your enemy. Not on my account. 
You wished me well; you regarded us as engaged — but you were deceived. 
It was then that I began to hate you; for, listen, I was the confidant of both 
... Use came to me, naturally, and he ... he did the same as a matter 
of course. 

“Do you begin to see now what the crime is I accuse you of? From the 
day you first tumbled to it that Use took to Bucksbach (it needed mar- 
vellous penetration to tumble to it with a child of her age) you treated 
her as though she were a thief or had gone on the streets. You used words 
to her that the child only dimly understood. You looked at her in ways 
that made her wretched. You didn’t beat her — that is not done nowadays, 
of course — ^but in her hearing you called down God’s mercy on ‘this crea- 
ture’. Use still believed in God. You locked her in her room; you crept in 
on tiptoe to take her by surprise; you stole her diary; you rummaged 
through her bed and cupboards for letters. You forced her to swear never 
to speak or write to him again; and then never dreamt of trusting to her 
word. 

“You did all this to her, not to mention all the pinpricks, looks and 
glances with which one woman can torture another who has to live with 
her on the closest terms without any means of defence. In any case, Use had 
no wish to defend herself, for she thought herself very sinful. 

“How do I know all this? From her tears and ail she told me. It lessens 
your guilt in my eyes that tears mean little to a woman, because from an 
early age they are easily at her command; besides that, your unhappy mar- 
riage and your jealousy — ^for the motive of what you did was not maternal 
solicitude but jealousy — disposed you early on to read a vulgar meaning 
into anything that happened; but I who was a boy at that time could see 
how terribly you upset her and how bitterly her young heart suffered. Use 
came to me to weep her heart out, to lean upon me for sympathy and 
consolation, to hear from my lip$ whether she had really been so low a 


A BALAAM 


1063 


creature as you never tired of reproaching her with being. And once, when 
you had shed tears over her, it took me all my time to restrain her from an 
act of desperation; the poor child was so shattered and tortured. A 
mother’s tears! You should have seen her! You should have heard her! How 
humbly she bowed before you, how she accused herself, how she acknowh 
edged you were right. She never disputed your authority, never com- 
plained of you, never got indignant — she was only miserably unhappy. 

“The affair with him lasted three months, her martyrdom fifteen. I know 
she let him kiss her, but only at the very end and very shyly; as far as I 
know it happened on eight or nine occasions. You see how deeply I was in 
their confidence; they hid nothing from me. Not even he. I heard his con- 
fession, I cheered him up when he flung himself in despair in the corner 
of the sofa, I bore with his self-accusations when he put all the blame on 
himself and said he was not worth siijffering so much for . . . This con- 
ceited fop knew his own worthlessness compared with our little girl . . . 

“ 'Oh, God,’ he used to groan, 1 do not deserve her. She is far above me 
and now she has to go through all this.’ 

“He read me her letters; as I said before, he was a cad. Well, even if 
I had not always known what a wonderful child Use was those fifteen let- 
ters and notes wmuld have opened my eyes. I have them still. He had to 
hand them over to me so that Use could truthfully assure you that he had 
not a line of hers in his possession. This precious treasure is in my hands 
and it is a real treasury of her beloved soul for ever. I would not part with 
it for anything in the world and if I thought I could ever smile over it I 
would prefer not to live. But I shall never sink so low. 

“I know that all your hatred condensed to a fear lest Use and Bucks- 
bach might reach the point that experienced and sex-conscious women 
almost take for granted in every affair between young people. I hardly 
need assure you that no such thought ever entered either Use’s head or his, 
although to you it seemed so likely. For the child’s innocence was so com- 
plete that it put even him far from any idea of endangering it. 

“I know all about schoolgirls nowadays. I know what they talk about 
when they get together in dark corners. And I know how they talk about 
it. One often shudders at the thought of marrying such girls. Use was never 
one of them; her innocence passed by such things unscathed. 

“And yet for the last fifteen months of her life you filled her tender heart 
with unhappiness to overflowing. Perhaps you did not know that there 
were children who died of wounds which others scarcely feel. You drove her 
to despair, you laid her happy life waste, you brought her feelings to con- 
fusion and made her long for release. She did not kill herself — ^but when 
her terrible illness came I can well believe she gave way to it with relief 
and without a struggle. She died — darling beautiful girl who had not 
harmed a soul and who gladdened every eye with the sight of her flying 
hair. She died at the age of seventeen and a half before she had tasted the 
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happiness of life or known more of love than its torment . . . I was far 
away when , she died. : : 

“I knew nothing of her illness; when at last I heard from home that Use 
Arlesius was IM it was too late to do anything. I have often blamed myself 
since for not having been more comfort to her during her brief existence. 
It is true that after her last meeting with Buckshach (it was a heart- 
rending parting in sobs and tears) she made me swear never to speak of 
their meeting again; but perhaps she might have consented to it if I had 
been more persistent. It was my luke-warmness, my indolence, my ridicu- 
lous egoism that persuaded me my turn would perhaps come if only the 
other were forgotten. I have really no right to write this letter. 

'T was told (when I went home a few days ago) that Use often spoke 
of me in her last painful and feverish hours, that she asked for me and 
hoped— it fills me with joy and despair to think of it — ^I might in some way 
alleviate her suffering. Perhaps it was because she never omitted in childish 
solemnity to put my ‘stud: med:’ on the cards she sent me. Perhaps it was 
because she knew from of old that I always did what I could to spare her 
suffering or to lessen it. Ah yes . . . Now all that is over and there is noth- 
ing left but the mound of her grave, where the wreathes and flowers 
wither. It is somewhat of a shock to me to find myself incapable of accept- 
ing a fact: I would gladly dispute the logical conclusion of an indis- 
putable proposition, namely, that the dead are dead and that I shall never 
see her again or hear her voicCj whereas I still have all her movements, 
every tone of her voice, whether vexed or sad or playful, so clearly in niy 
memory that some remote resemblance often makes me start, and hope 
that it is she who is speaking . . . which, as you will admit, is somewhat 
crazed:’:'.;;,., 

“And I will confess, too, that during the first months of bitter affliction 
I regretted that my medical scepticism had forced me to regard spiritualism 
and everything of the sort once and for all as rubbish, fraud and self- 
deception. 

“We have lost her, you and I. Perhaps when the year comes to an end 
you and I will be the only ones to remember her at all. We are united in 
that. Believe me, I shudder to think of your last few months — walking all 
alone through the rooms where every inch was loaded with memories of 
your child, opening and shutting doors whose cool metal handles were so 
often warmed by Use’s hand, going up to cupboards where her pretty 
dresses hung, untouched and folded, the white ones and the brown and the 
sea-blue trimmed with fur that I loved so much. Oh no, I do not envy you 
all you have suffered! And the weeks of nursing and the three days after- 
wards; and what you must have had to bear, strong as you are, when Use’s 
death hastened the separation from your husband; and then your sleepless 
nights, while the past twitched picture Mter' picture before your eyes . . . 
To what loneliness we are left, you andT. How sadly we miss the delightful 


A BALAAM 


1065 


laughter and the darling solemnness’- of ourilse! L at least,, know that life 
will bring new claims on my affections,' that youth and its desires will 
unite to dim my memories and arouse new feelings. I shall never forget 
Use, -for she is part, and the loveliest part, of my boyhood, but I shall think 
of her more calmly, more seldom— in time. But you! I shudder to think, of 
your evenings, to think that your future is nothing but a chain of grief, a 
glaring mirror of the past, as you sit alone and hemmed in by pain within 
your four walls, where the presence of your husband had become intol- 
erable, Oh, if I could only be of some help to you. Couldn’t we talk some- 
times of her whom we have lost? Couldn’t we comfort each other by re- 
calling our happy memories of her, now she is far removed from all pain? 
We human beings are so irresponsible in what v/e do, so innocent of what 
we suffer . . . All we do to make others suffer is so full of the best inten- 
tions, so overborne by forces over which we have no controL Do we hate? 
Do we love ? I do not know. I feel it is something outside us that makes us 
love and hate, makes us do things that give us pleasure, things of which we 
suffer, things of which we perish. Perhaps it is in our blood; perhaps it is 
only something that has happened to us, or somewhere near us, days 
before. Then influences of all sorts come to us in dreams. And so, do not 
take too hardly all that came to you and Use. Perhaps years of sorrow and 
bitter tears and sadness might have been her lot — perhaps we can be happy 
in her death. It is never safe to be alive. 

“My mother and I will always be glad to see you, I in any case. I may be 
young but I have suffered. And suffering brings people together. Do not 
refuse me, let me still enjoy in days of sorrow the friendship you showed 
me in happier ones. 

“Yours, 

“Joachim.” 

“P.S. 

“Now that I have finished this wild letter in the wrought-up state I am 
in tonight, I remember that I began in quite another mood, a mood of hos- 
tility. I cannot bring myself to read it through; it called up what has been 
too vividly, too violently. I leave myself and my perhaps brutal tactlessness 
to your mercy. I beg you from my heart to forgive me all ... I will call 
tomorrow afternoon to know whether you forgive me. I will bring Use’s let- 
ters with me and I beseech you urgently to pardon me. 

“Yours J.” 

A man of God! As soon as she had put the letter down on the window- 
ledge she laughed — a bitter, noiseless laugh— over this Balaam who set out 
to curse and ended by blessing and whose curse , and blessing were equally 
and touchingly wide of the mark—- a laugh' that dissolved her bitterness in 
tears. Suddenly she saw herself with alarming clearness. She saw a woman 
who had been guilty of much petty malice in the name of love. A woman 
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who had kaown as little of her daughter as this boy had, whose love spoke 
in every line as clearly as the chirping of the grasshoppers from the grass 
at the edge of a field, incessant, scarcely audible above other sounds, but 
in the silence as loud as a surging sea. Oh yes, what horror and misery to be 
young in the world today, at a time when old conventions were no longer 
binding and new ones were not yet taken for granted: the loneliness and 
sorrow that fell to that child’s, her Use’s, lot, thousands of Uses, thousands 
of Joachims were suffering at that very moment. They were no exception 
to the common run; it was simply that new ideas took possession of good 
and bad alike — and it was just the best that suffered because they could not 
bear the break with the past . . . But, if the young had these problems, a 
woman who had no ties could find work to do. She must learn to help 
people. She must learn midwifery and the care of children and all that 
went with it. Then her martyrdom would not have been in vain: she had 
learnt her lesson and could teach others; she could teach the old to have 
more discernment and youth to show more trust. 

The rain came drearily down, but she saw it no longer with the listless 
eyes of one whose purpose in life had gone; she had received a blessing 
from the letter of a sorrowing lover and found her calling — the conver- 
sion of youth, perhaps, from its furtive precocity. She had been given 
strength to break away from her ladylike existence, to atone for the sin of 
cowardice by practical work in a place where no one knew her. She would 
dedicate her daily labours to youth here and now in the harshness of city 
life, where men lived and died unregarded, callously exploited as a piece 
of wood in which ants hollow out their tunnels and rear their broods and 
have their being, until at last it moulders away. 

OLD MAN MINICK 

Edna Ferber 


H IS wife* had always spoiled him outrageously. No doubt of that. Take, 
for example, the matter of the pillows merely. Old man Minick slept high. 
That is, he thought he slept high. He liked two plump pillows on his side 
of the great, wide, old-fashioned cherry bed. He would sink into them with 
a vast grunting and sighing and puffing expressive of nerves and muscles 
relaxed and gratified. But in the. morning there was always one pillow on 
the floor. He had thrown it there. Always, in the morning, there it lay, its 
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plump white cheek turned reproachfully up at him from the side of the 
bed. Ma Minick knew this, naturally, after forty years of the cherry bed. 
But she never begrudged him that extra pillow. Each morning, when she 
arose, she picked it up on her way to shut the window. Each morning the 
bed was made up with two pillows on his side of it, as usual. 

Then there was the window. Ma Minick liked it open wide. Old man 
Minick, who rather prided himself on his modernism (he called it being up 
to date) was distrustful of the night air. In the folds of its sable mantle 
lurked a swarm of dread things — colds, clammy miasmas, fevers. 

‘'Night air’s just like any other air,” Ma Minick would say, with some 
asperity. Ma Minick was no worm; and as modern as he. So when they 
went to bed the window would be open wide. They would lie there, the 
two old ones, talking comfortably about commonplace things. The kind of 
talk that goes on between a man and a woman who have lived together in 
w^holesome peace (spiced with occasional wholesome bickerings) for more 
than forty years. 

“Remind me to see Gerson to-morrow about that lock on the basement 
door. The paper’s full of burglars.” 

“If I think of it.” She never failed to. 

“George and Nettie haven’t been over in a week now.” 

“Oh, well, young folks . . . Did you stop in and pay that Koritz the fifty 
cents for pressing your suit.f^” 

“By golly, I forgot again! First thing in the morning.” 

A sniff. “Just smell the Yards.” It was Chicago. 

“Wind must be from the west.” 

Sleep came with reluctant feet, but they wooed her patiently. And 
presently she settled down between them and they slept lightly. Usually, 
some time during the night, he awoke, slid cautiously and with infinite 
stealth from beneath the covers and closed the wide-flung window to within 
a bare tw^o inches of the sill. Almost invariably she heard him; but she was 
a wise old woman; a philosopher of parts. She knew better than to allow a 
window to shatter the peace of their marital felicity. As she lay there, smil- 
ing a little grimly in the dark and giving no sign of being awake, she 
thought, “Oh, well, I guess a closed window won’t kill me either.” 

Still, sometimes, just to punish him a little, and to prove that she was 
nobody’s fool, she would wait until he had dropped off to sleep again and 
then she, too, would achieve a stealthy trip to the window and would raise 
it slowly, carefully, inch by inch. 

“How did that window come to be open?” he would say in the morn- 
ing, being a poor dissembler. 

“Window? Why, it’s just the way it was when we went to bed.” And she 
would stoop to pick up the pillow that lay on the floor. 

There was little or no talk of death between this comfortable, active, 
sound-appearing man of almost seventy and this plump capable woman 
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of, ■sixty-si.x. But':,as,.alway,s, •betweeii-- husband and' wife, :.it .was understood 
wordlessly (and without reason) that old man Minick would go first. Not 
that either of them had the slightest intention of going. In fact, when it 
happened they were planning to spend the winter in Califoriiia and per- 
haps live there indefinitely if they liked it and didn’t get too lonesome for 
George and Nettie, and the Chicago smoke, and Chicago noise, and Chi- 
cago smells and rush and dirt. Still, the solid sum paid yearly in insurance 
premiums showed clearly that he meant to leave her in comfort and se- 
curity. Besides, the world is full of widows. Everyone sees that. But how 
many widowers? Few. Widows there are by the thousands; living alone; 
living in hotels; living with married daughters and sons-in-law or married 
sons and daughters-in-law. But of widowers in a like situation there are 
bewilderingly few. And why this should be no one knows. 

So, then. The California trip never materialized. And the year that fol- 
lowed never was quite clear in old man Minick’s dazed mind. In the first 
place, it was the year in which stocks tumbled and broke their backs. Gilt- 
edged securities showed themselves to be tinsel. Old man Minick had retired 
from active business just one year before, meaning to live comfortably on 
the fruit of a half-century’s toil. He now saw that fruit rotting all about 
him. There was in it hardly enough nourishment to sustain them. Then 
came the day when Ma Minick went downtown to see Matthews about 
that pain right here and came home looking shrivelled, talking shrilly about 
nothing, and evading Pa’s eyes. Followed months that were just a jumble 
of agony, X-rays, hope, despair, morphia, nothingness. 

After it was all over: “But I was going first,” old man Minick said, 
dazedly. 

The old house on Ellis near Thirty-ninth was sold for what it would 
bring. George, who knew Chicago real-estate if any one did, said they 
might as well get what they could. Things would only go lower. You’ll 
see. And nobody’s going to have any money for years. Besides, look at the 
neighborhood! 

Old man Minick said George was right. He said everybody was right. 
You would hardly have recognized in this shrunken figure and wattled 
face the spruce and dressy old man whom Ma Minick used to spoil so 
delightfully. “You know best, George, You know best.” He who used to 
stand up to George until Ma, Minick was moved to say, “Now, Pa, you 
don’t know everything.” 

After Matthews’ bills, and the hospital, and the nurses and the medi- 
cines and the thousand and one things were paid there was left exactly 
five hundred dollars a year. 

' “You’re going to make your home with us, Father,” George and Nettie 
said. Alma, too, said this would be the best, Alma, the married daughter, 
lived in Seattle. “Though you know Ferd and I would be only too glad 
to have you.” . , . . ’ . ■ - - ’ y" 
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.Seattle:! The ends of the earth. Oh, no.. Nol -he, protested, every fibre of 
his old frame clinging. to. the accustomed. Seattle, at seventy!., He turned 
piteous eyes on his. son George and his daughter-in-law Nettie. “You’re 
going to make your, home with. us,. Father,” they .reassured him. He clung 
to the.m. gratefully. After it was over Almaw^ent home to her husband .and' 
their child.ren. . 

' ' So now he. lived with George and Nettie in the fiv.e-roo.m flat on' South 
Park Avenue, just across from Washington Park. And there was no extra 
■pillow onu.he. floor. . 

Nettie hadn’t said he couldn’t have the extra pillow. He had told her he 
usee! two and she had given him two the first week. But every morning she 
had found a pillow cast on the floor. 

“I thought you used two pillows, Father.” 

“But there’s always one on the floor when I make the bed in the morn- 
ing. You always throw one on the floor. You only sleep on one pillow, 
really.” 

“I use two pillows.” 

But the second \veek there was one pillow. He tossed and turned a good 
deal there in his bedroom off the kitchen. But he got used to it in time. Not 
used to it, exactly, but — well 

The bedroom off the kitchen wasn’t as menial as it sounds. It was really 
rather cosy. The five-room flat held living room, front bedroom, dining 
room, kitchen, and maid’s room. The room off the kitchen was intended 
as a maid’s room but Nettie had no maid. George’s business had suffered 
with the rest. George and Nettie had said, “I wish there was a front room 
for you, Father. You could have ours and we’d move back here, only this 
room's too small for tvvdn beds and the dressing table and the chiffonier.” 
They had meant it — or meant to mean it. 

“This is fine,” old man Minick had said. “This is good enough for any- 
body.” There was a narrow white enamel bed and a tiny dresser and a 
table. Nettie had made gay cretonne covers and spreads and put a little 
reading lamp on the table and arranged his things. Ma Minick’s picture 
on the dresser with her mouth sort of pursed to make it look small. It 
wasn’t a recent picture. Nettie and George had had it framed for him as a 
surprise. They had often urged her to have, her picture taken, but she had 
dreaded it. Old man Minick didn’t think much of that photograph, though 
he never said so. He needed no photograph of Ma Minick, He had a dozen 
of them; a gallery of them; thousands of, them. Lying on liis one pillow he 
could take them out and lock at them one by one as they passed in review, 
smiling, serious, chiding, praising, there in the dark. He needed no picture 
on his dresser. ■ 

A handsome girl, Nettie, and a good girl. He. thought of her as a girl 
though she was well past thirty. George and Nettie had married late. This 
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was only the third year of their marriage. Alma, the daughter, had married 
young, but George had stayed on, unwed, in the old house on Ellis until 
he was thirty-six and all Ma Minick’s friends’ daughters had had a try at 
him in vain. The old people had urged him to marry, but it had been 
wonderful to have him around the house, just the same. Somebody young 
around the house. Not that George had stayed around very much. But when 
he was there you knew he was there. He whistled while dressing. He sang 
in the bath. He roared down the stairway, “Ma, where’s my clean shirts?” 
The telephone rang for him. Ma Minick prepared special dishes for him. 
The servant girl said, “Oh, now, Mr. George, look what you’ve done! Gone 
and spilled the grease all over my clean kitchen floor!” and wiped it up 
adoringly while George laughed and gobbled his bit of food filched from 
pot or frying pan. 

They had been a little surprised about Nettie. George was in the bond 
business and she worked for the same firm. A plump, handsome, eye- 
glassed woman with fine fresh coloring, a clear skin that old man Minick 
called appetizing, and a great coil of smooth dark hair. She wore plain 
tailored things and understood the bond business in a way that might have 
led you to think hers a masculine mind if she hadn’t been so feminine, too, 
in her manner. Old man Minick had liked her better than Ma Minick had. 

Nettie had called him Pop and joked with him and almost flirted with 
him in a daughterly sort of way. He liked to squeeze her plump arm and 
pinch her soft cheek between thumb and forefinger. She would laugh up at 
him and pat his shoulder and that shoulder would straighten spryly and he 
would waggle his head doggishly. 

“Look out there, George!” the others in the room would say. “Your 
dad’ll cut you out. First thing you know you’ll lose your girl, that’s all.” 

Nettie would smile. Her teeth were white and strong and even. Old man 
I\Cnick would laugh and wink, immensely pleased and flattered, “We un- 
derstand each other, don’t we, Pop?” Nettie would say. 

During the first years of their married life Nettie stayed home. She fussed 
happily about her little flat, gave parties, went to parties, played bridge. 
She seemed to love the ease, the relaxation, the small luxuries. She and 
George were very much in love. Before her marriage she had lived in a 
boarding house on Michigan Avenue, At mention of it now she puckered 
up her face. She did not attempt to conceal her fondness for these five 
rooms of hers, so neat, so quiet, so bright, so cosy. Over-stuffed velvet in 
the living room, with silk lamp-shades, and small tables holding books 
and magazines and little, boxes containing cigarettes or hard candies. Very 
modern. A gate-legged table in the dining room. Caramel-colored v/alnut 
in the bedroom, rich and dark and smooth. She loved it. An orderly woman. 
Everything in its place. Before eleven o’clock the little apartment was 
shining, spotless; cushions plumpedj crumbs brushed, vegetables in cold 
water. The telephone. “Hello! , * . Oh, hello, Bess! Oh, hours ago . . . Not 
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a tiling . . . Well, if George is willing . . . Ill call him up and ask him. 
We haven’t seen a show in two weeks. Fll call you back within the next 
half hour . . . No, I haven’t done my marketing yet. . . . Yes, and have 
dinner downtovm. Meet at seven.” 

Into this orderly smooth-running mechanism was catapulted a bewildered 
old man. She no longer called him Pop. He never dreamed of squeezing 
the plump arm or pinching the smooth cheek. She called him Father. 
Sometimes George’s Father. Sometimes, when she was telephoning, there 
came to him— “George’s father’s living with us now, you know. I can t.” 

They were very kind to him, Nettie and George. “Now just you sit right 
down here, Father. What do you want to go poking off into your own 
room for?” 

He remembered that in the last year Nettie had said something about 
going back to work. There wasn’t enough to do around the house to keep 
her busy. She was sick of afternoon parties. Sew and eat, that’s all, and 
gossip, or play bridge. Besides, look at the money. Business was awful The 
two old people had resented this idea as much as George had— more, in 
fact. They were scandalized. 

“Young folks nowdays!” shaking their heads. “Young folks nowdays. 
What are they thinking of! In my day when you got married you had 
babies.” 

George and Nettie had had no babies. At first Nettie had said, “I’m so 
happy. I just want a chance to rest. I’ve been working since I was seven- 
teen. I just want to rest, first.” One year. Two years. Three. And now Pa 
Minick. 

Ma Minick, in the old house on Ellis Avenue, had kept a loose sort of 
larder; not lavish, but plentiful. They both ate a great deal as old people 
are likely to do. Old man Minick, especially, had liked to nibble. A handful 
of raisins from the box on the shelf. A couple of nuts from the dish on the 
sideboard. A bit of candy rolled beneath the tongue. At dinner (some- 
times, towards the last, even at noon-time) a plate of steaming soup, hot, 
revivifying, stimulating. Plenty of this and plenty of that. “What’s the mat- 
ter, Jo? You’re not eating.” But he was, amply. Ma Minick had liked to 
see him eat too much. She was wrong, of course. 

But at Nettie’s things were different. Hers was a sufficient but stern 
m&iage. So many mouths to feed; just so many lamb chops. Nettie knew 
about calories and vitamins and mysterious things like that, and talked 
about them. So many calories in this. So many calories in that. He never 
was quite clear in his mind about these things said to be lurking in his 
food. He had always thought of spinach as spinach, chops as chops. But to 
Nettie they were calories. They lunched together, these two. George was, 
of course, downtown. For herself Nettie would have one of those feminine 
pick-up lunches; a dab of apple sauce, a cup of tea, and a slice of cold toast 
left from breakfast. This she would eat while old man Minick guiltily 
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Slipped, up his cup of war med-oyer; broth, or' his ' coddled egg.,. She' always 
pressed upon him any bit of cold meat that was left from the night before, 
or any remnants of vegetable or spaghetti. Often there was quite a little fleet 
of saucers and sauce plates grouped about his main plate. Into these he 
dipped and swooped uncomfortably, and yet with a relish. Sometimes, 
when he had finished, he would look about, furtively. 

“What’ll you have, Father.? Can I get you something.?” 

“Nothiiig, Nettie, nothing. Fm doing fine.” She had finished the last of 
her wooden toast and was waiting for him, kindly. 

Still, this balanced and scientific fare seemed to agree with him. As the 
winter went on he seemed actually to have regained most of his former 
hardiness and vigor. A handsome old boy he was, ruddy, hale, with the 
zest of a Juicy old apple, slightly withered but still sappy. It should be 
mentioned that he had a dimple in his cheek which flashed unexpectedly 
when he smiled. It gave him a roguish — almost boyish-effect most appeal- 
ing to the beholder. Especially the feminine beholder. Much of his spoil- 
ing at the hands of Ma Minick had doubtless been due to this mere de- 
pression of the skin. 

Spring was to bring a new and welcome source of enrichment into his 
life. But these first six months of his residence with George and Nettie were 
hard. No spoiling there. He missed being made much of. He got kindness, 
but he needed love. Then, too, he was rather a gabby old man. He liked to 
hold forth. In the old house on Ellis there had been visiting back and forth 
between men and women of his own age, and Ma’s. At these gatherings he 
had waxed oratorical or argumentative, and they had heard him, some in 
agreement, some in disagreement, but always respectfully, whether he 
prated of real estate or social depravity; prohibition or European exchange. 

“Let me tell you, here and now, something’s got to be done before you 
can get a country back on a sound financial basis. Why, take Russia alone, 
why . . Or: “Young people nowdays! They don’t know what respect 
means. I tell you there’s got to be a change and there will be, and it’s the 
older generation that’s got to bring it about. What do they know of hard- 
ship! What do they know about work — ^real work. Most of ’ern’s never 
done a real day’s work in their life. All they think of is dancing and gam- 
bling and drinking. Look at the way they dress! Look at , . 

Ad lib. 

“That’s so,” the others would agree. “I was saying only yesterday . . 

- Then, too, until a year or two before, he had taken active part in business. 
He had retired only at the urging of Ma and the children. They said he 
ought to rest and play and enjoy himself. 

Now, as his strength and good spirits gradually returned he began to go 
downtown, mornings. He would dress,: carefully, though a little shakily. 
He had always shaved himself and he kept this up. All in all, during the 
day, he occupied the bathroom literally for hours, and this annoyed Nettie 
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to the point of frenzy, though she said nothing. He liked theAvhite.Gheer- 
fuliiess of the little tiled room. He puddled about in the water endlessly. 
Snorted and splashed and puffed and snuffled and blew. He was one of 
those audible washers who emerge dripping and whose ablutions are dis- 
tributed impartially over ceiling, walls, and floor. 

Nettie, at the closed door: “Father, are you all right?” 

Splash! Prrrfl “Yes. Sure. Fm all right.” 

“Weil, I didn’t know. You’ve been in there so long.” 

He was a neat old man, but there was likely to be a spot or so on his 
vest or his coat lapel, or his tie. Ma used to remove these, on or off him, as 
the occasion demanded, rubbing carefully and scolding a little, making a 
chiding sound between tongue and teeth indicative of great impatience of 
his carelessness. He had rather enjoyed these sounds, and this rubbing ynd 
scratching on the cloth with the fingernail and a moistened rag. They 
indicated that someone cared. Cared about the way he looked. Had pride 
in him. Loved him. Nettie never removed spots. Though infrequently she 
said, “Father, just leave that.suit out, will you? I’ll send it to the cleaner’s 
with George’s. The man’s coming tomorrow morning.” He would look 
down at himself, hastily, and attack a spot here and there with a futile 
fingernail. 

His morning toilette completed, he would make for the Fifty-first Street 
L. Seated in the train he would assume an air of importance and testy 
haste; glance out of the window; look at his watch. You got the impression 
of a handsome and well-preserved old gentleman on his way downtown to 
consummate a shrewd business deal. He had been familiar with Chicago’s 
downtown for fifty years and he could remember when State Street was a 
tree-shaded cottage district. The noise and rush and clangor of the Loop 
had long been familiar to him. But now he seemed to find the downtown 
trip arduous, even hazardous. The roar of the elevated trains, the hoarse 
hoots of the motor horns, the clang of the street cars, the bedlam that is 
Chicago’s downtown district bewildered him, frightened him almost. He 
would skip across the street like a harried hare, just missing a motor truck’s 
nose and all unconscious of the stream of invective directed at him by his 
charioteer. “Heh! Whatcha! . . . Look!” — Sometimes a policeman came 
to his aid, or attempted to, but he resented this proffered help. 

“Say, look here, my lad,” he would say to the tall, tired, and not at all 
burly (standing on one’s feet directing traffic at Wabash and Madison for 
eight hours a day does not make for burliness) policeman, “I’ve been com- 
ing downtown since long before you were born. You don’t need to help 
me. Fm no jay from the country*”. 

He visited the Stock Exchange. This depressed him* Stocks were lower 
than ever and still going down. His five hundred a year was safe, but the 
rest seemed doomed for his lifetime, at least. He would drop.Jn at George’s 
office. George’s office was pleasantly filled witli dapper, neat young men 
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and (surprisingly enough) dapper, slim young women, seated at desks in 
the big light-flooded room. At one corner of each desk stood a polished 
metal placard on a little standard, and bearing the name of the desk’s og 
cupant. Mr. Owens. Mr. Satterlee.'Mr. James. Miss Rauch. Mr. Miiiick. 

'‘Hello, Father,” Mr. Minick would say, looking annoyed. “What’s bring- 
ing you down.^” 

“Oh, nothing. Nothing. Just had a little business to tend to over at the 
Exchange. Thought Fd drop in. How’s business.^” 

“Rotten.”', 

“I should think it was!” Old man Minick would agree. “I — should — -think 

it— was!' Hm.” . . 

George wished he wouldn’t. He couldn’t have it, that’s all. Old man 
Minick would stroll over to the desk marked Satterlee, or Owens, or James. 
These brisk young men would toss an upward glance at him and concen- 
trate again on the sheets and files before them. Old man Minick would 
stand, balancing from heel to toe and blowing out his breath a little. He 
looked a bit yellow and granulated and wavering, there in the cruel morn- 
ing light of the big plate glass windows. Or perhaps it was the contrast he 
presented with these slim, slick young salesmen. 

“Well, h’are you to-day, Mr. — uh — Satterlee.? What’s the good word.?” 

Mr. Satterlee would not glance up this time. “Fm pretty well. Can’t com- 
plain.” 

“Good. Good.” 

“Anything I can do for you.?” 

“No-o-o, No. Not a thing. Just dropped in to see my son a minute.” 

“I see.” Not unkindly. Then, as old man Minick still stood there, balanc- 
ing, Mr. Satterlee would glance up again, frowning a little. “Your son’s 
desk is over there, I believe. Yes.” 

George and Nettie had a bedtime conference about these visits and Net- 
tie told him, gently, that the bond house head objected to friends and 
relatives dropping in. It was against office rules. It had been so when she 
was employed there. Strictly business. She herself had gone there only 
once since her marriage. 

Well, that was all right. Business was like that nowdays. Rush and grab 
and no time for anything. 

The winter was a hard one, with a record snowfall and intense cold. 
He stayed indoors for days together. A woman of his own age in like po- 
sition could have occupied herself usefully and happily. She could have 
hemmed a sash-curtain; knitted or crocheted; tidied a room; taken a 
hand in the cooking or preparing of food; ripped an old gown; made 
over a new one; indulged in an occasional afternoon festivity with women 
of her own years. But for old man Minick there were no small tasks. There 
was nothing he could do to make his place in the household justifiable. He 
wasn’t even particularly good at those small jobs of hammering, or paint- 
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ings or general “fixing.” Nettie could drive a nail more swiftly., more surely 
than he. “Now, Father, don’t you bother. Ill do it. Just you go and sit down. 
Isn’t it time for your afternoon nap?” 

He waxed a little surly. “Nap! I just got up. I don’t want to sleep my 
life' away.” ■ 

. 'George and Nettie frequently had .guests in the evening. They played 
bridge, or poker, or talked. 

“Come in, Father,” George would say. “Come in.. You all know Dad, 
don’t you, folks?” He would sit down, uncertainly. At first he had at- 
tempted to expound, as had been his wont in the old house on Ellis. “I 
want to say, here and now, that this country’s got to . . But they went 
on, heedless of him. They interrupted or refused, politely, to listen. So he 
sat in the room, yet no part of it. The young people’s talk swirled and 
eddied all about him. He was utterly lost in it. Now and then Nettie or 
George would turn to him and with raised voice (he was not at all deaf 
and prided himself on it) would shout, “It’s about this or that, Father. He 
was saying ...” 

When the group roared with laughter at a sally from one of them he 
would smile uncertainly but amiably, glancing from one to the other in 
complete ignorance of what had passed, but not resenting it. He took to 
sitting more and more in his kitchen bedroom, smoking a comforting pipe 
and reading and re-reading the evening paper. During that winter he and 
Canary, the negro washwoman, became quite good friends. She washed 
down in the basement once a week but came up to the kitchen for her 
massive lunch. A walrus-waisted black woman, with a rich throaty voice, 
a rolling eye, and a kindly heart. Fie actually waited for her appearance 
above the laundry stairs. 

“Weh, how’s Mist’ Minick to-day! Ah nev’ did see a gemun spry’s you 
ah fo’ yo’ age. No, suh! nev’ did.” 

At this rare praise he would straighten his shoulders and waggle his 
head. “I’m worth any ten of these young sprats to-day.” Canary would 
throw back her head in a loud and companionable guffaw. 

Nettie would appear at the kitchen swinging door. “Canary’s having her 
lunch, Father. Don’t you w^ant to come into the front room with me? Well 
have our lunch in another half-hour.” 

He followed her obediently enough. Nettie thought of him as a trouble- 
some and rather pathetic child — a child who would never grow up. If she 
attributed any thoughts to that fine old head they w^ere ambling thoughts, 
bordering, perhaps, on senility. Little did she know how expertly this old 
one surveyed her and how ruthlessly he passed judgment. She never sus- 
pected the thoughts that formed in the active brain. 

He knew about women. He had married .a woman. He had had children 
by her. He looked at this woman— his son’s wife — moving about her little 
five-room flat. She had theories about children. He had heard her expound 
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them. You didn’t have them except under such and such circumstances. It 
wasn't fair otherwise. Plenty of money for their education. Well. He and 
his wife had had three children. Paul, the second, had died at thirteen. A 
blow, that had been. They had not always planned for the coming of the 
three but they always had found a way, afterward. You managed, some- 
how, once the little wrinkled red ball had fought its way into the world. 
You managed. You managed. Look at George! Yet when he was born, 
thirty-nine years ago, Pa and Ma Minick had been hard put to it. 

Sitting there, while Nettie dismissed him as negligible, he saw her clearly, 
grimly. He looked at her. She was plump, but not too short, with a generous 
width betw^een the hips; a broad full bosom, but firm; round arms and 
quick slim legs; a fine sturdy throat. The curve between arm and breast 
made a graceful gracious line . . . Working in a bond office . . . Working 
in a bond office , . . There was nothing in the Bible about working in a 
bond office. Here was a woman built for child-bearing. 

She thought him senile, negligible. 

In March Nettie had in a sewing woman for a week. She had her two 
or three times a year. A hawk-faced woman of about forty-nine, with a 
blue-bottle figure and a rapacious eye. She sewed in the dining room and 
there was a pleasant hum of machine and snip of scissors and murmur of 
conversation and rustle of silky stuff; and hot savory dishes for lunch. 
She and old man Minick became great friends. She even let him take out 
bastings. This when Nettie had gone out from two to four, between fittings. 

He chuckled and waggled his head. “I expect to be paid regular as- 
sistant’s wages for this,” he said. 

“I guess you don't need any wages, Mr. Minick,” the woman said. “I guess 
you’re pretty well fixed.” 

“Oh, well, I can’t complain.” (Five hundred a year.) 

“Complain! I should say not! If I was to complain it’d be different. Work 
all day to keep myself; and nobody to come home to at night.” 

“Widow, ma’am 

“Since I was twenty. Work, work, that’s all I’ve had. And lonesome! I 
suppose you don’t know what lonesome is,” 

“Oh, don’t I!” slipped from him. He had dropped the bastings. 

The sevving woman flashed a look at him from the cold hard eye. “Well, 
maybe you do. I suppose living here like this, with sons and daughters, 
ain’t so grand, for all your money. Now me,. I’ve always managed to keep 
my own little place that I could call home, to come back to. It’s only two 
rooms, and nothing to rave about, but it’s home. Evenings I just cook and 
fuss around. Nobody to fuss for,,, but I fuss, anyway. Cooking, that’s what 
I love to do. Plenty of good food,, that’s what folks need to keep their 
strength up.” Nettie’s lunch that day had been rather scant. 

She was there a week. In ISfettieV absence she talked against her. Fie pro- 
tested, bqt weakly. Did she .give Mm egg-nogs? Milk? Hot toddy? Soup? 
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Plenty of "good rich gravy „ and meat and' -puddings? Weill . That’s, what 
folks needed when they weren’t so young -any more. Not -that -he looked' 
old. My, no.- Sprier: than many' young boys, and handsomer than his' own 
son if she did say so. , 

■He fed on it, hungrily. The third day she was flashing meaning glances 
at him across the luncheon table. The fourth she pressed his foot beneath 
the table. The fifth, during Nettie’s afternoon absence, she got up, osten- 
sibly to look for a bit of cloth which she needed for sewing, and, passing 
him, laid a caressing hand on his shoulder. Laid it there and pressed his 
shoulder ever so little. He looked up, startled. The glances across the 
luncheon had largely passed over his head; the foot beneath the table 
might have been an accident. But this — this was unmistakable. He stood 
up, a little shakily. She caught his hand. The hawk-like face was close to his. 

“You need somebody to love you,” she said. “Somebody to do for you, 
and love you.” The hawk face came nearer. He leaned a little toward it. 
But between it and his face was Ma Minick’s face, plump, patient, quizzi- 
cal, kindly. His head came back sharply. He threw the woman’s hot hand 
from him. 

“Woman!” he cried. “Jezebel!” 

The front door slammed. Nettie. The woman flew to her sewing. Old 
man Minick, shaking, went into his kitchen bedroom. 

“Well,” said Nettie, depositing her bundles on the dining room table, 
“did you finish that faggoting? Why, you Haven’t done so very much, have 
■you!” ' 

“I ain’t feeling so good,” said the woman. “That lunch didn’t agree with 
■me.”, : 

“Why, it was a good plain lunch. I don’t see— ” 

“Oh, it was plain enough,' all right.” 

Next day she did not come to finish her work. Sick, she telephoned. Net- 
tie called it an outrage. She finished the sewing herself, though she hated 
sewing. Pa Minick said nothing, but there was a light in his eye. Now and 
then he chuckled, to Nettie’s infinite annoyance, though she said nothing. 

“Wanted to marry me!” he said, to himself, chuckling. “Wanted to marry 
me! The old rip!” 

At the end of April, Pa Minick discovered Washington Park, and the 
Club, and his whole life was from that day transformed. 

He had taken advantage of the early spring sunshine to take a walk, at 
Nettie’s suggestion. 

“Why don’t you go into the Park, Father? It’s really warm out. And the 
sun’s lovely. Do you good,” , : 

He had put on his heaviest shirt,, and ^ muffler, and George’s old red 
sweater with the great white “C” on its front, emblem of George’s athletic 
prowess at the University of Chicago; and over all, his greatcoat. He had 
taken warm mittens and his cane with the. greyhound’s . head handle, 
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carved. So equipped he had ambled uninterestedly over to the Park across 
the way. And there he had found new life. 

New life in old life. For the Park was full of old men. Old men like 
himself, with greyhound’s-head canes, and mufflers and somebody’s sweater 
worn beneath their greatcoats. They wore arctics, though the weather was 
fine. The skin of their hands and cheek-bones was glazed and had a tight 
look though it lay in fine little folds. There were splotches of brown on 
the backs of their hands, and on the temples and forehead. Their heavy 
grey or brown socks made comfortable folds above their ankles. From that 
April morning until winter drew on the Park saw old man Minick daily. 
Not only daily but by the day. Except for his meals, and a brief hour for 
his after-luncheon nap, he spent all his time there. 

For in the Park old man Minick and all the old men gathered there 
found a Forum — a safety valve — a means of expression. It did not take him 
long to discover that the Park was divided into two distinct sets of old 
men. There were the old men who lived with their married sons and 
daughters-in-law or married daughters and sons-in-law. Then there were 
the old men who lived in the Grant Home for Aged Gentlemen. You saw 
its fine red-brick facade through the trees at the edge of the Park. 

And the slogan of these first was: 

“My son and my da’ter they wouldn’t want me to live in any public 
Home. No, siree! They want me right there with them. In their own home. 
That’s the kind of son and daughter Eve got!” 

The slogan of the second was: 

“I wouldn’t live with any son or daughter. Independent. That’s me. My 
own boss. Nobody to tell me what I can do and what I can’t. Treat you 
like a child. I’m my own boss! Pay my own good money and get my keep 
for it.” 

The first group, strangely enough, was likely to be spotted of vest and 
a little frayed as to collar. You saw them going on errands for their 
daughters-in-law. A loaf of bread. Spool of white No. lOO. They took their 
small grandchildren to the duck pond and between the two toddlers hand 
in hand — the old and infirm and the infantile and infirm — was hard to tell 
which led which. 

The second group was shiny as to shoes, spotless as to linen, dapper as 
to clothes. They had no small errands. Theirs was a magnificent leisure. 
And theirs was magnificent conversation. The questions they discussed and 
settled there in the Park — these old men — were not international merely. 
They were cosmic in scope. 

The War.^ Peace? Disarmament? China? Free love? Mere conversa- 
tional bubbles to be tossed in the air and disposed of in a burst of foam. 
Strong meat for old man Minick who; had so long been fed on pap. But 
he soon got used to it. Between four and five in the afternoon, in a spot 
known as Under The Willows, the meeting took the form of a club — ^an 
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open forum. A certain group made up of Socialists, Free Thinkers, parlor 
anarchists, bolshevists, had for years drifted there for talk. Old man Miiiick 
learned high-sounding phrases. “The Masters , . , democracy . . . toil of 
the many for the good of the few . . . the ruling class . . . free speech 
. . . the People. . , 

The strong-minded ones held forth. The weaker ones drifted about on 
the outskirts, sometimes clinging to the moist and sticky paw of a round- 
eyed grandchild. Earlier in the day— at eleven o’clock, say— the talk was 
not so general nor so inclusive. The old men were likely to drift into 
groups of two or three or four. They sat on sun-bathed benches and their 
conversation was likely to be rather smutty at times, for all they looked 
so mild and patriarchal and desiccated. They paid scant heed to the white- 
haired old women who, like themselves, were sunning in the park. They 
watched the young women switch by, with appreciative glances at their 
trim figures and slim ankles. The day of the short skirt was a grand time 
for them. They chuckled among themselves and made wicked comment. 
One saw only white-haired, placid, tremulous old men, but their minds still 
worked with belated masculinity like naughty small boys talking behind 
the barn. 

Old man Minick early achieved a certain leadership in the common 
talk. He had always liked to hold forth. This last year had been one of 
almost unendurable bottling up. At first he had timidly sought the less as- 
sertive ones of his kind. Mild old men who sat in rockers in the pavilion 
waiting for lunch time. Their conversation irritated him. They remarked 
everything that passed before their eyes. 

“There’s a boat. Fella with a boat.” 

A silence. Then, heavily : “Yeh.” 

Five minutes. 

“Look at those people laying on the grass. Shouldn’t think it was warm 
enough for that . . . Now they’re getting up.” 

A group of equestrians passed along the bridle path on the opposite side 
of the lagoon. They made a frieze against the delicate spring greenery. 
The coats of the women were scarlet, vivid green, arresting, stimulating. 

“Riders.” 

“Good weather for riding.” 

A man was fishing near by. “Good weather for fishing.” 

“Yes.” 

“Wonder what time it is, anyway.” From a pocket, deep-buried, came 
forth a great gold blob of a watch. “Fve got one minute to eleven.” 

Old man Minick dragged forth a heavy globe. “Mm. I’ve got eleven.” 

“Little fast, I guess.” 

Old man Minick shook off this conversation impatiently. This wasn’t con- 
versation. This was oral death, though he did not put it thus. He joined 
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the other men. They were discussing Spiritualism. He listened, ventured 
an opinion, was heard respectfully and then combated mercilessly. He rose 
to/the verbal fight, and won it. 

“Let’s see,” said one of the old men. “You’re not living at the Grant 
Home,, are you?” 

“No,” old man Minick made reply, proudly. “I live with my son and his 
wife. They wouldn’t have it any other way.” 

“Hm. Like to be independent myself.” 

“Lonesome, ain’t it? Over there?” 

“Lonesome! Say, Mr. — what’d you say your name was? Minick? Mine’s 
Hughes— I never was lonesome in my life kept for six months when I lived 
with my daughter and her husband and their five children. Yes, sir. That’s 
what I call lonesome, in an eight-room flat.” 

George and Nettie said, “It’s doing you good, Father, being out in the 
air so much.” His eyes were brighter, his figure straighter, his color bet- 
ter. It was that day he had held forth so eloquently on the emigration ques- 
tion. He had to read a lot — papers and magazines and one thing and an- 
other — to keep up. He devoured all the books and pamphlets about bond 
issues and national finances brought home by George. In the Park he was 
considered an authority on bonds and banking. He and a retired real- 
estate man named Mowry sometimes debated a single question for weeks. 
George and Nettie, believed, thought he ambled to the Park and spent 
senile hours with his drooling old friends discussing nothing amiably and 
witlessly. This while he was eating strong meat, drinking strong drink. 

Summer sped. Was past. Autumn held a new dread for old man Minick. 
When winter came where should he go? Where should he go? Not back to 
the five-room flat all day, and the little back bedroom, and nothingness. In 
his mind there rang a childish old song they used to sing at school. A silly 
song: 

Where do all the birdies go? 

1 know. 7 know. 

But he didn’t know. He was terror-stricken. October came and went. 
With the first of November the Park became impossible, even at noon, and 
with two overcoats and the sweater. The first frost was a black frost for 
him. He scanned the heavens daily for rain or snow. There was a cigar 
store and billiard room on the corner across the boulevard and there he 
sometimes went, with a few of his Park cronies, to stand behind the players’ 
chairs and watch them at pinochle or rum.. But this was a dull business. 
Besides, the Grant men never came there.. They had card rooms of their 
own. ■ k ' ' . 

He turned away from this smoky little den on a drab November day, 
sick at heart. The winter. He tried to face it, and at what he saw he shrank 
and was afraid.. 
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He reached the apartment and ' .went around to the rear, dutifully. , His 
rubbers were wet and' muddy and Nettie’s living-room carpet was a ^fa'sh- 
ionable grey. The back door was unlocked. It was Canary’s : day down- 
stairs, he remembered. He took off his rubbers in the kitchen and passed 
into the dining room. Voices. Nettie had company. Some friends, probably, 
for tea. He turned to go to his room, but stopped at hearing his own name. 
Father Minick. Father Minick. Nettie’s voice. 

“Of course, if it weren’t for Father Minick I would have. But how can 
we as long as he lives with us There isn’t room. And we can’t afford a 
bigger place now, with rents what they are. This way it wouldn’t be fair 
to the child. We’ve talked it over, George and I. Don’t you suppose? But 
not as long as Father Minick is with us. I don’t mean Vv^e’d use the maid’s 
room for a— for the — if we had a baby. But I’d have to have someone in to 
help, then, and we’d have to have that extra room.” 

He stood there in the dining room, quiet. Quiet. His body felt queerly 
remote ‘and numb, but his mind was working frenziedly. Clearly, too, in 
spite of the frenzy. Death. That was the first thought. Death. It would be 
easy. But he didn’t want to die. Strange, but he didn’t want to die. He 
liked Life. The Park, the trees, the Club, the talk, the whole show. . . . 
Nettie was a good girl . . . The old must make way for the young. They 
had the right to be born . . . Maybe it was just another excuse. Almost 
four years married. Why not three years ago? . . . The right to live. The 
right to live. . . . 

He turned, stealthily, stealthily, and went back into the kitchen, put on 
his rubbers, stole out into the darkening November afternoon. 

In an hour he was back. He entered at the front door this time, ringing 
the bell. He had never had a key. As if he were a child they would not 
trust him with one. Nettie’s women friends were just leaving. In the air 
you smelled a mingling of perfume, and tea, and cakes, and powder. He 
sniffed it, sensitively. 

“How do you do, Mr. Minick!” they said. “How are you! V7ell, you cer- 
tainly look it. And how do you manage these gloomy days?” 

He smiled genially, taking off his greatcoat and revealing the red sweater 
with the big white “C” on it.TI manage. I manage.” He puffed out his 
cheeks. “Fm busy moving.” 

“Moving!” Nettie’s startled eyes flew to his, held them. “Moving, 
Father?” 

“Old folks must make way for the young,” he said, gaily. “That’s the law 
of life. Yes, sir! New ones. New ones.” 

Nettie’s face w^as scarlet. “Father, what in the world ” 

“I signed over at the Grant Home to-day. Move in next week.” The 
women looked at her, smiling. Old man Minick came over to her and 
patted her plump arm. Then he pinched her smooth cheek' with a quiz- 
zical thumb and forefinger. Pinched it and shook it ever so little. 
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‘l don\ know what you mean/’ said Nettie, out o£ breath. 

“Yes, you do,” said old man Minick, and while his tone was light and 
jesting there 'was in his old face something stern^ something menacing. 
“Yes, „ you do.” ' 

When he entered the Grant Home a group of them was seated about 
the fireplace in the main hall. A neat, ruddy, septuagenarian circle. They 
greeted him casually, with delicacy of feeling, as if he were merely approach- 
ing theimat their bench in the Park. 

“Say, Minick, look here. Mowry here says China ought to have been in- 
cluded in the four-power treaty. He says — — ” 

Old man Minick cleared his throat. “You take China, now,” he said, 
“with her vast and practically, you might say, virgin country, why— — ” 

An apple-cheeked maid in a black dress and a white apron stopped be- 
fore him. He paused. 

“Housekeeper says for me to tell you your room’s all ready, if you’d like 
to look at it now.” 

“Minute. Minute, my child.” He waved her aside with the air of one who 
pays five hundred a year for independence and freedom. The girl turned 
to go. “Uh — young ladyl Young lady!” She looked at him. “Tell the house- 
keeper two pillows, please. Two pillows on my bed. Be sure.” 

“Yes, sir. Two pillows. Yes, sir. I’ll be sure.” 

THE GOLDEN BEETLE 

Bruno Frank 

(1887- ) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


John abrecht, assistant district surveyor, was a tall young man of powerful 
build. One afternoon between three and four o’clock on a hot and cloud- 
less day in July he was walking from Lengenau to Diesbach to make a 
survey. The road was shadeless and the heat made his blood pulse through 
his veins. His dark clothes were not very suitable for such weather, but it 
made him happy to feel the sweat trickling down his chest. 

He had got about half way to his destination and just passed the turn 
to Hochberg when he caught sight of a girl working in the fields. She was 
all alone in the sultry solitude beneath the shining vault of the sky. As 
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soon as she heard his footsteps on the road she stood erect and looked at 
hitris shading her eyes with her hand. She was only a young girl, and yet 
a woman too^ sunburnt^ stalwart and provocative. She laughed and waved 
to him. The blood rushed up to his eyes and before he knew what .hC' was 
doing, he, was walking over the stubble towards her like a d.runken 'man* 
What first passed between them he was never able to say^ even later 
under interrogation in court. He let his bag of instruments fall to the 
ground and put his arm round her waist. She had nothing on beneath her 
blouscj which was hot and moist. Her healthy young body breathed out a 
breath that bereft him of his senses; it was the breath of the ever young 
and fruitful earth and he drew it in as he kissed her. She laughed and made 
no resistance and unthinkingly surrendered her large wide lips. He tore 
open the buttons of her blouse and uncovered her breasts, which were 
already ripe, firm and proud. The rigid restraint which prudence imposed 
on him as an official in a small town, was now his undoing and the natural 
instincts of a normal young man in one moment laid his life in ruins. He 
bent over her with his face buried in her breast, bathing his eyes and mouth 
in the fragrance of her youth. Next she was lying on the ground between 
two sheaves and he on the top of her; he was not so much resolved to 
possess her as rushed on by the irresistible wheels of fate. It was only ^en 
that she began to defend herself vigorously. But it was beyond him to see 
that her resistance was in earnest; the blood throbbed like a hammer in his 
ears, his eyes were shut, His mouth uttered unintelligible words, his hands 
gripped the quivering prey as in a vise. He no longer knew where he was 
nor what he did nor whom he embraced beneath the burning arc of the 
sky. , 

ii,. ■ ■ 

Next day the girfs father went to the police and lodged a charge. He 
was deaf to all reason, and even when the guilty man, overcome by shame 
and remorse, offered to make all amends in his power and promised to 
make the wronged girl his wife in a few years’ time, he remained obdurate. 
It made no difference to the pig-headed farmer that the child quickly 
recovered and the very next morning called herself a silly little fool for 
rushing home in a storm of tears. 

What finished John Abrecht was the unfortunate coincidence that the 
farmer had recently been worsted by the surveyor’s office over a disputed 
boundary and no entreaties, least of all any appeal to his feelings, could 
have induced him to forego his unhoped for revenge. 

So destiny took its course. The local police did not at first wish to pro- 
ceed to an arrest, but they had to do so on receipt of telegraphic orders. 
John Abrecht was taken to the town and stood his trial seven weeks later. 

He had no luck, for the girl, whose evidence might have got him off with 
a light sentence or perhaps even with an acquittal, was lying at home in a 
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great feather bed; w a, temperature; .and so instead of hearing what she 
had to say the court had only her first written evidence before it. And 
there was no getting over this bald account.' Her extreme: youth and' even 
more her subsequent indisposition told heavily against the prisoner; for 
although she had merely caught a chill through bathing late on a cool 
September evening the prosecution deliberately led the jury astray by at- 
tributing her fever to Abrecht’s assault, which her robust physique had long 
since got .over. ' 

John Abrccht was sentenced to two years^ imprisonment with hard 
labour. 

■in ■ 

He came of a strict Protestant family and took his imprisonment as a 
just and not too harsh penance. His parents were no longer living and his 
only sister was married and lived in a distant part of the country, so her 
respectability would not be outraged;, a thought that gave him some con- 
solation. 

The loss of his job was no great sorrow to him. He was robust and opti- 
mistic by nature and had never liked his humdrum duties. It was a fine life 
tramping the roads from village to village whether in the blaze of summer 
or through deep snowdrifts; but the tiresome work in the office over title 
deeds was not at all to his taste, and defining crooked boundaries between 
the properties of quarrelsome, petty-minded land owners was no pro- 
fession for him. The fruitful steaming earth belonged to all and it was 
ridiculous presumption to cut it up into parcels and designate these parcels 
with numbers and letters. He Vv^as born to be a farmer, for he loved the 
earth and would have liked nothing better than to give all his energies to 
making it fruitful. He had often, while treading the daily round of official 
work, dreamt of emigrating to undeveloped countries oversea and 
wrestling alone with the untilled virgin soil. 

These dreams inspired him now and made the dreary days of imprison- 
ment seem shorter. He sat silent among the others in the gloomy work- 
room, cutting out boot soles with his strong fingers, and while his eyes 
seemed to be glumly fixed only on the hacked and dirty surface of the 
bench they saw his domain beneath a tropical sun: a long low white house, 
with a swiftly flowing stream near by and all around him fields of standing 
crops, bushes and large-leaved plants, his property, won by him from the 
primeval wilderness, and at evening when the sky was a blaze of red, herds 
of cattle and flocks of sheep, larger and finer than ours and with mag- 
nificently curved and bending horns, moved on towards him. 

The beasts he would own and look after often filled his mind. He was a 
good-natured fellow and had always loved animals; but now he felt that 
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his,, act of' folly had 'parted him fro,m. his fellow men and put ..him .still 
nearer^ to the beasts. of the field.. His future-.- wasmot .peopled with friends; it 
scarcely . included a woman; in .his "dreams he plunged his: hands into the 
thick fleeces of rams, .the oxen lowed softly as he pulled them. ' familiarly 
by the tuft of hair on their foreheads, and a large black Newfoundland 
dog kept faithfully to his heels as he walked- over the acres he had won 
beneath a southern sun. 

Such fancies were not enough to prevent him suffering from his loneli- 
ness, yet he never tried to get into touch with the other prisoners. What he 
had done was the madness of a moment, the compulsion of an evil spirit; it 
had nothing to do with the kernel of his being and he had no wish to 
know or to realize at first hand what evil deeds had brought them all 
together in that place. He had made a slip and now he paid for itj he 
went through a two years’ death in which he was alone with his conscienci^, 
New life beckoned from the other side. They let him go his way and gave 
up all attempts at whispered communication with him when they had 
their half hour’s walk in the prison yard in single file. They even forgot his 
presence. The only man who seemed to have an active dislike for him was 
his warder. This was very soon brought home to him. Many of the con- 
victs, if they earned it by good behaviour, were taken out on navvy work 
outside the town, and John, who longed for air and exercise, asked per- 
mission to be one of them. For three days he lived in a whirl of hope. Then 
his request was refused. 

“You’ll stay at home with us,” the warder told him when he unlocked 
his cell in the morning to march him off to the workroom. He looked at 
Abrecht for a moment and then added malevolently, “You swine.” 

.,v . 

The warder was a small, thick-set fellow with short arms and enormous 
hands. He had a very low forehead, which was always red, and above it his 
tow-coloured hair stood up like a brush; his yellow eyes were set flatly in 
his face. But the most horrible thing about him was his narrow streak of a 
mouth between his dogged chin and his military moustache, a hard, colour- 
less streak in the middle of his common, brutal face. It had no relation to 
the rest of his features; it seemed to be th'ere by stealth. There was some- 
thing sinister when this diminutive mouth opened to let out an abusive 
word, revealing two rows of small, pointed, regular teeth, which were 
always dirty. ■ . 

This turn-key was a married man without children; he had passed 
middle-age and his long years of service', had brought him no promotion. 
He was harsh, but not equally harsh to ,alL the prisoners in his charge. 
There were ways of establishing a degrading sort of intimacy with him. It 
gave him satisfaction to make life easier for his : favourites, but servility was 
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essentiaL It was .even, said that he got in white bread, wine and cigars for 
an habitual swindler and that he was on friendly terms with this wrecker 
of widows and orphans during the periods he was not in prison. John 
Abrecht had never really taken his jailer into account. He was obedient 
and submissive, but there was nothing personal in his siibmissiveness; he 
was on the same terms with the man as with the thick walls and the lock of 
his cell, any feeling for which would have seemed equally absurd. Perhaps 
it was just this attitude that enraged the warder, for it gave him particu- 
lar satisfaction to have his importance recognized by his educated victims. 
It may be that Abrecht’s crime stirred the envy of a man who had a scraggy, 
unappetizing and cantankerous wife in his basement dwelling. But it is 
just as likely that the malice and cruelty of his nature fixed on Abrecht 
at random when he saw how resolutely and unassailably he bore his 
punishment. He watched for an opportunity to do him an injury, to show 
his contempt of him. One evening in the second spring he went to the peep- 
hole to observe the object of his hatred. It was half-past seven and it was 
still light in the cell. John was standing in his striped uniform in the middle 
of the cell with his shaven head turned away. He was looking up at the 
slit of window high up in the wall and through the grating the branch of a 
tree with serrated leaves could be seen against the red glow of the evening 
sky. It was one of the two or three trees that grew in the yard, a tall elm, 
which rose in the air at a short distance from the window. And John 
Abrecht was looking at it with his head raised and even from the back 
view of him it could be seen that he was intently listening. 

The jailer put his ear to the opening and heard the song of birds in loud , 
and rhythmic chant. 

The prisoner stood lost in the sound. For weeks past it had been his joy 
morning and evening. Ever since the autumn he had been waiting for the 
singing of the birds to begin again, all through the long, dark and silent 
winter. It was not only the song of the small birds he heard as he stood 
there; the forests and gardens and plains of the whole earth sang to * 
him and the beasts of the earth greeted him. He heard it in the barking 
of dogs, the crowing of cocks, the tender bleating of lambs, the neighing of 
wild horses and the dull bellow of the buffaloes in a far off, dreamed of 
home beyond the seas. He heard his freedom in it and the life to be when 
his penalty had been paid. 

The warder turned the key and went in. “Oh, so you’re enjoying a con- 
cert, are you.?” he said after a pause. “Now then, lie down and be quick 
about it.” And he pointed to the bunk, which he had let down from the 
wall an hour before when he locked the cells. 

The prisoner obeyed. The warder left the cell and came back almost 
immediately with a ladder, climbed up and closed the shutter with a bang. 
Then he listened intently and made a sour grimace when the song of the 
birds was still faintly audible. ' \ 
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“Well do something about that/’ he said spitefully. “You can say good- 
bye to your concert-party, you skunk.” 

, Two days later Abrecht was put into another cell, from which nothing: 
but the vacant sky was to be seen.. He could only see, at heartbreaking 
intervals, a swallow flicker past in the bright vacancy of the sky. 

VI 

There were still six months to go before his release and now at last his 
sentence began to torture him in earnest. Now at last he knew the hideous 
waking, the first look into the intolerable loneliness and horror of each 
day, which so many identical days were to follow until the day of his release 
came. His plan for this day never altered. He was going to go to the girl 
whom he had assaulted and ask her and her parents for her hand. If they 
said yes, he would not mind; if they said no, as was more likely, he w'ould 
make over to her as dowry the half of what little he possessed. With wdiat 
remained to stand between him and destitution at the outset, he would 
start a new life beyond the sea and work as a free man. He would leave as 
little trace behind him as the ship that took him left in the sea. 

What he wished remained steadfast, but in his longing for freedom, 
which was so constant and innocuous, there was mixed despair and hate. 
He wanted to outrun this hate for the man who tortured and injured him; 
it was of this rather than of remorse and regret and the blot on his name 
that he hoped to be cured in the air of the sea and a southern land. He 
scarcely dared to look at the man now for fear of his own uncontrollable 
nature, which had once already got the better of him so disastrously. He 
stood before him with lowered eyes, disciplined and submissive. And 
almost every hour he repeated the words that gave him comfort and 
self-control: “Once I am free I shall never see that man again, never, never.” 

Meanwhile his longing for the warm proximity of another human being 
increased. He yearned for the presence of a woman. But the desire that 
overwhelmed him was not merely sensual: it was the need for tenderness, 
gentle communion, the mutual exchange of kindness that enthralled him. 
If the little sunburnt girl in that harvest field allowed him to make good 
the wrong he had done her, what a life he would make for her, how his 
arms would protect her! She was often in his thoughts, he imagined 
he knew and loved her, feature by feature, though he had scarcely noticed 
her in the white glare of the sun and the tumult of his feelings. But if it 
was not to be her—well, he would find another over there in the new 
country. And his desire called up a slender, gentle creature with fragrant, 
dark hair, looking up at him confidingly, with large and gentle eyes. But 
it needn’t be a woman at all, not even a human being, only some living 
thing that he could watch over and protect. It need only be a dog that 
pressed against his knees, only a tame bird that liked to perch , on his hand. 
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Only the tiniest heart that beat trustfully in his presence. Anything not 
to be alone with these dead walls and that hellish jailer. He got to such a 
pitch that in the night lie put his right hand to his heart and felt his pulse 
at the same time, so as to have the sense of life twice over. 

Summer came and every day John Abrecht believed that now his cup 
was full, now his craving for a living being could rise to no higher pitch, 
now the utmost limit of human suffering was reached. He might tell him- 
self that soon, in little more than a hundred days the end was certain, 
he might contrast his fate with the thousands who had to suffer longer, 
suffer to air eternity, but for all that he felt no better off and his suffering 
grew. It was no relief to look at the mute and evil heads in the workroom; 
besides, his enemy had succeeded in getting him solitary confinement for 
three days out of the seven. 

And then the miracle happened. 

, . vii \ 

He came back one evening from the workroom, the warder entered his 
cell with him, let the bunk down with a crash from the wall, looked round 
and, finding no cause for reprimand, shut the heavy door behind him and 
his vengeful footsteps died away. 

John Abrecht stood a moment with his face turned to the square of 
paling summer sky, in which no living creature was to be seen, and then 
turned despondently to the dreary loneliness of his cell. His eye fell on 
the comfortless bunk. 

Then he saw in the middle of the coarse grey blanket a moving particle 
of life, shining green and gold. John pressed both hands to his heart. 

It was a mystery how the beetle could have got in. He could not have 
flown in through the window; John knew enough of the species to know 
that. But how unlikely it was, how astonishing and wonderful, that it 
should have found its way over the threshold of his cell, the door of which 
was so seldom open. It was a miracle. 

John approached carefully in order not to frighten the tiny object. He 
silently let himself down on the wretched bed, knelt down in his prison 
trousers and looked closely at this living thing which had been given him 
for his delight. The little creature moved his six, finely articulated little 
brown legs one after the other and struggled on over the rough pile of the 
blanket. Sometimes he patiently stopped to rest. His green-gold wing cases 
shone in the eveningffight, the little shield on his neck glanced and shim- 
mered like a precious jewel, his feelers moved more tenderly and silently 
than anything in the world and his projecting eyes peered about him. 

, , You can't possibly see me, John thought, I am like a mountain to you, 
like a whole range of mountains^ you. little, little one. But I can see you, you 
bring me joy and a hint of liberty and you are so beautiful But even if you 
were ugly: and* would- still be kind to you, and you 
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would still lie in my heart. Xet .me-- -touch you, let me, feel the liv,mg .gold 
on your, wings, ^my saviour, my beauty— and, he carefully stretched oiit.'-a 
trernbling finger.' ' ' ' ^ , 

Then the ■ second miracle happened. The beetle seemed to realize his 
presence, to feel that he was a man. It seemed dismayed. Then it made a 
ciimisy turn in the heavy wool and came straight towards, John Abrecht, 
straight towards his breast, as he knelt there.' 


Who can say whether it is possible or merely a childish dream, to tame 
an insect, to win its love and to make it one’s friend? What do we know? 
We do not know what passes in the fibre of the branch that we break across 
our knees, we do not know what repercussions follow from the splinter- 
ing of a stone, thrown by a child. We know nothing. We wash the sleep 
out of our eyes and go on with our concerns in deadly earnest, we 
warm our bodies with food and embrace a woman whose warmth pleases 
us and who is as strange to us as a tree or stone or an animal, we get up 
and go to bed again in ignorance deeper than before. We know nothing. 

It was enough for John Abrecht to believe that he had won the affec- 
tion of the little gold beetle. It was now his whole life. The days he had to 
spend in solitary confinement were now the best. But even the other days 
when he only returned to his cell at evening were tolerable, for they were 
shdrtened by anticipation. 

He had to fight for his gleaming treasure. He listened, tense in every 
nerve for the warder’s step in case he might take them both by surprise; 
and he suffered thirst in doing without his drink of water, for the water 
jug was the only hiding place the cell contained. He emptied it secretly 
and silently and in its moist earthenware depth the gold beetle sat all day 
long, waiting for him. He sat among the grasses and faded flowers which 
his human friend secretly brought up to him from his walks in the prison 
yard. They played together. The tiny creature clambered gently over the 
man’s finger; its touch was soft, it was never afraid. And it nibbled at a 
grass stalk or sucked at a dandelion which the man held out to him. 

John Abrecht was perfectly right in his head. He knew what it was he 
loved: just a little beetle, whose life would end with the summer. But his 
own torment would end with the summer too and then his tiny com- 
panion would lead him to the threshold of life and hand him over to all 
those creatures to whom John had dedicated his energies of love. What did 
it matter y/hence the joy came? It had come to him on the verge of his 
blackest despair, and why should he analyze it and ask more of this par- 
ticle of life that gleamed so consolingly in the light of the estranging sum- 
mer days? ' : ‘ ' ■, A T' ' . .,r : • 

, .1 cannot show you enough lov.^,,;predops/Iittle om» he thought, I cannot 
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be kind enough to yoU;^ for you do not understand all. But even if you no 
longer lived and moved your little legs, my jewel, I would still stretch out 
my arms to love and cherish the earth to which you had returned. 

. . IX ■ ■ ■ 

On one of his days of solitary confinement, John Abrecht was kneeling 
with his friend on the stone floor. It was about noon and he had put his 
bowl down in front of him and the beetle was amusing himself by making 
the circuit of its edge. Sometimes John held his forefinger across his path; 
then the little creature stopped, seemed to glance sideways and moved 
his foremost and shortest pair of legs as though in fun. 

The door creaked and shut again. John jumped up and looked with 
mortal dread into the warder’s angry face. His forehead was redder than 
usual and his flat eyes gleamed and his little mouth was nothing but a 
pinched white streak. Abrecht knew at once that concealment was over 
and that the man had been watching him. He raised his hands in clumsy 
supplication and looked not unlike the little creature he wanted to pro- 
tect. He tried to speak. 

“Shut your mouth,” the warder said. “Show me what you’ve got there.” 

“Don’t, don’t!” Abrecht stammered. “Don’t hurt him!” 

The warden bent down and picked up the little creature, who had sat 
waiting on the edge of the bowl, gave a passing glance at the creeping thing 
in his hand, then let it fall to the ground and squashed it with his boot. You 
could hear the crunch. 

“That will teach you to amuse yourself.” 

John Abrecht sank down on the stool in the corner. He sat with his 
face in his hands and did not move. He sat for half a minute with his nails 
boring into his temples, holding himself in with all his strength. 

“Jump to it and clean it up,” the warder said, giving him a push. Abrecht 
got up with his eyes fixed to the ground and obediently took the floor cloth 
from the corner. The boot had done its business well. There was only a 
patch on the floor, black mangled limbs and a little discoloured blood. A 
single scrap of one wing case could be distinguished and the gilded 
lacquer gleamed out from the darkness of destruction. 

John carefully wiped it all up, without raising his eyes. The warder found 
nothing further to say and with another glance round went out, not 
satisfied even yet. 

X. 

The man little knew how near death had been to his hairy throat in 
that half minute. He little knew why Abrecht’s hands had bored so furi- 
ously into his temples. He had deprived a prisoner of a pastime. Duty 
was duty. Basta! . , , , 

But the best pastime on this earth i$ hatred. Everybody knows that. The 
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blockheads of every nation have known that since time immemoriaL They, 
occupy their vacant hours in hating and abusing other nations^ and how can 
a man be aware of monotony dr even of the passing of the days when his 
heart has once penetrated to the hellish depths of another’s heart and come 
up again from that deep shaft like a bucket filled to the brim with the lust 
for revenge? 

Two months lay between Abrecht and his release. They were no more to 
him than one brief torch-lit night. He stood and walked and worked and 
cleaned himself and his cell automatically and without a care, feeling with 
a terrible joy how the flames ate deeper and deeper into his vitals. He 
could crouch hour after hour on his stool, or lie in the dark under his 
blanket, revolving the same words, the same thoughts in his mind. Fifty 
and five hundred times over he could mutely repeat the same words: “How 
can a human being do that? A man like that must not live. A man like that 
contaminates the world.” 

But he knew too that the man no longer lived. His doom was sealed. 
It had been all he could do in that half minute not to kill him. But now it 
was easy; it cost him no trouble at all to wait. Now there was even a sort of 
bitter satisfaction in letting Satan enjoy his bail in the arrogant belief that 
no danger threatened him. 

Imprisonrnent had not in the least turned his brain. When he cherished 
and loved the gilded beetle he had been perfectly sane. He had always 
been perfectly clear about what he felt: he loved a little gleaming beetle, 
which was no longer there and yet stood for everything. Even now he knew 
quite well what a little thing it was that had happened: someone had trod- 
den on an insect. He was quite able to realize that there was very little 
in a defenceless prisoner’s being deprived, for no reason but spite, of the 
one wretched joy he possessed. 

Nevertheless it typified all that was hateful, despicable and worthy of 
destruction on earth. Nothing more insignificant and unimportant could 
be imagined and yet nothing more tremendous and evil and horrible; and 
if he killed that warder, if he broke his contemptible neck for him or 
stuck a knife into his gullet, he would still be killing the devil and bruising 
the serpent’s head; and it had to happen and that was why it would 
happen, for he neither knew nor cared what awaited him when the deed 
was done and that was why he hungered and thirsted for that moment and 
would not fail it. Amen. Amen. Amen. 

XI 

John Abrecht made for the centre of the town, uncertain of his way and 
what to do. His clothes hung loosely on him. His boots felt heavy. His felt 
hat was too large for his shaven head. He carried a small leather suitcase 
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It was a fine sunny autumn morning and even the outskirts o£ the town 
had a friendly air. Everyone looked happy and the trams clanked cheer- 
fully by. Before he had crossed more than a street or two he felt that he had 
come a long way: no one by that time would dream where he had come 
from. Taking care not to remove his hat, he stopped a young fellow and 
asked him the time. '‘Would you mind telling me the date as well.?” he 
added in an undertone. “It’s the 29th of September,” the man said and 
hurried on. 

So they had let him out two days before his time. What generosity after 
those two years! And he walked on lost in thought. Finally he stood, 
clasping his suitcase, on the front platform of a tram. People got on and off, 
nobody noticed him, the streets grew more crowded and lively. His eyes 
rested on a hand-cart heaped with ripe peaches long after they passed it. 
Anyone could go up and buy some of the luscious fruit for a few pence. 
He glanced into his pocketbook, in which he had a good number of folded 
notes. He had provided for himself well—in those days. 

Perhaps it was the fruit-vendor’s barrow that decided him to get out in 
the large market place and take a room in one of the hotels there. The 
boots took him up the narrow winding staircase, smelling of vegetables 
and spirits and wine, to a plainly furnished room high up under the roof. 
Then there was another interruption: it was the boots, panting in with a 
registration paper in his hand. He filled it in carefully and deliberately, 
giving a false name and a false address in another town. He noticed he had 
almost forgotten how to write. 

Then he started to unpack his suitcase and it gave him an odd feeling as 
he took out his washing things, his two brushes and soap and comb and a 
little shaving mirror and razor and all that he had so carefully packed as 
though for a two days’ holiday. Everything had been taken from him when 
he entered the prison and for seven hundred days his suitcase had lain un- 
touched in store, provided with a label, on which were written the number 
of a cell and the date. 

Dazed by his sudden release he idly reflected that he, as well as his suit- 
case, had been laid on one side all this time, waiting in a state of suspended 
animation. Now, surely, it must be possible to take up the thread of his 
life where he had let it drop. 

But no, it was not, 

XII 

. . He walked to the open window and put both his hands on the iron rail 
of the low balustrade. Below there was a happy turmoil of colour and noise. 
The square bet\yeen the old gabled town hall and the irregular rows of 
houses to which his inn belonged was alive with the coming and going of 
market day; people, were going cheerfully about their business in the sun- 
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shinCj all the stalls were gay with fruit and flowers and leafy plants; every- 
one was happy, want w^as far away and life seemed easy, 

AU this lay beneath John’s ^ eyes and at the same time sharply separate 
from him; it was real and only a few steps parted him from it, and yet it 
seemed intangible . and unsubstantial. It was the world, actual human 
existence, but he had no part in it, not yet. If he had descended the old 
inn stairs to the sunny square, it would all have retreated before him and 
the busy stir of life would still have gone on in the distance. 

There was fruit in plenty: the sun had been busy while he had been 
banished from it. And even now he could not buy any of that lovely fruit 
heaped up like solid sunlight — not yet. His eye caught sight of more 
peaches in a basket. A peach seemed to him the perfect work of nature. 
Nature wanted to show once and for all what it was capable of and so it 
produced its best in a playful mood— a peach or a swan or a piece of rose- 
coloured crystal. At school one day he had been taught the meaning of 
the word peach. It meant Persian fruit. Persia! The dream of a sea voyage, 
foreign lands and southern suns passed dimly before his eyes. He might 
not stretch out his hands to part the veil yet, but the hour was near. 

His spirits rose and he looked more closely at the gay scene below 
him. He saw a stall-holder playing with his dog. He was a robust man of 
fifty in a sweater with a tweed cap on his head; the dog, a playful little 
animal with flop ears that were much too big for it and too long a tail. Its 
forefeet were on a vegetable basket and the man was teasing it with a 
bunch of carrots. The dog enjoyed the game; it lifted first one and then 
the other of its short front legs to pat comically at the yellow bundle. Sud- 
denly its master threw the carrots away, grasped him by one ear and 
laughed right in his black face. At that he broke loose and began to bark 
with ali bis might and ran excitedly round and round the stall. 

But John was no longer looking. As he watched the dog playfully patting 
with its front legs, the veil was suddenly torn from his eyes and his actual 
situation rose before him. He knew what it was that still parted him from 
the world and from the future. He heard the crunching on the stone floor; 
he heard those pitiless and unspeakably brutal words ; he saw those yellow 
eyes and that boot grinding on the floor. The world was full again of the 
pestilential breath of the most evil, the lowest of mankind; and his pulses 
throbbed again with a terrible hatred and an indeflectible lust of venge- 
ance. No consideration, no thoughts of prudence could stem the vehe- 
mence of that necessity. It would be easier to hold back the sea with a rope. 

*1 shall kill him/’ he told himself. For the first time he uttered ivhat 
he had known for weeks was bis resolve. He carefully shut the window 
and bolted the door as though someone outside might break in on his 
thoughts. Then he sat down in the, middle of the room at the empty table 
and leaning his forehead in one hand he began methodically and calmly to 
make his plans. 
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xni 

Next day he had an exhaustive interview at the Emigration Office. From 
there he went to the Consulate of a South American State and was politely 
given full details by the official, an elderly German. There he booked his 
passage for a not far distant date and made arrangements with the deposi- 
tory where his things were stored. That night he began to make investiga- 
tions. There was need of much methodical reconnaissance before he could 
be certain of achieving his aim. Not far from the prison, a little further out 
along the uncompleted suburban road, there was an inn called the Con- 
cord, frequented by the prison staff. It was here that the warders sat over 
beer and cards; and from this low-ceilinged and stuffy inn-parlour, where 
they sat in comfort, they returned to carry out their duties or to the 
cowardly satisfaction of their worst instincts. Night after night John hung 
about the place; twice he even went in and quietly drank his beer without 
being recognized and listened to the jailers’ commonplace talk — to judge 
from which they might just as well have been rate-collectors or tobac- 
conists. 

He examined with particular care the stretch of road that led to the 
prison. After a short distance, in the direction of the town, a narrow lane 
went off to the left, leading between the outer wall of the prison and a 
long black warehouse. It was by this lane that the warders reached the 
back entrance of the prison. 

John knew the daily routine of the prison and soon he had ascertained 
the rotation in which they went for their nightly refreshment in the pub- 
lic house. Only one thing remained — to come upon his victim when he was 
unaccompanied. In order to be sure, he made a test ambush. 

He took up his station in the lane towards nine o’clock, squeezing him- 
self up against the darkness of the warehouse door, and waited. Not far 
from him there was a dim oil lamp projecting from the prison wall on an 
iron bracket. Anyone who turned off the road along the lane could be 
clearly recognized. Soon a warder came along, a tall lean fellow. As soon as 
he passed under the light of the lamp, John noticed the grave and decent 
expression of his long face. 

Why couldn’t he have been my warder, he thought quietly, and then this 
load would not have lain on my heart. The man walked steadily on and 
rang the bell at the gate. The gate opened and shut behind him, 

*Tes, I should not have had to kill him,” he said to himself as he lay in 
wait. The thought inspired a, calm regret for the part he had to play but 
not any pity at all for the condemned man. What lay before him did not 
follow from a resolve which he could alter at will: there was no choice. 
That man and the nameless eyii he represented stood between John and 
the world. It was impossible to advance one single step into real life before 
this barrier had been overthrown. Actually, this barrier was not outside 
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him at all; it v/as not a man with his feet on the ground; it was in Abrecht’s 
blood as a terrible clot of hatred and nausea and contempt. His life was 
held from day to day only on that condition. Strength was given him 
only to do that deed. Only when that clot had been dispersed and washed 
away would he be free to breathe and live his life and love. Only then would 
his blood course calmly and gently through his veins. 

He remembered a school friend of his, who had been dangerously ill; 
the doctor had diagnosed blood-poisoning and given him a mercury in- 
jection and cured him. John remembered distinctly what an impression it 
had made on him; he had imagined the cooling stream of dimly shining 
silver coursing through the boy’s blood and gently carrying away all the 
poisonous germs. That’s how it would be with him when his deed was 
done. 

At that moment he saw his victim coming. A short heavy tread came 
along the lane and soon Abrecht saw the flat brutal face, the eyes, the 
moustache and the chin lit up for a moment by the lamp. He came on sing- 
ing and suspecting nothing. John heard the words of a popular song in 
that hideous voice. “It needn’t be flannel,” he sang as he passed Abrecht’s 
motionless figure. 

“Though I daresay it will be,” the voice went on. He laughed at the 
absurdity of the words, which the filthy idiot had no doubt got wrong; he 
laughed silently from scorn and hatred and the luxury of triumph as he 
thought how the man had brushed shoulders in his besotted complacency 
with his irrevocable doom. 

There was a ring at the bell, the gate opened and slammed to again with 
a clull echo. 

XIV 

Next morning he took a local train. First it went through the ugly 
industrial outskirts and then for nearly an hour through pleasant rolling 
country. He got out and took the road for Hochberg. 

The autumn fields lay brown and deserted in the clear air and John 
quite enjoyed the walk in spite of his thick dark suit. Soon he came to the 
spot where the road turned off and ascended a gentle hill towards Hoch- 
berg. 

This was the place, he thought, as he looked at the empty silent field, on 
which then the sheaves had been standing and where his fate had over- 
taken him. 

If I had only passed an hour later, he thought, my life would have gone 
on as usual; or if I had taken another road, or if it had not been so hot, 
or if the girl had had to stay at home peeling potatoes. It is on such things 
a man’s destiny turns; everything is luck, whether good or bad. 

But even while he thought this and looked at the reaped stubble field 
he knew that it was foolish to talk of liicL lt was utterly impossible to 
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think away that disaster or to cancel those two years in prison; his life 
had been directed and turned aside by some higher power^ by some 
obscure and all powerful decree. Even if it was open to him to wish what 
was done undone, did not a secret instinct of his being accept and endorse 
every turn of fate? Did he not meet with composure his crime and his 
punishment, his imprisonment and his liberty, his homelessness and the 
promise of the unknown? He welcomed all, good and bad alike. 

But no, not one thing—not the heartless cruelty of that malicious devil 
who murdered the defenceless. Room could be found for all in a heart 
which did not quail, which was ready to be overthrown, to suffer hunger, 
soiTow and pain, to be forsaken and lost and repulsed. But one thing alone 
could not be tolerated. That man must die. A red mist rose before John’s 
eyes. He no longer saw the place where his destiny had been accom- 
plished: the field had vanished from his eyes. 

He broke off and took the road to Hochberg. When he got there he en- 
quired his way to the farm and nobody noticed him as he went along 
the road. Only a few there had ever known, him and people quickly forget. 
Soon he arrived at the farm, which had a moderately prosperous air. 

The farmer was sitting at a table in the kitchen. John gave his name 
quietly, ready for a rough reGeptiGn. But nothing of the sort occurred. The 
man only said yes and what did he want. 

John put his question in few words. 

“Well,” the farmer said, still without getting up, “well, I don’t know. 
The story’s all forgotten now and it would be a pity perhaps to rake it up 
again, and you won’t get your job back again, I suppose?” 

“No, that’s true,” Abrecht said, surprised at the man’s composure. Where 
had the anger gone that had flung him into a criminal’s cell? Two years 
were an eternity. Was one still the same person after two years? He too 
was quite unmoved at the sight of his former enemy. 

“Would you like to see Joanna?” he went on to ask. “I’ll call her.” He got 
up and crossed the yard to the door of a barn and John could see through 
the window that he stood still and said something through the door. 

So her name was Joanna. He had forgotten that or never known it. But 
now it seemed to him that having the same names was a barrier to their 
union. It w^as certainly a foolish notion but it seemed to rule out all idea 
of their marrying. It was not to be. 

The girl came in with her father. Abrecht would scarcely have recog- 
nized her. He would very likely not have noticed her in a crowd. She had 
grown into a lanky girl, neither pretty nor plain. Now that autumn had 
come she was not even particularly sunburnt and it was her sunburnt com- 
plexion that his memory had so long held fast. She looked aside in em- 
barrassment as she held out her hand* 

“I wanted to jisk your forgiyeriess, Miss Joanna,” he said. 
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She obviously did not know what to reply and muttered almost unin- 
telligibly : “Oh, it doesn’t matter.” 

“I have already told your father that I would gladly make you all amends. 
I asked him whether he would like us to marry.” 

She looked up at him for the first time; she too had never realized what 
he looked like and she was surprised by his grave lean face. 

“I don’t know^ Mr. Abrecht,” she murmured. “People have pretty well 
forgotten all about it now.” 

“Besides, there’s another man who wants to marry her,” her father said 
from his chair. “She’s young yet, only seventeen.” 

“I see,” said Abrecht. “Well, I wish you happiness. I am very glad that I 
have not ruined your life. I thought a lot about you, in there, Miss 
Joanna.”' 

At this she looked him full in the face. “Did you have a very bad time?” 
she asked gently. 

“Oh no,” he replied vaguely. 

He was now a free man and there was little more to detain him in the 
room; he had only his further offer of a sum of money to make. And he 
had to ask twice whether this was agreeable to them. Joanna’s only reply 
was to look at him curiously and with bewilderment, but her father 
went into the proposal without thanking him or expressing any surprise, 
just as though it was a matter he had been counting on all the time. When 
it was settled, there seemed nothing further to say. 

“My wife and son have gone to Lengenau market,” her father said at last. 
“But will you have a cup of coffee, Mr. Abrecht?” 

John declined, but the girl had already gone out, apparently relieved that 
the interview was over. After a few minutes she came back with two jugs 
and a cup and a loaf of very white, fragrant, ' milk bread. John ate and 
drank while the other two looked on. Scarcely anything more was said, 
for there was nothing more to say. 

At last Abrecht took out his time-table from his pocket. “If I drive you 
to the station you can catch the three-sixteen,” the farmer said. John again 
tried to decline, feeling rather sadly what a mockery it all was. But again 
the farmer had already left the room to put the horse in. 

“Ill come with you, Father,” his daughter called after him. 

They drove to the station, the farmer smoking, the girl beside him and 
John on the back seat all by himself like a gentleman. He looked at the 
farmer’s broad back and his daughter’s narrower shoulders, wrapped in 
a shawl, and her hat adorned with yellow flowers, put on in his honour, 
and perched awkwardly on the top of her head like a plate. They drove 
through the village and on to the cross roads. They came to the undulating 
field. But neither father nor daughter looked at that stretch of fallow of 
theirs and John, who was lost in thought with bis, chin on his chest, did not 
notice till long afterwards that they bad passed it.: , . . : 
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XV 

At five o’clock he was back again in his inn and at eight he went his 
way through the dusk. He did not notice the coolness of the evening, he 
did not notice the passers-by who were off to rest or amuse themselves 
after the toils of the day. He walked all the way to give his limbs occupa- 
tion and even so it was all he could do not to run headlong to his destina- 
tion. 

He had had to put restraint and compulsion on himself day after day; he 
had had to damp down the furnace within him in order to arrange every- 
thing with composure. But now that he gave the flames their head, now that 
they might leap up and destroy, every moment of waiting cramped and 
tortured him. His whole body now was nothing but the instrument of 
revenge, his eyes were riveted on their mark, and his hands were only 
weapons of destruction. His whole being ached with the lust to destroy. So 
longs a man on the rack for the end of his torture, so longs the lover for 
the arms of one woman alone, so longs the dying man in the glare of the 
desert for the water he cannot find. But Abrecht knew where to find it; 
the cure of his raging fever was certain and the cure was near at hand. 
He broke into a run and reached his destination long before it was prudent. 
But the dusk concealed him as he stood motionless at his post and at last 
he controlled even his breath and his thumping heart so that he could listen 
with all his ears. No one came past. He saw the gloomy prison wall and 
the dreary light of the lamp. He felt in his pocket for the strong-handled 
knife but as soon as his hand closed on it he knew that he would not need 
it. Nothing, not even steel should come between him and his vengeance. 

“I shall strangle him,” he told himself in a whisper. In the darkness he 
clenched his right hand with all the strength that possessed him. “I am 
strong enough to split a rock,” he went on without knowing whether his 
lips had formed the words. 

It occurred to him that he was not carrying out his plans after all. He 
had left his disguise behind in his room over the market place, a false 
beard and a mask of black cloth. But even if he had remembered them he 
would not have made use of them. He confronted his fate on the great 
day, the day of fulfilment: he would have gone to meet it naked. 

In his frenzy he listened backwards into time and that brutal voice spoke 
in his ear, straight into his brain. He heard it saying: ‘111 teach you to 
amuse yourself, you skunk. Well see about that. Jump to it and clean it 
up ” And the sound of crunching. 

Then there were footfalls in the lane, hurried and out of step, and in the 
light of the lamp Abrecht saw two of the warders on their way back to the 
prison, talking as they^ walked along. 

One was the man with the long kindly face; the other he did not know. 
They passed, rang the bell, and yaiiished. 
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the man he waited for was , not alone. How easily it might 
happen in spite of all his foresight! It was a possibility, but it would not 
happen. The tremendous tension of the last hours could never be repeated, 
could not come and go in vain. The world was not so lavish. 

From that moment onwards he stood in complete composure, in the still- 
ness of death, and waited. He was nothing but one iron muscle, taut and 
ready for the spring.. , 

XVI 

He was coming. He heard the, step he knew from the dreary days of 
imprisonment, short, . hard and hostile. Yes, there he came and alone. John 
saw him pass beneath the lamp and now he had only twenty paces to go, 
now only five. John stood there—nothing but a tool, ready to seize and 
clench. Now he had him, heaven be praised, at last, at last! 

In one leap he was out of his hiding place and both his hands were round 
his enemy's throat, wrenching him round. The man tried to cry out in his 
mortal terror, but the sound was throttled in his throat; he fought, tried to 
get a grip, tried to get in a blow, but the iron hands kept their throttle- 
hold and held him at arms’ length, and his short arms beat the air. His cap 
fell to the ground and the light of the lamp lit up his short hair, standing 
up like a brush, and^ his' contorted face. 

And John saw him. His whole strength was concentrated in the clench 
of his hands, but his eye remained clear and his mind kept its sinister 
composure.';':, 

Silence fell Scarcely a gurgle came from his throat. A squeak like that 
of a mouse or some tiny animal was all he could get out. His small mouth 
was open and his tongue quivered in the small opening between his sharp, 
dirty teeth. But those flat eyes protruded as though at any moment they 
would be squeezed from his head. John saw all this; he saw the man wilt 
and he knew that the end and unconsciousness would be the work of a 
moment and that his strength amply sufficed to bring this end about. But 
he did not relent. He, with his hands round the throat of the beast, was 
more than just an individual person taking his revenge. 

There was an oppressive calm in John’s heart. The impulse, the tre- 
mendous and agonizing impulse, the urge for release through an act of 
revenge was still there; only death, with its last gurgle, its last quiver, 
could do away with it. It was this frenzied speechless longing that gave his 
throttling hands their strength. He must press on to the end, he must 
finish it off, he must kill. 

But then John began to speak. Holding the man at arms’ length, he 
spoke into his tortured jowl in a cold, clear and controlled voice and heard 
his own words as though they were another’s. 

“I have got you. Do you hear? Do you know who I am? You have got 
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to die. Do you see what I am doing to you? I am squeezing your life out in 
my hands. You will live only a few seconds more and they will be frightful. 
But not half frightful enough. For you are a devil, the lowest and filthiest 
of God's creatures. A bit of filth, so cruel and horrible that there is no 
punishment meet for you. Strangling is not bad enough, nothing is bad 
enough for you. You deserve to have every one of your bones broken one 
by one. YYur hide ought to be cut in strips. Your flesh ought to be plucked 
from you with pincers, you torturer, you hangman, you cowardly brute. 
What have they, wLo serve their sentences in there, done to you? V/hat 
have I done to you? Do you think, you de\il, that there is no justice in the 
world? Did you think you could go on doing as you pleased? No, your end 
has come. You have done too much evil. You are not a human being, you 
are the serpent, you are all that is vile and evil in the world. Your pestilen- 
tial breath fills the world and there is no breathing as long as you are in it. 
But I shall put you out, I shall strangle you. You shall be no more." 

He was pulled forward and this told him that the man’s knees had given 
way. He lay at his feet with his bloated face turned upvv^ards in bestial 
despair, his eyes turned up and nearly extinct, his parched mouth open and 
his tongue protruding. John was neither shaken nor moved by the sight: his 
rage even increased. He tried to tighten the clench of his deadly grip with 
all the force of hatred, contempt and suffering that he had gone through. 
He bent down and spat out his words against the dying mask and now his 
voice was no longer clear, no longer controlled: it was an inhuman voice 
that screamed and broke. 

“Do you still know me or have you passed out? Open your eyes and look 
at me. I am the man you tormented and now I am doing you in. I am the 
prisoner in cell 93. Do you remember the birds? Yes, I used to listen to 
them singing. That was me and it gave me pleasure and it’s me who is 
murdering you now. And then you went and covered the grating and as 
you could still hear them you went to the Governor and had me moved 
to another cell and you pushed me and you insulted me and you shouted at 
me and you mocked me and you chucked my food at me and you reviled 
me and tortured and tormented me — ^me, a defenceless man. There, now 
die, now gasp and struggle for your last mouthful of air. There, there, do 
you feel me? But you shall. know exactly what you are dying for. Shall I tell 
you? You are dying for a beetle, a little beetle . . . What was I but a poor 
miserable wretch? I had nothing in the world. I was next door to going 
crazy. Another day or two and I should have gone crazy. And then a joy 
came to me, a little joy that rescued me. What was that joy, eh? It was a 
beetle, an insect, a thing so small, you could scarcely ste it. And I loved it 
and rejoiced in it. I played with it andYpoke to it and taught it to know 
me and that poor little thing was my whole world. In my wretchedness, 
it was all, everything. And it: was, that you took from me. It was that you 
flung on the ground: and trod .on ^yi^ith your dirty boot. Can God have made 
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a man like you? Is he to live? No. He must get out of it. His breath must 
cease. So give it up now, your last, last gasp. . . 

And with his iron grip round the dying jailer’s throat he hissed in his 
face in a ghastly imitation of his voice: “What have you got there? Give it 
up! Hi teach you. There, clean it up.” 

But suddenly in the midst of the thunderous haze of his vengeance, a 
great light came to John Abrecht, a light from God. He saw the mao 
beneatii him, now weak with his agony, unconscious, sinking fast, move his 
two arms. He saw those two short arms signalling for help, imploring 
mercy, moving uncertainly and feebly, two feelers of a dying creature. A 
sick child moves its arms like that when it wants something or a tiny, 
unconscious insect its thin legs. 

A gentle current streamed through John’s hair and body and hands. His 
grasp loosened, his muscles all relaxed and a cool air of sea and stars blew 
through his breast. The man at his feet sank speechless to the ground and 
John stood up and took a deep breath, a quiver between tears and laughter 
ran over his lank face and he leaned upright against the prison wall. 

He stood there with his murderous hands pressed flatly to his chest. It 
was only for a few moments, which, for all he knew, might have been an 
instant or an age, and his whole being was released, and renewed by a gentle 
and magical power, by a current of silver in his veins. He was unable to 
think; later, later on he would be able to think. He resigned himself and 
was healed and overwhelmed by a happiness beyond words — illumination, 
release and mercy. 

He opened his eyes and bent over a lifeless form lying on its face. He 
took it carefully by the shoulders and raised it up. The man’s breast rose 
and fell and his features, though his eyes were shut, stirred. John knelt over 
him, resting his weight on his arm, and watched him as he came back to 
life in the dreary light of the lamp. 

Abrecht held the man’s body with hands that forgot what they had done; 
he saw the man with eyes that had never seen him before. He had a funny 
little mouth half open, a childish little mouth with small sharp teeth and 
an underlip that drooped pathetically. 

He began cautiously massaging his temples while he supported him with 
his left arm. And after a few moments he opened his eyes. They were dim 
and saw nothing as yet and shut again. His breath came in gasping spasms. 
John went quietly and slowly and methodically on with his task, as though 
he v^ere alone in the world with his patient, as though no path led back to 
the ways of mankind. Sometimes he had to stop and draw in his breath 
to master a sense of bliss that threatened to reduce him to weakness. 

Suddenly he noticed that the man was looking at him. He had come back 
to life and his whole body revived and gained resistance. Abrecht let him 
go and getting slowly to his feet retreated a step or two. He saw the look 
of mortal fear in the other man’s---eyes;-Ee;waiild -gladly have reassured and 
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consoled him, but he Imew that this could not be and so he left him there 
with a rueful smile.; . . 

The jailer got shakily to his feet. He leant against the wall of the shed 
with gaping eyes and hands splayed out behind him. Then he staggered 
on his way, still expecting his assailant to follow him, and slowly made for 
the prison gate. John too walked away, lost in thought, still incapable of 
grasping the situation— *back into the world. 

XVII 

But as he went back into the town his thoughts still remained behind and 
dwelt on his victim with feelings of mercy, and joy that he was alive after 
all No anxiety was mingled with his feelings. The man might raise a hue 
and cry, hunt him down and have him imprisoned; but that fateful night 
would not end so. Even if it did he would accept it. Nothing could take 
away what it had given him. He went on his w^ay without fear even though 
he did not know how ample his protection was. 

For the jailer when he reached the little gate in the wall and gained his 
quarters had no thought of pursuit. He lay down, shivering with fright and 
cold. His wife gave him some tea and as she grumblingly brought it to him 
in bed she saw for the first time the piteous expression of his face. She 
questioned him, rather casually, it is true, for his goings-on interested her 
very little. But he did not dare tell her what had happened. He still felt 
that the horror might rise up again and stand before him if he mentioned 
it; he still felt the iron grip at his throat and hid himself in the bedclothes, 
pursued even into his bed by anguish and terror. 

But in the middle of the night when he woke from sleep with a scream, 
he told her all about it. His wife was indignant at the assault and insisted 
that the man should be caught and punished. But he protested with horror 
and raised his cowardly hands in the flickering candle-light. 

'‘No, no,” he screamed. ‘‘If they catch him he’ll come back and murder 
me in his cell.” And he made his wife swear not to breathe a word of what 
had happened. She gave him her promise for the sake of peace. 

Next day he was sick and unable to get up. He trembled when he saw 
the branches of the elm stirring in the breeze outside the window. He 
screamed when the door opened and his wife and the prison doctor came 
in. And even when after a few days he left his bed and tried to resume his 
duties he was no longer the same man. He w^as afraid of the prisoners and 
scarcely dared to be alone with any one of them; he started when a bunk 
he had himself let down fell with a clatter into its socket. 

It soon became obvious that he was no longer fit to carry out his duties. 
The authorities, who considered that his conduct as a warder had been 
exemplary, took the trouble to get.a post for him in the war museum. There 
he wandered round, silent and appreheiisive, amidst the symbols of faded 
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glory and the instruments o£ another kind of brutality. His duties were 
light and he had more leisure than before, but this was no consolation to 
him. It was no pleasure to him to get home early to the even more confined 
quarters he now occupied. His wife, loveless and cantankerous before, was 
short-tempered and felt bitter resentment against him now that, having lost 
his only redeeming quality of a semi-military status, he sat moodily and 
broken-spirited in their wretched dwelling, preventing her by his presence 
from indulging in tliose endless hours of gossip with the neighbours which 
had been her one delight. 

She was angry with him also because his collapse forced her to look to 
every penny. His new post was easier but worse paid, and wEat he could 
earn in tips was not worth mentioning. Those who visited the war museum 
were not the sort of people to be free with their money. They were chiefly 
school children, herded round by their teachers or else in little troops on 
their own and up to any mischief; or lower middle-class people and junior 
officials, chiefly concerned in detecting stains of dried blood and deciphering 
the heroic emblems on the banners; or soldiers wdth their servant-girls. If by 
any chance a prosperous stranger came along and looked with interest at 
the rubbish-heap of glory and asked a question, he found that the attendant 
only gave a brief, confused and taciturn reply which showed very clearly 
that he knew nothing about it. The visitor then went on with a nod, and the 
wretched man shambled through the cold rooms beneath the bright tatters 
of standards and flags, among pikes and cannon and all the other moulder- 
ing instruments of death. 

xvm 

When John Abrecht reached the middle of the town he sat down on a 
bench in the garden of a large cheerful square. It had been a fine, hot day, 
one of those with which summer takes its leave, and many people were still 
up and enjoying the cool night air. There were only a few couples strolling 
along the paths and talking in whispers, but in the streets outside people 
were sitting in front of the cafes with variously coloured drinks in front of 
them, talking and laughing. The distance lent beauty to the scene and the 
sound of a violin accompanied the voices and gave them harmony. The 
sun blinds of the cafes and the large-leaved exotic plants in the garden gave 
the square a foreign look and the emerald of the mown grass had an exotic 
luxuriance, lit up by the unnatural light of the tall arc lamps. 

As John sat looking at all this there was peace in his heart; he had come 
a tremendous distance on his way, he had reached his goal and now enjoyed 
a brief, delicious rest; the luxury of release after long torture filled his heart 
and the singing tones of the distant violin and the subdued richness of the 
turf were one with it. He looked across the expanse of exotic-looking 
grass and smiled, and a verse came to his mind which he had learnt as a 
child: “Here Peace herds her white lambs*’* 
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He sat and rested. The night wore on; the \^oices died away one by one, 
the music ceased without his noticing, the light o£ some of the tall lamps 
was extinguished, dark shadows stretched across the emerald grass and a 
cool breeze stroked the bushes. 

What was it I went through tonight, there in that lane, he thought to 
himself as he got up. What a moment it was! I shall never forget it. It is 
something that exceeds all thought. Besides, I have never learnt to think. 
But even if I were learned and wise I could never get to the bottom of it, 
for it lies beyond all words and beyond all thought. 

What was it? I hated him and meant to kill him and then he raised his 
arms, moved them like this . . . and then I understood it all. Was it be- 
cause he reminded me of the gilded beetle.^ Yes, that was it partly. The 
beetle moved his brown legs like that when we played together and then he 
crushed him with his boot. But it was not only that. As he raised his arms 
in that imploring way he looked like a little child in its cot. I too must have 
done the same at home when I was little. We are all more alike than we 
think, and where, is the dividing line.? Who can take his own measure and 
separate and distinguish himself or say he is this or that and this is good 
and that is bad.? Yes, that, more or less, is what I felt there in the lane 
suddenly entering into me and gently coursing through my veins. But it was 
something even better and greatei*, I believe, only there are no words for 
it. . . . ■ ■ 

That jailer was once a little child and at the moment of death he became 
a child again and he cannot help all that lies between. Probably he does 
not know he is evil and cruel. Probably he thinks he does right. And the 
little beetle that comforted me in my cell, he too is not there only for 
consolation and beauty; I know quite well he does not live on the flowers 
one brings him and does not endure captivity in a water jug with patience. 
He hunts little beetles and eats caterpillars and tiny snails and defenceless 
naked worms and who am I to judge and say this is good and that is bad 
and set myself up as a judge and an avenger.? I assaulted a girl in a field on 
a hot day and today I have nearly committed a murder. I did not commit it, 
but what held me back? A miracle, the grace of God. Certainly I think that, 
in spite of lust and murder, I am a little better than that man. Possibly I 
would not torture a defenceless man, but what authority can I claim, what 
judgment can I invoke, where is the judge’s bench to which one can appeal? 

Is there such a court? Who knows in whose ear all voices make a con- 
cord? There the good is a high, clear note, the bad a deep and mighty bass. 
Who knows, who knows? Do we not think sometimes, did I not think, to- 
night in the lane, that I suddenly, heard that harmony ? As though a brief 
burst of music came through a suddenly opened door. Then we know at 
once how small and narrow and stupid all our thoughts and judgments are. 

Yes, I felt tonight that ! knew, where my path led and could never lose 
it again. As though the silver current of truth coursed in my blood and 
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would never Hil me. all my life. But is it so? Do I now know more. of the 
forces that are at work in me, do f know better my place in the great plan? 

Do I know his? Why was he made as he was, that man I wanted to kill?' 
Why has he that mouth, that chin and that eye? Who is he? What is his 
business here? He lives his life knowing nothing of himself, and when he 
vanishes what does it amount to? It amounts to life, life! Welcome bad and 
good alike! 

A gust blew through the bushes and trees. John took a deep breath. 

Yes, that is it. Ugly and beautiful, good, bad, all is w^elcome! Oh life! I 
am still young. You spread out before me, a vast and radiant expanse with 
all your vicissitudes and terrors. I set out on my voyage with the strength 
of youth still in me and with a new blessing, ready to meet you in your 
might, you and all your creatures, and call you friend. 


THE CATALAN NIGHT 

Paul Morand 

(1889- ) 

TRANSLATED BY VYVYAN HOLLAND 


I WAS TO HAVE a lady as a travelling companion. One half of her already 
graced the compartment in which I sat. The other half, leaning out of the 
window, still belonged to Lausanne station and to a delegation of men of 
various nationalities, ’welded together by the same shadow on the platform, 
linked by the same wild rose in the buttonhole of each of them. Bells began 
to ring. Passengers ran about on the asphalt platform. As though at the 
tacit bidding of the time-table, the signal drooped like a scarlet fruit at 
the top of its latticed trunk. A whistle blew. The lady shook hands over the 
lowered window; a freckled British hand; a pulpy German hand; a Russian 
hand with a parchment-like skin; the slim fingers of a Japanese. And lastly 
a young Spaniard, with a stock hiding a boil on his neck, stretched out a 
grimy paw covered with copper rings and said: 

''Good-bye, Doha Remediosl” . ; - 

Then the crowd parted and through the gap a mauve star twinkled, 
followed by a soft flare and a cloud of smoke through which a film camera 
immediately began to perform its desperate duties. . ■ . . 

The train broke, one by one, from the handshakes that were anchoring 
it and, having gained its freedom, sped oh its:Vw A shout went up: 
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‘Tong live the International!” but it was instantly smothered by the clatter 

of the turntables and the velvety darkness of a tunnel 

The lady Still leaned rashly out of the window, waving her hand. I pre- 
vailed upon her to stop by placing a hand on her plump shoulder, and I 
drew her attention to an enamelled notice on which was written: 

IT, IS DANGEROUS TO ALLOW CHILDREN TO LEAN 
OUT OF THE WINDOWS 

at which she smiled, turning towards me. 

Beautiful, handsome, pretty, intriguing. In that moment Fate made 
amends for the disappointments of so many other train departures, in which 
it is the woman with whom one would like to travel who remains on the 
platform, while the man who was with her sits beside one, without any 
indication until that moment as to which of the two was going to travel, so 
equally affected were they by the parting, so equally full of emotion, and 
wrapped in their dreams. 

There was no disillusionment when the train came out of the tunnel. 
Under cover of a drowsiness with which I pretended to be overcome I 
began to study my companion’s face as though it were a map, so that 
I should be in no danger of taking the wrong turning. A charming and 
undulating landscape bounded by shoes and a hat. I always envy those pass- 
port officials whose daily task enables them to make a record on their forms 
of so many human faces, cold, warm, as different from one another as the 
flower-like imprints of finger-tips. 

In this face, with its soft curves, frankly no feature was remarkable; her 
full lips, her forehead, her high cheekbones which, seen three-quarter face, 
hid her eyes from one’s gaze, cutting one’s glance off slantwise in an irre- 
sistible way and sending it off in one of those theatrical exits known as 
“into the wings” which deceive no one but are none the less charming. Her 
bosom rose in a gentle slope to her rounded neck, encircled by a plain rope 
of imitation pearls, and shaded by a youthful and determined chin. On her 
first finger shone a sapphire set in brilliants; her thin silk dress fell in a fold 
between her short thighs. In the mittened hands spread flat upon her knees, 
in her feet, so arched that they almost seemed swollen and which did not 
quite reach the floor, in her hair tightly stretched back to her ears where 
it was allowed to escape in frothy waves, so oiled that it ceased to be black 
and reflected every colour of its surroundings, in the bun twisted like a 
wrung-out cloth and glistening with brilliantine, in all these things one’s 
memory was taken irresistibly back to Spain. 

She leaned her head against the railway embroidery on the head-rest and 
went to sleep quite naturally. Perhaps I had hypnotised her. 

As we approached Morges a; storm suddenly burst over us. Terrific 
thunder-claps crashed against the mountain peaks, drowning the rattle of 
the train. A whimper came from somewhere. My companion woke with a 



1107 


THE CATALAN NIGHT 

start and absent-mindedly made the sign of the cross. Taken unawares., she 
wore that look of a bird with ruffled plumage which Southern European 
women get when travelling. The young ones lose their composure and 
become wooden, whilst the older ones turn a lead-grey colour and sag be- 
neath the sparkle of their jewels. The sky split like a piece of silk. The 
lightning 'Struck' the railway track with a suddenness that w^as even more 
abrupt than a Press photographer’s flashlight. I offered to pull down the 
blind. ■ 

'Tm not frightened of the storm, but my dog, who is in her basket, 
can’t bear it.” 

Then, as though her face had been stripped by the thunder, she opened 
her bag and reconstructed it behind a cloud of pow^der. There was a white 
lock among her black hair, like a jet of steam in a puff of coal smoke. The 
whimpering started again under the seat and went on until she decided to 
take a mongrel fox-terrier with fawm-coloured ears out of a gilt basket on 
which was written ‘‘Souvenir of the Rigi.” To put her more at her ease I 
opened my bag and took out a teddy-bear and a red donkey. She compli- 
mented me on my menagerie. On my side I showered praises on her dog 
in a way which is usually only considered correct on suburban railway 
trains. 

“Trick is ugly, Monsieur, but I love her because she is all I have left in the 
world.” 

“Nevertheless, the leave-takings which I witnessed at the station a little 
while ago seemed to me to be extraordinarily warm. Having only been in 
Lausanne a few hours myself, I know nothing at all of a person worthy of 
being photographed by flashlight. Perhaps you’ve been giving a charity per- 
formance at the Casino?” 

“I am not, Monsieur, altogether an actress,” she replied. As she finished 
the word “actress”, lisping it slightly, her tongue appeared for a moment 
between her closed teeth which were like minute grains of rice. She favoured 
me with a tired smile. “Even though I have played a part in the most 
terrible parody of justice of this century. My name is Remedies Sirvent and 
I was the companion of Esteban Puig, the Catalan champion of liberty, 
legally assassinated at Barcelona last spring by the police, militarist and 
clerical reaction.” 

I had, like everyone else, taken a passing interest in that event, which 
some considered to be a just punishment and others looked upon as a 
martyrdom, but which had subsequently been relegated to oblivion. Con- 
sequently I was greatly surprised at the description which she gave me of 
the gathering at Lausanne, at the thought of which — ^here she beat her 
breast — she still thrilled. 

In order that all restrictions on individual action should cease, and with 
the object of bringing pressure to bear , on the. Spanish Government, the 
International Socialist Bureau had organised a monster demonstration. 
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The mass meeting, she explained to me, took place in the rain, on the 
borders o£ the lake, in close, serried ranks. A seething mass of humanity 
stretched as far as the balconies of the villas and the hotel terraces; the 
roofs were packed with sight-seers. Souvenir cards were sold; subscription 
lists were filled with names; preceded by their silken ensigns the delegates 
marched past; anarchist contingents from Zurich and Lugano beneath their 
black banners ; Russian social-revolutionaries, Indian nationalists, American 
Zionists, the General Unions of French and Belgian workers ; the officials 
of the Independent Labour Party and of the Second International sang 
hymns. All the comrades were there: Rosario, Rakovski, Vandervelde, 
Luxembourg, Jaures, Burns, Thomas, Lippovici. A never-to-be-forgotten 
moment. What mattered it that one no longer possessed a country, when 
one was received as she had been received, at the threshold of Humanity? 
She would do her duty now with renewed strength of purpose, pushing 
aside all obstacles in her path, striving to banish the languor which over- 
comes one after a great sorrow, and during which one’s nature recovers its 
strength. She wanted to remain bruised, both in her opinions and in her 
affections, and to work tirelessly to the end that the work to which Puig 
had devoted his life should be continued and the Cause fostered. He had 
left her sufficient money for her needs. She belonged to the lower middle 
classes and was naturally inclined to a life of luxury and ease beneath a 
tranquil sky. But she could not drift into becoming the charming widow, 
absorbed in her white rabbits and her vineyards, taking the air in her 
carriage in her widow’s weeds. She felt the need of great international con- 
flicts, of European upheavals, of rugged climates, of propaganda voyages 
and lectures, and wanted to compel attention, to win the hearts of the 
people, to obtain a revision of his shameful trial. 

Enthusiasm radiated from her eyes, her lips and the palms of her hands, 
with something playful and childish which was particularly attractive; 
sometimes she interpreted her^thoughts seriously, announcing its degeneracy 
to a decadent world; sometimes she started off on a frantic and confused 
flow of invective without, however, losing any of her charm in the process. 

The idea of a new order of Society enraptured her so much that beads 
of moisture stood out on her forehead. The natural passionate good-nature 
of the Spaniard gave way before a fervour of despotism which her eloquence 
alone held in check. But at the back of everything there remained the cold 
and austere religious sense and the respect for established order which are 
the nearest kin to prayer. Her marvellous credulity was a great asset, egging 
her on to romantic sacrilege and above all giving her the strength to be 
insatiable, which is usually lacking in revolutionaries of the Latin races, who 
are satisfied with so little. 

ombre/' she said^ “my life is; expressed in four words: service, knowl- 

She enlarged upon this idea, but,' before explaining it, insisted on defining 
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her position in relation to the different political parties in Spain, For my 
part, I listened with such good will that I fell asleep. 

We were approaching the frontier^ 

The lightning still accompanied us, punctuated by desultory thunder- 
claps, like an endless argument amoiig the mountain tops. Dona Remedios 
still nursed her dog which, covering its mistress’s knees with its ears, 
gloomily surveyed her little feet adorned with tastefully designed buckles, 
shaped like pieces of barbaric jewelry. 

The daylight grew- fainter and the sky seemed gradually to become 
charred like a smoking lamp in the rays of the setting sun. Eau de Cologne 
was shaking monotonously about in its bottles at the bottom of bags with 
the gurgling sound of subterranean springs; my companion, comfortably 
ensconced in the corner of that one-night travelling home, pickled in smoke 
and smelling of hot leather, was reading “Les Samedis de Chiffonnette.” 

The sound of iron-shod boots on the heating apparatus announced the 
arrival of the customs officials. Doha Remedios raised her eyes. 

“Nothing to declare,” she said. 

A southern French customs officer, accompanied by a Swiss soldier, on 
whose cap one noticed with surprise the absence of the word “Lift”, 
pointed to a parcel of some size lying in the rack. 

“What have you got in that basket.?” he asked. 

With a mixture of irritation and embarrassment my companion rose and 
lifted down a thick bunch of palm-leaves tied in a sheaf with a red silk 
ribbon. She opened it and I saw in the midst of the foliage a plaster gentle- 
man with empty eye-sockets who looked like President Carnot. 

“There!” she said, proudly. “That is a bust of Esteban Puig which was 
presented to me this afternoon by the B.I.L. [Bureau Internationale de 
Lausanne]. Must one pay duty on one’s memory of the dead on entering 
France?” 

And she wiped away a tear with a lace handkerchief the size of a postage- 
stamp. 

Samuel Pacifico, professor of history at the Louis-le-Grand college, was 
at home to his friends every Sunday in his sixth-floor attic in the Rue 
Saint-Jacqties. Since leaving school we had always kept up the custom of 
visiting our old master. The author of “The History of the Working- 
Classes” was a timid, shaggy dwarf whose face was a network of blue veins, 
who smelled of the Saint-Paul quarter, made his own shoes and cut his own 
hair with a machine of his own invention. He used to walk down the 
Boulevard Saint-Michel, hugging the wall, talking to himself and scrutinis- 
ing everyone with his grey and black eyes which reminded one of a 
photographic plate in a yellow developer; He had preserved for us that 
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affection whkh had formerly deprived our lessons of much of their tedious- 
ness, and which later we had fostered and returned, no subsequent experi- 
ence having ever again brought the good luck which was ours from 
childhood, namely that of finding a man who did not mind corrupting the 
youth of a generation which was no longer worthy of corruption. His in- 
telligence, which was profound enough to have overthrown a nation, was 
entirely at the service of Science. He imposed a discipline and austere 
habits on himself which he did not even wish us to adopt, holding himself, 
as it were, responsible for our happiness. The Jesuits, against their inclina- 
tion, took us, their boarders, to Pacifico’s classes, disapproving all the time 
of bis diabolic humour; later, at the Political Science lectures, Monsieur 
Laguillere-Desveaux would interrupt his polished and colourless discourse 
in order to put us on our guard against ‘‘the anti-liberal licentiousness with 
which nowadays people proceed to the study of Social Science.’’ 

Pacifico never went out to dinner, never set foot in a drawing-room and 
never crossed the Seine except to go to the Rue de la Paix to buy rings, of 
which he had a Gollection which drove women to distraction. But that was 
the only Eastern taste he possessed. He commanded respect as having 
played his part in the pomps (and also in some of the shady intrigues) of 
the Third Republic, an active part which will never be accredited to him by 
history, exerting his influence on behalf of his friends, avenging them, 
bringing to bear a subtle pressure which ministerial offices rarely resisted 
for more than a few hours, seeking no personal advancement and having 
for recreation nothing but his weekly receptions. 

It would have been useless to try to open one of Bayle’s folios in 
the room in the Rue Saint-Jacques on Sunday evenings towards six o’clock; 
there would have been no room. In an atmosphere of tobacco and sealing- 
wax, one found university students in dinner-jackets and ready-made ties, 
examination coaches with their acid-stained fingers, an unfrocked priest, a 
painted female lawyer or two, a few members of the communist colonies of 
Draveil who stole the teaspoons, and an actress from the Theatre-Fran^ais 
converted to modern art, who had refused the Legion of Honour and talked 
of acting only for the lower classes. 

Nevertheless, I was amazed to see my travelling companion of the previous 
week walk into the circular study, picking her way between the books and 
manuscripts. I wondered why it had not struck me before that I should 
meet her here. For was not this room — as unpretending as a railway turn- 
table on a branch line, the abode of a scholar and recluse, unknowm to Paris 
as is indeed everything else — ^was.it not famous abroad? On crossing the 
frontier, on the threshold of France, the first enquiry is for a hotel and for 
this address. Wells, Unamuno,. Gorki, Wedekind (Shaw simply put, ‘‘G.B.S. 
Irishman”) have signed their names in the master’s visitors’ book. The 
leaders of Europe have come here to pick up hints about the governing of 
their countries. It was natural that Dona Remedios, in her turn, should 
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continue her work close to the man who could drown his: burning thoughts 
in wisdom in the same way that, after a war, explosives are relegated to the 
bottom of the sea. There she sat, draped in a graduate’s gown lined with 
white satin, gazing around her, accompanying her replies with little grimaces 
and mechanically turning over the pages of Jaures’s “Social History of the 
French Revolution” as though it were a warrant for her presence there. 

“We are old friends,” she said, when Pacifico introduced me. “A storm 
/brought us together.”, 

She reminded me of the station, the thunder and the whining of her dog 
Trick. ■ 

“That journey,” I said, “seems almost mythical to me now, and Switzer- 
land has assumed a dignity which has not really been hers for a hundred 
years. The loyalty of atmosphere, the eloquence of the mountain torrents, 
the red elegy of your widowhood and that precious train of ours with its 
two engines, which bore us through such forests of symbols and of pines 
[Remedies never flinched], these I shall treasure in my mind for ever,” 

How satisfying she looked, braving in Paris the creations of the best dress- 
maker of the Paralelo— an unrelieved black— a pretentious hat with a feather 
in it, a silver-fox fur, a little colour in her cheeks and a little blood on her 
hands, brooding on vengeance through those autumn days during which, 
at the call of the chrysanthemums, one passes so imperceptibly into the 
winter. 

Pacifico begged her to write something in his visitors’ book* 

“Will a quotation do.?” 

When she had put on her spectacles and taken up the pen, I suggested: 

“Why not a thought of your own.?” 

She laughed and held the book out: 

“It’s a quotation from our Moratin.” 

We read: 

Being young and thoughtless she was therefore a charming woman. 

Remedies. 

My confusion made her laugh and she observed that it would be a lesson 
to me not to make fun of her in the future. 

“In the first place,” I said, “I met you in Helvetia, where one is allowed 
to think, and, besides, I can assure you that in Paris general ideas are no 
longer possible; every thought must be expressed in anecdote.” 

The master took up the cudgels for Remedios and denounced me as 
having a purely literary turn of mind. We passed the time in this way until 
dinner to which we were asked to stay: for these gatherings added to their 
other attractions that of being far from unfriendly to laughter, particularly 
when the College de France made way for the younger generation which, 
Pacifico declared, “prolonged his life ” The food was good and the wine 
carefully chosen, our host having entrusted the care of his establishment to 
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a housekeeper who had at one time made the Bishop’s palace at Toulouse 
the best pot-house in south-west France. 

A few of us remained that evening under the vanilla-tinted light of the 
gothic bronze chandelier, surrounded by the illusive pastures of the tapes- 
tries on which, facing each other, were hung portraits of Renan and 
Berthelot, who continued their conversation above the fumes of turkey and 
cabbage. Remedios’s prominent bust presided over this family dinner. 

Pacifico held a glass of sherry to the light and then presented it to 
Remedios, saying: 

'To the health and to the glory of Puig.” 

"I thank you and I believe that you mean it. In rushing headlong to his 
death, Esteban did nothing more than to answer the call of the oppressed 
with the heart of a hero.” 

"And now darkness is spreading over Spain once more,” added Pacifico. 

"So it will alw^ays be, hombre, each time anyone tries to awaken to class- 
consciousness a proletariat which has stagnated for centuries in monastic 
ignorance and in barbarism,” declared Remedios with her thick Spanish 
accent. "Esteban realised the futility of violence after the attempt of 1905, 
and he explained to me that the problem would have to be approached 
from a greater distance. We are working for thirty, for fifty years hence,’ he 
said. But as soon as he revealed his plans they made away with him.” 

One of the guests, a professor of semasiology, asked her to explain. 

Full of her subject, Remedios considered us wdth the challenging air of a 
great pianist who is about to attack the Symphonic Variations. But she 
must have seen the look I gave her, devoid of all interest and enthusiasm, 
for she cut out the peroration and, in a rapid voice, laid down her con- 
clusions, 

"There’s nothing to say that you don’t already know",” she said. "To the 
traveller, Spain is just like any other country, with lottery tickets, watering 
places, life insurance, members of parliament who kiss each other on the 
mouth after debates and lifts whose floors light up as soon as one sets foot 
in them. A picturesque cesspool. Barcelona is cast in a South American 
mould and there the sleeping cars break into flower at the end of their 
stalks in hotels which are blossoms of mahogany and blue velvet. One goes 
through the streets on metal wires, one paints as at Schw^abing, one only 
applauds bull-fighters when they return from Buenos Aires and one con- 
structs buildings with enamelled bricks in which one can drive a motor 
car up to the' fifth floor. Then suddenly, round a bend in the road, appears 
the Blessed Sacrament, that obsolete coinage which still circulates among 
us; the people fall on their knees (they are fined if they don’t) and one sees 
officials in blue silk belts carrying candles, followed by officers in cassocks 
and field-boots. The over-loaded tfamcars stop, surrounded by yoked oxen 
and Hispano-Suiza cars, to make room for those people w/ith the heads of 
Inquisitors, these mitred vultures^ > these mean old peasant faces issuing 
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from priceless lace, the lackeys of a God who abandons the poor in order 
to fawn upon the rich. Or else, if the traveller doesn’t read the papers and 
therefore doesn’t know that a strike is imminent, he is surprised one morn- 
ing, on waking, to see from the windows of his hotel the civil guard with 
their yellow bandoliers lying in ambush at the corners of the streets, waiting 
for the trades union worker to show himself. The town, haughty yesterday 
beneath its diadem of electric light, and distributing alms to the rest of 
Spain, is thenceforth as empty as the Sepulchre on the third day. The civil 
population is driven to work before the muzzles of the mercenaries’ rifles. 
Constitutional guarantees are suspended and a police of hired assassins 
carries out a systematic search in those suburbs of ours smelling of charred 
bones, essence of cesspool and resin. Everything now proceeds according to 
an abominable, preconceived plan. The civil authority resigns and martial 
law is declared; following a telegram which is said to come from Madrid 
but which in actual fact the governor always keeps in his safe, the govern- 
ment passes into the hands of the most backward beings that exist on the 
face of the earth, only equalled, perhaps, by some of the Russian governors 
in the Caucasian provinces. The artillery takes up its position in the public 
squares, machine-guns are placed on the monuments. The troops shoot 
without orders. People are arrested in their homes, searches are carried 
out at all hours of the day and night, trials take place without counsel or 
witnesses, affidavits read out being a parody of justice. Then one day at 
dawn, in the fortress moat, they kill. It’s all over: Truth covers her face for 
another fifty years.” 

She took a cigar, lit it and blew a long cloud of smoke beneath the 
chandelier. Then she hummed a tune they play in Spain to herald the entry 
of the bull. 

*‘Don’t let my excitement worry you. Actually these memories are a 
consolation to me. In Paris people work well, but they forget too soon. 
There is no time here to think of death, which is an ordinary Spanish 
amusement. One ought to think of it; it helps to keep things in their proper 
perspective. Either the present order of Society must change or I must leave 
my bones on it. I don’t want to die until the great fictions of life. Religion, 
Authority, Family, which with us still retain all their evil influence, have 
had their emptiness exposed, nor do I want to die without having helped 
my brothers and sisters to rid themselves of the burden of pobreness,’ and 
of the yoke of the capitalist and of the ‘padron,’ Of all those who exploit 
the poor, the Catalans are the most bitter, the most cruel and the most 
unjust. Oh, how wonderful it would be to exterminate them all!” 

And she banged her fist on the table, not with her thumb inside her 
fingers, as women generally do, but placed correctly over the fingers like a 
lid. Her breasts and the glasses shook. 

Suddenly her mood changed to one of gaiety and she pushed her chair 
away from the table and addressed herself to Pacifico: 
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"‘Tliaiik yoti^ foster-father, for my good dinner/' 

‘My little red child, this is your home, as they say in your country/' 

‘‘For a moment/’ she said, “we swerve from our purpose and neglect our 
duty. That is the whole treacherous cunning of Paris. But to-morrow we 
resume our labours until the moment comes for the prison gates to fly open 
and for the whole fabric of prolific and radiant Spain to crumble to the 
ground/’ 

She was exquisite in this mood, in her ardour and her strength; in her 
moments of repose she seemed detached, affected, out of touch with things 
and rather ridiculous. To think in capitals and to fly to extremes suited her, 
even though after being swept away by her one had, as a sort of self- 
punishment, a distinct tendency to look upon her as a character in a Spanish 
tragi-comedy. Looking at her under the chandelier, wasting herself in ex- 
travagant phrases, a well-built woman with a firm, calm body and the 
sturdy limbs of a well-fed shopkeeper’s wife, one hesitated or indeed refused 
altogether to share her enthusiasm. But she had less charm when she became 
once more a nice, simple, naturally fresh young woman. She reminded me 
alternately of an eagle and a hen. In any case, she was a graceful figure, not 
particularly gifted and with nothing of the femme fatale about her. Afflic- 
tion had left no mark of bitterness on her soft childish nose or on her full 
lips; no wrinkles furrowed her low forehead or the eyelids stretched over 
her wide eyes filled with perpetual but harmless fire. 

I went on studying her. She had dispensed with all creeds and had freed 
herself from human ties and divine pledges; one expected that of her. But 
when all was said, what one felt most about this rebel girl was her sense of 
Well-being, the integrity of her ideas, her catholic ancestry, mixed with that 
middle-class Spanish attitude of grateful respect towards the male which is 
a legacy from the Moors. As we sat round her we were all conscious of 
these things, but we were all inclined to want to put her beliefs to the 
test, watching for any sign of weakening, believing that hers was more a 
sentimental escapade into the world of anarchism than a true vocation. 

“Remedios,” said one of the guests, as we left the table, “is an idyl of 
a thoroughly domestic kind. She is a mermaid in the sea of Marxism.” 

“It would be interesting to see into her future,” said Pacifico, who had 
leanings towards occultism. 

Everyone had something to say: 

“I think her end will come in days of violence, full of bloodshed in spite 
of her/’ 

“She will marry a bull-fighter who has retired on his wounds and will 
keep a hotel in Algeciras.” 

“She will give lectures in the Argentine or go on the films/’ 

“Has she any literary talent.'^/’ 

“No, I believe she’s quite a good girl/’ 

From this point onwards all seriousness ceased. A friend of Pacifico’s 
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childhood, an old gentleman with rouged cheeks who played chess and 
repaired old lace, offered to tell our fortunes by cards. But we preferred the 
game which consists in giving each person a list of qualities or defects 
against which he has to give himself marks ranging from o to 20. We were 
soon pencilling away on our knees. The old gentleman established himself 
at the piano and played the overture to Les Indes galantes. The autumn 
wind blew white ash from the fire all over the carpet. 

Remedios moistened her pencil with a look of perplexity and asked the 
difference between sensuality and temperament, maintaining that in Span- 
ish there was only one word for both and that she, for her part, saw no 
difference between them. Pacifico, in his precise way, got the uncompromis- 
ing idea of “goodness” changed to “niceness.” Someone else pointed out 
that we had forgotten “snobbishness.” Some of them cheated, others, seized 
with remorse, scratched out their marks, or, after a brief examination of 
conscience, increased them. Remedios proceeded hesitatingly, indiarubber 
in hand, full of concentrated sincerity. I asked if one could give oneself 
more than 20 marks for anything. 

There was no sound but that made by the housekeeper clearing the 
table, the creaking of the furniture and the regular ticking of the clock. 
When the lists were complete, Pacifico called out each quality or defect and 
each person in turn, either boldly or sheepishly, called out the number of 
marks he had given himself for it. 

“Man, know thyself,” said Pacifico. And so we did, extraordinarily well. 
The younger ones were, I must admit, sometimes rather wide of the mark, 
but for those who had reached a certain age there were clearly no illusions 
left. 

We then went on to the second part of the game, which consisted in 
taking one’s neighbour’s list and substituting for his marks the marks which 
we thought he really deserved. 

“But you know nothing at all about me,” exclaimed Remedios, as I took 
possession of her moral inventory. 

I answered that I could always guess and that in any case I had drunk out 
of her glass in the dining-car when she w^as not looking. 

Many days have passed since that happy Sunday. But I still possess 
Remedios’s list, carefully drawn up by her and corrected by me. I give here, 
for what it is worth, this precious document which, beneath its dry 
figures, seems to me now to be full of admissions: 


Qualities or 

REMEDIOS 

Mar\s given 

Mar\sm 

defects. 

by her. 

amended by me. 

Beauty 

18 

14 

Charm 

9 

17 

Elegance 

20 

8 
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Qualities or , 

Mar\s given 

■ Mar]{s as 

defects. 

by her. 

amended by me. 

Intelligence 

2 

7 

Genius ' 

3 

? 

Sensitiveness 

8 

■■ 19 

Business sense 

I 

' 18 " 

Sensuality 

0 

. 19 

Temperament 

2 

,15 ' 

Modesty 

20 

10 ' 

Political sense 

19 

3 

Judgment 

8 

.. 4 , 

Wit 

10 

10 

Religious feeling 

0 

20 

Snobbishness 

7 

■ 17, 

Luck 

0 

19 

Sense of humour 

I 

18 

¥/ili power 

16 

■ : 5 

Selfishness 

19 

4 

Greed 

18 

18 


'If you like, Remedios, we could dine together one evening, without 
dressing, and go to a cinema ” 

“I should love to. I hate being alone. I hear mysterious knockings on my 
shutters every evening and the ghost of a nun appears from the back of my 
wardrobe every time I open it to get out my nightgown.” 

''And Fm afraid of dying when I sleep alone F 

“Who wrote that?” 

“Mallarme, but it should have been Baudelaire.” 

“Come and fetch me on Tuesday at seven o’clock at the Hotel du 
Mexiqiie in the Rue Servandoni.” 

I had to wait for Remedies in the palm-filled hall, seated in a blue cane 
' armchair, until the hands of the cuckoo clock pointed to a quarter to nine. 
Dinner, which was served on linoleum table-cloths with a Persian design, 
had been cleared away for two hours. The ecclesiastic contingent of the 
establishment had fondled the cat and read the advertisements in ha Croix 
and the games of piquet were coming to an end. People were beginning to 
go to bed. At last Remedies came down, glistening with diamonds beneath 
a cloak of black Liberty silk, through which one caught a glimpse of full 
evening dress, with the key of her room and her candlestick in her hand. 
An elaborately cut tortoise-shell comb a foot high towered above her 
and knocked against the top of the carriage. At the sight of these things I 
changed my mind about taking her to a cafe and ran my mind along the 
Grands Boulevards to try to think of a restaurant in which a cloak like this 
would be admitted. 
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In spite of all my precautions, our entry did not pass altogether un- 
noticed. 

'‘Please get it firmly into your mind that I want nothing but vegetables 
and a glass of water/' 

"Remedios, w’^onderful woman of a wonderful evening, do be serious. Do 
you like it dry or sweet.f^" 

Between the salt cellar and the pepper-mill she deposited her white gloves 
twisted together, a velvet bag on which the following motto was worked in 
diamonds: 

REMEDIOS 
SIN DIOS 

and a fan made of green feathers. 

‘Til have some oysters," she declared resignedly, “if you will ask them to 
do one up in paper for me to take home to my Chinese gold fish. I should 
also like the outside slice of the saddle for Trick. You are dining with a 
w’^oman who was rich this morning and who is penniless to-night. I think I 
told you in the train — in that spontaneous impulse to talk of oneself which 
is evoked by sympathy — that by his will Esteban Puig had left me sufficient 
for my needs. Actually he left me two houses let on lease at Biarritz. In 
point of fact, rumour attributed a much larger fortune to me. This gave me 
a great deal of pain. Buying El Debate, the organ of the Jesuits, at a 
kiosk in the Boulevard Saint-Michel this morning, I realised how much use 
our enemies were making of this. So I went straight to my lawyer and made 
him draw up a formal deed of renunciation which I signed there and then 
and which will be published in to-morrow’s Humanite, The whole of Puig’s 
gift will pass to his Socialist Institute. Which explains why I am penniless 
this evening." 

She laughed and stirred her wine with a fork. 

“No, there is nothing praiseworthy about this renunciation. It was wrong 
of me ever to have accepted it. I can never lose the real gifts I received from 
Puig. He found me, chose me and raised me to his level when I was nothing 
but a pupil teacher in a suburban school. He made me read, think; until 
the very day of his death his one desire for me was to make me a com- 
panion worthy of him. He was twenty years my senior, tall, with a head like 
a boulder and the eyes of a basilisk, but the lower part of his face and his 
hands were calm and full of wisdom. That is how he struck me when he 
came to my home one evening to ask me if I would take night-school for 
working-class children. His voice shook and seemed to issue from some 
secret hiding-place. He told me that he needed me. His face was as white 
as an altar cloth. I followed him.” 

The dress she was wearing fitted her closely and was cut low, her bosom 
swelling above it like an overflowing cup. 

“Where did you get your dress.?*” 
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“At Worth’s/’ she said, “they called it ‘Eastern Night.’ It can’t be helped. 
. , . In future I shall copy the dresses in the woman’s supplement of the 
Vanguardia" 

She'went on speaking: 

“Just think. Puig was the soul of the Socialist Institute. It was created by 
him in 19 — on an entirely new basis of teaching, at any rate in Spain, and 
there (you can imagine how revolutionary it was) he gave a mixed educa- 
tion both in the social and in the sexual sense of the word. In addition he 
insisted on moral and material cleanliness, teaching truth without either 
rewards or punishments, and, knowledge without religion, making a fair 
distribution of mental and manual labour. In a word, the system consisted 
of the admirable scholastic enactments of your Convention, the ideas of 
Lavoisier put into practice, to quote Puig, as they have never been in 
France. Reclus and Kropotkin helped. I’ve got a wonderful correspondence 
with them in one of my hat boxes. But to create all this was to wage the 
battle of light against darkness and this cannot be done with impunity. 
Puig was crushed. In my country one must not take the children away from 
the priests, who want to make a saint of everyone.” 

She stopped talking, absorbed in her pocket mirror. 

“How dark my complexion is! I wonder why.?” 

“A woman’s complexion, Remedios, is her conscience.” 

“I am upsetting myself too much. Please forgive me, but I must keep on 
reminding myself of these things. Even though the head-waiter is listening 
to us with such horror, you must hear the exordium of Puig’s funeral ora- 
tion as it was delivered over his grave by Portet. It went like this: ‘The 
reputed son of one of those innumerable gods created by man is condemned 
to death because he wished to be proclaimed king. He is about to die. Born, 
as are all gods, of ignorance and fear, he falters when face to face with 
death, loses confidence and cries tremulously: “Father, why hast thou for- 
saken me?” On the other hand, look at Puig, the son of free thought and 
of morality without sanctions; he also is about to die. Does he flinch? Does 
he lose his freedom of thought? No! He stands proudly erect to the end, 
crying as he falls: “Long live the International!” ’ ” 

Remedies’ eyes are black or grey or blue. How can one tell? All eyes are 
of all colours. My feeling of happiness suddenly dissolves. With hands as 
clumsy as wooden splints I take her hand. On her wrist she is wearing a 
bracelet of graduated sapphires. I feel I want to leave the place, but every- 
thing seems to have taken root. It is all a dream. My heart aches as though 
someone were extracting teeth from it. 

“Remedios!” 

''Por favor?'' 

“As a favour, let me love you.” 

I had not chosen my moment welb but the night before I had decided to .. 
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make this declaration to her. She attracted me immeasiirablyj and her attrac- 
tion seemed to increase daily. 

“You would be making a great mistake if you did/’ she replied, shrugging 
her shoulders in little quick movements which' had the effect of entirely 
obliterating her already short neck. 

“It is principally to avoid it that I say it, dear remedy.” 

This talk of love gave the coffee back its taste and restored that equipoise 
which procures for us the sympathy of tradesmen and the collaboration 
of Fate. 

“The fact is that when I am not violent and weak and overcome by the 
withering emotion of love, as I am this evening, my wickedness, Remedios, 
knows no bounds.” 

“Yes, Fve noticed that,” she replied, “and to be quite frank, for my part, 
I am quite certain that I shall never love anyone again. That side of my life 
is finished. Physical love is nothing but a magnificent debauch which time 
can, if necessary, replace. But when the bonds that bind two hearts are once 
broken, it is different.” 

She quoted some grossly sentimental Andalusian proverb which I have 
forgotten and which suddenly diminished her beauty. 

After a moment’s silence she went on: 

“I’m going to make my living by giving Spanish lessons.” 

“May I be one of your pupils?” 

“My first and my favourite one.” 

The revolving door of the restaurant turned its pink silk paddle-boards 
in the concave water of its glass sides. The tables were emptying. Women 
were going downstairs in their brightly lined cloaks like statues in coloured 
alcoves; men were looking excitedly for their companions or their hats. 

Remedios exuded a fragrance in the close room like warmed wine. The 
last diners also exuded an atmosphere of delightful well-being. The 
wine-waiter became god-like. A lady who was drinking with one finger 
in the air remarked as she finished: 

“Yes, it’s very good, it leaves a slight taste in the mouth.” 

The radiators were cooling with a sound of cracking joints. 

Remedios pushed aside her plate and her glass, took her lip-salve from 
her bag and drew a jota on the table cloth. 

“First steps. The alphabet isABCDEFGHI/... and that’s the 
jota. No, it isn’t a dance, it’s the first difficulty that besets you when you 
cross the Pyrenees.” 

For a moment I tried to pronounce it. 

“Your progress surprises me,” said Remedios, flatteringly.. “Now let’s 
choose a phrase in which the r’s and j’s are well distributed, 


“El pajarito de la caja roja.” 
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“What does that purring sound mean, Remedios?” 

“It means : 'The little bird in the red cage.’ ” 

“But, Remedios, that’s you!” 

It was late. We rose. The restaurant was empty. I loved her for life. While 
she went to the cloak-room I returned to our little table and furtively licked 
her spoon. 

I had patiently accustomed my tongue to rolling r’s on my teeth from 
which I threw them back with a sudden movement on to the glottis in the 
pronunciation of a not too imperfect jota. On my way to the Rue Servan- 
doni I set myself the task of repeating a hundred times the phrase which 
Remedios had taught me two days before. 

At the hotel I found a note waiting for me. Remedios had left France the 
day before by the Barcelona express. The red cage was empty. All that was 
left was this revolting hall decorated with lizard skins, with coloured glass 
and with the cat which was devouring a sort of brain pudding out of an 
imitation Rouen plate. The autumn day was dying peacefully away under 
the canopy of an orange-coloured storm, and was being momentarily 
prolonged by the coat which painters, singing at their work, were putting 
on the house-fronts. 

Crushed beneath the habits of two long days and suddenly crystallised into 
a fidelity that was new to me, I stood in the Luxembourg like a monolith. I 
had keyed myself up to meet Remedios again, to beset her with childish 
excitements as one does to stop hiccoughs, to put a thousand questions cf 
grammar to her, to create quaint fancies for her, without ever revealing 
to her my purpose, which was to keep her thoughts on myself, to persuade 
her that all the refinements of Paris, the atmosphere of the Seine, the genius 
of the Saint-Michel fountain from which the water overflows like a bath in 
which one has fallen asleep with the tap on, the statement of the programme 
girl offering you a programme : “It Gost a franc,” the charm of private 
rooms in restaurants, the broad outlook of the big Stores where the rem- 
nants unroll in little waves beneath the arc lamps of the central hall like 
dazzling orchids, were all nothing but different forms of love, a love in 
which the caf& also played their part when the hour of a quarter to eight 
brought its delicious relaxation with it. 

By this unpremeditated departure I saw her, on the contrary, freed, in 
more peaceful possession of herself even than before, and gone from me for 
ever. It was still daylight and the only stars were those of the trams, when 
I began to realise how complete was my subjection and how sudden an end 
had been put to my happiness, and that this state of affairs continued even 
after sunset. Why this sudden departure, leaving no trace.? Was not Spain 
barred to her.? Or had she perhaps concealed the truth from me and set out 
for Italy and a mad round of excitements, or for America from a desire 
either for self-effacement or for notoriety.? 


1121 


THE CATALAN NIGHT 

It was indeed towards Spain that she had gone, for on the following, day 
I received a postcard from the frontier. On it were depicted the docks of 
Port-Vendres with a row of large casks and a view of the town-hall above 
which rose a fort. On the back of the card were these words: “The decree 
of Fate,” the proud Spanish brevity of which was spoilt by the fact that the 
handwriting was that of a servant girl and by the ending: A greeting frotn 
Port-Vendres, I hoped that Remedios had been unable to cross the frontier. 
But a few days later Pacifico told me that she had reached Barcelona. 

Paris was flooded by an enervating November rain in which houses were 
reflected right up to the roof in the asphalt. The spray round the street 
lamps turned into a sort of pink dust. Along the soaking pavements the 
stunted trees bore the full brunt of the wind. At night-time a rush of waters 
beneath the roads came from the sewer outfalls. The need I felt for Reme- 
dios did not cease, nor did it even diminish. Our first meetings seemed now 
to have been specially arranged by destiny to ensure that at any rate our 
two lives should not remain apart for ever. I went over in my mind all the 
circumstances of our acquaintance. In the beginning I had loved her voice, 
coarsened by public meetings, her short hands, shorter still in their mittens, 
her murderer’s thumb, her adventures in which lethargy always seemed to 
play a part, her escapade into anarchy; then I had come to love the narrow 
limits of her ideas, the chronicle of her sufferings, her goodness and also 
the perpetual amusement afforded by her love of pleasure, her natural sense 
of duty and the rebelliousness which made her swerve continually from the 
path of her destiny. I conjured her up again, irresponsible, romantic and 
always smiling. Was it possible that our meeting was merely one of those 
incidents which, judging from their results, Remedios accused of uniting 
against her peace of mind, declaring them at the same time to be in- 
evitable .^Everything began to hold evil omens; the shape of the clouds and 
of coffee-grounds began to be unfavourable. The loneliness of the evenings, 
and even of the mornings which were too brilliant for me to submit to Fate 
and to live sensibly, urged me to follow her. The newspapers announced 
grave reactionary measures in Catalonia, I could not bear the thought that, 
all because of me, Remedios was perhaps hurtling headlong towards disas- 
ter, and I in my turn took the evening express. 

I was in a circus with an arena of sand, an unbroken beach in which the 
forces of sunlight and shadow held equal sway. Above was a circus of blue 
sky across which the fierce sun moved without encountering the outspread 
cape of a single cloud. A dense crowd was suspended midway between these 
two empty circuses, like a frame of dark wood dividing two mirrors which 
reflect each other. The countless pale smudges of the closely packed faces 
quivered in the heat-haze which made individual sounds vibrate and unite 
into a single harmony. Could one of these sniudges, one of these sounds, be 
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Remedios ? It was the Fiesta de la Prensa and on the glaring posters we were 
promised eight Sottomayor bulls. In the space of an hour the town had 
emptied itself into this Moorish basin. I carefully scanned the tiers, stripping 
them like a corn-cob. I rid the circus of everything that was not a brilliant, 
eloquent mouth, a shapely body moulding a silk dress and two eyes as 
open as a book. Were you there, Remedios, you precious thing, you indis- 
pensable object? Perhaps, but not recognisable, because you were no longer 
that preposterous and provoking figure, that tongue of flame which one 
would have picked out instantly from a grey Parisian crowd; here you were 
merely one of these thousand glimmering lights, one of these bodies satiated 
with siestas, bloated with sweetmeats, dominated by religion and supersti- 
tion, a Spanish woman. 

One saw the civil guard in their top boots, the military band in their 
canvas shoes. In his box the president was holding forth to some women who 
looked like fondants. He cast his gestures to the crowd like handfuls of 
coppers. Piercing whistles rose up and gradually died down again. Then the 
president rose. So violently did he wave his handkerchief that it started 
the brazen notes of a trumpet into life. The trumpet in turn set in motion 
the gate of the toril, revealing a dark passage at the end of which was a 
glimmer of blue sky. 

The bull came out into the light. Bewildered, he stopped at the edge of 
the shaded portion of the arena. His coat was dirty, his flanks were mottled. 
His horns were covered with plaster from the walls. FIe was alone, the single 
point on which the two halves of the ring were strained like bows. He was 
attracted by a horse kicking against the barrier. He trotted towards it. It was 
a decrepit old grey screw. Its stomach was patched like a poor man’s coat 
and its legs tottered beneath the weight of the upholstered picador flourish- 
ing his lance. The bull halted for a moment and bellowed; then, attracted by 
the dull gleam of the steel that menaced him, he charged, his muzzle close 
to the ground. The lance entered between his shoulders, bent like a rapier 
and broke. A thrust from his hindquarters and his horns penetrated the 
horse’s stomach with a squelching sound. The horse appeared to jump; it 
remained suspended in the air, its legs apart, while the bull, blinded with 
blood, gored its stomach. Then the horse crashed down like an old wall, 
smothering its rider, hampered by his horsehair armour. The picador’s head 
emerged from a jumble of harness and entrails. His hat with its gaudy 
rosettes had fallen off, revealing a fat face like that of a terrified monk, 
glistening with sweat. The horse scrambled up and staggered off, shedding 
its bowels round the arena. Other horses were lying beside the barrier; the 
absence of saddles accentuated the prominence of their bones. Their yellow 
teeth were bared. 

Remedios? Not one of those fans was cooling that beloved neck into 
which, in Paris, her veil used to dig so deep a furrow. No eyebrow was 
plastered down as much as hers, which she used to smooth with a little 
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brush meant for glazing pastry. None of the women round me possessed 
that husky voice which enthralled me so. Remedies was not here. Remedios 
couldn’t bear the sight of blood. 

The bull now became the sport of men dressed in silver, arranged in a 
row like chessmen. One after the other they spread their wings, set flight 
and settled before the crimson horns. One swathed his hips in his cape, his 
foolish pink stockings emerging from below the skirt thus formed. Another 
held up a bright cape spotted with dried blood stains. He dragged this cape 
along the ground like a net and then spread it out like a curtain. The cur- 
tain parted and behold ! A man had flashed across the sun, leaving in the bull 
two pairs of banderillas decorated with tin foil, like silver flowers from the 
roots of which the blood bubbled, already turning black. 

The bull was getting slow. He was now the property of the man dressed 
in gold. From the crowd there gradually rose a low rumbling growl which 
the first clever pass would break into a thousand separate sounds. The killer 
was a small man. His hair was like the patent leather of his pumps. The bull 
rent the red cloth and the man’s silk sleeves. He grew weary, his head 
drooped lower and lower towards the earth on which he slowly slobbered. 
The man retired three paces, wiped the sweat from his blue and yellow 
face and threw off his hat with a theatrical toss of the head; he was bald. 
He rose up on tiptoe like a tenor. A sudden momentary effort and a back- 
ward leap; he waited, hands on hips; a smile wrinkled his thin cheeks. He 
signed to the crowd to keep quiet for a moment. The bull receded ob- 
liquely, his muzzle in the sand; his legs bent; he fell on his knees. His feet 
stiffened and his head fell backwards. 

The president awarded the ear. 

Nothing remained in the empty arena but a trampled place with a jumble 
of footprints and hoof-marks round a dark stain. 

Was it the aniseed-scented afternoon, my lack of love, or this harrow- 
ing butchery that made me feel so sick? 

4k • 

My search lasted two days. In the end I got Remedios’s telephone number 
from the Socialist Institute. Her voice! She made an appointment to meet 
me at seven o’clock next morning on the outskirts of the town. 

I tried to sleep, without success. My window looked out over a flat boule- 
vard bedecked with palm trees. Children played there until two in the 
morning, digging with their spades in the electrically lit sand beneath the 
street lamps, enjoying themselves in the middle of the night of w^hich other 
European children only know the borders. Electric signs flickered. A soap 
advertisement traced its crimson path across a house-front and went out, 
only to reappear an instant later to greet one in blue and then in green, just 
as theatrical stars take each call before the curtain wearing a different shawl. 
Above this domestic conflagration the. fortress of Montjuich pursued its 



1124 'TELLERS OF TALES 

relentless vigil from the top of its rock, swept four times every minute by 
the lighthouse. 

When three o’clock struck, the square was empty. The trente et quarante 
rooms still glowed on the first floors of the houses. Some of the players 
came out on the balconies while the cards were being shuffled and leaned 
their elbows on the plush-covered rails. In the streets below the cabmen 
were also playing cards in their carriages. With the first signs of dawn above 
the horizon, even the hairdressers, in whose shops the customers had been 
suffering a kind of cosmetic trepanning, covered up their hot water ap- 
paratus, and the town entered on a brief period of rest. 

A little later a taxi came to take me to the Parque de Vich where Reme- 
dios had asked me to meet her. In the Plaza de Colon the confraternity of 
beggars was sleeping, each member stretched out on two iron chairs. There 
were about a hundred of them, their faces black, their feet wrapped in 
evening papers, under the pachydermatous palm trees, scratching them- 
selves even in their dreams. Amongst them a gentleman in a dinner jacket, 
with a flower in his buttonhole, having decided against going home, was 
snoring with his mouth open. 

The carriage passed through the Arguelles district, the quarter inhabited 
by rich cotton-brokers. To tell the truth I was not sure that I was yet 
awake. It was an endless series of villas twisted like marshmallow stalks, 
lit by windows which resembled chain-armour, railed off by metallic sea- 
weed and zinc creepers painted green or pale pink. Under corrugated iron 
roofs sagged indiarubber houses, pierced by gaping doors through which 
the road seemed to continue, rising in a gentle slope to the roofs. At their 
sides the porters’ lodges bulged like tumours, and chimneys rose like vines 
swollen with varicocele at the tops of walls where rabbit-fishes were fighting 
in thickets of wrought-iron irises. Then, the imagination of the architects 
having apparently come to an end, the avenues no longer existed except in 
their name plates, hidden amongst the featureless country. Here and there 
between the market gardens a private house still thrust up its silhouette of 
a mounted gun, wdth its burnt almond stucco, bristling with burr-stones, 
looking like unappetising praline cakes. At last the carriage came to a halt 
before a tiled terrace decorated with china fruits on the top of twelve 
staggering cromlechs. This platform must also have served as a roof, for 
pierced japanned pipes, reminding one of pepper pots, sprouted from it like 
trees. I dived into the path which wriggled like a severed worm and I 
reached, in spirals, the chequered summer house where Remedios was wait- 
ing for me, smiling among the aloes. She looked as though she had nothing 
on beneath her lilac dust coat from Valentin’s, the rubber king. The sky 
was reflected in her oiled hair. She turned her great eyes to me and pursing 
up her lips in that barren kiss which is; called a pout, she said; 

..."‘Well, simpatico^ are you satisfied?” , 

'‘It’s like a dream, I ador^ you so ” 
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■ She patted , my shou^^ then my- back.' with her hand, showifig her 

delight at seeing me in the Spanish fashion, in one of those embraces 
which one still sees in classic comedy at the Theatre Franjais. 

“How can I ever tell you/’ she said, “the sacrifice I am making in giving 
up my resistance? You have come at a terrible moment, when I ought to 
see no one, but providence . . . This is the Parque de Vich, given to the 
town by a Catalan who made his fortune in Chili. A mixture of Bagatelle 
and Luna Park. You must admit that it is idyllic with its banks, its 
powdered glass designs; in the evening a steam orchestra plays in the 
grotto. I am happy here; as in the well-known tango: 7 wish I' were a. bee., 
to die among the. flowers f 

“Instead of that one must always be fighting. Oh, yes, I don’t mind 
admitting to you that I wasn’t made for this sort of thing. I am the secretary 
of the Party and honorary president with Anatole France of a League of 
Freedom, in addition to being traveller, lecturer and propagandist. But 
what I really love, you know, is to be able to lunch in my dressing- 
gown, to have a maid and keep birds, to have the hair-dresser in every 
day, to sleep in the shelter of two strong arms, to drink my chocolate in 
bed, to go to the cinema at the cocktail hour, the funcion-mrmouth as we 
call it, to dine with my sisters among my nephews and nieces and to find a 
bowl of roses at my bedside when I go home. I have never admitted this 
to anyone else; take it with you as a secret to the grave. You must go now^ 

I can’t be sure I haven’t been followed, even though I came straight here 
after getting up. Take the train back to France this evening.” 

“I came here to see you.” 

She became insistent. 

“There’s going to be a general strike in Barcelona at any moment, per- 
haps even to-morrow. All foreigners will be suspect; people will be ruth- 
lessly shot. I can’t say more than that.” 

“My only desire, Remedies, is to love you, and my only mistake is to 
want to seduce you. If I am plunged into danger with you it won’t be 
from imprudence or gallantry or jocularity on my part, but because the 
need of being near you keeps me here.” 

Having said this, I took her into my arms. 

She deposited face-powder and dried cosmetic on my clothes, grew 
sentimental and put on her spectacles. 

From the summit of this calvary of ours with its border of fantastic 
shrubbery, amongst which beds of heliotrope were laid out in the form of 
the insignia of the Order of Alfonso XII, between the embrasures adorned 
with breast plates, the town appeared in, the tense atmosphere, fined down 
like a model in an architectural exhibition. A thick haze hung over the sea 
and joined it to the sky. The funicular railway began to move; a dynamo 

“You see the awakening of Barcelona,” ' said Remedies, “with her 
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■iuxurious houses^ her peaceful tramways, ■ her civic, amenities^ all eloquent 
of her industry ; but you have not seen her in her hours of bloodshed, with 
her torn-down shutters, her twisted and broken pipes, and just beneath 
my window, caressed by the sun, a single blot— the body of a little girl 
killed as she was leaving school, sprawling on the ground, her head covered 
with flies.” When she was carried away by her subject little silver bubbles 
blew from her mouth and floated for a moment in the sunlight. 

'‘Yes, mono. Less than a year ago it began with a meeting of protest 
against the despatch of reservists to Morocco, that cancer which gnaws at 
the vitals of Spain. Opposite the station over there on the right, from which 
smoke is rising as from a cauldron, a watch was kept from the sinister 
windows of the Capitania General. The rails had been torn up to prevent 
the arrival of reinforcements from Valencia and Madrid. It was a 
Wednesday. Paving stones were being taken up and trees felled. At mid- 
day the sack of the convents began. The first one was that of San Martin 
de Provensais, if I remember rightly, Puig, who had gone out at dawn, 
had not returned. At midnight I ventured out. The populace was converg- 
ing towards the centre of the town, after rifling the armouries. I found out 
that Puig was remaining permanently at the People’s House. 

"The churches of Maristes, San Antonio, San Pablo, the convents and 
the parish churches were burning one by one. Forty-nine churches were 
roasted in this way. Machine-guns swept the city from the top of the 
Columbus column. The infantry refused to fire. The Jesuits of Sarria, that 
barrack-like building over there by the gasometer, defended themselves 
with rifles. At length the batteries of Montjuich trained their guns on the 
revolutionary party. From my room I heard muffled reports, the explosion 
of hidden syndicalist or clerical bomb stores. Then the reinforcements 
arrived. General Santiago had terrifying proclamations put up. There was 
a stampede and the ringleaders made for the Pyrenees. At last the detona- 
tions died down and ceased altogether. . . . Barcelona became once more 
as you see it there, a city of wealth and vice, the town of child prostitution, 
obscene photographs and ‘fancy goods,’ preserving the spirit of the Inquisi- 
tion behind a screen of electric signs, with its fortified convents and banks, 
its patchwork houses with their strong-rooms and their cellars protected by 
bars, of which those which keep the poor from the confessionals are but 
gilded replicas. In the meantime Puig had been arrested and imprisoned up 
there. 

"They had got him. They had at last laid their hands on this dangerous 
anarchist. No civil lawyer was allowed to cross the threshold of his cell. 
And yet you remember the indignation of Europe and the way in which 
evei7 lover of justice had his eyes focussed on that dungeon, in which the 
greatest heart in the world was waiting without faltering for a single 
moment. Socrates, Christ, the Chevalier du Barreau, Bismarck, Ravachol, all 
the great adventurers into the realm of thought, have met their death like 
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that. As for me^ I never saw him again alive. Piiig wrote to me every day, I 
know, but I never got his letters. I was myself placed secretly in a' cabin of 
the Pelayo, that old cruiser which sleeps its crocodile sleep in the harbour 
basin, ready at any moment to serve as a gaol. 

“Look, they are decking it with flags. To-day triumphal arches of silver 
paper will be erected all over the town. This evening there will be a candle 
in every window, for the King is coming to-morrow to review the troops 
who are going to Tetuan. Everything is beginning all over again, and will 
go on until the time when 


An appetising domestic smell of chocolate rose in the morning air. 

Remedios sucked her pendant with a far-away look. Then she went on 
speaking, as though in a dream: 

“Puig was put into the chapel at six o’clock in the evening. All night 
long he remained awake,. refusing to kneel, standing between two brothers 
of Charity. . . . He died shot in the back. For another whole day he 
remained on view in his black deal coffin, his head swathed in bandages, his 
face bloodless, and a wound in his throat plugged with lime.” 

Suddenly she threw her arms round my neck: 

“What a little ragamuffin I am, aren’t I?” 

I went to the window to open it, but Remedios threw herself on the 
curtain and pulled it right across. 

“Is that because of the man who is patrolling up and down outside?” 
I asked. 

For some time I had noticed that a very tall man with a stoop and a 
complexion like fine porcelain framed in a beard was watching us. 

“Yes, that is Jose Salt.” 

“Police?” 

“No.” 

“Jealous?” 

“It’s rather sad. Salt was formerly professor of history at the Institute. 
He was one of Puig’s most ardent supporters and served him with intel- 
ligence, delight and vanity. I in my turn took a class, as you know, and 
became Puig’s companion. Salt fell in love with me and lost his peace of 
mind. He spied on us, followed us about, plagued us with anonymous 
letters, probably denounced us to the police, in short became such a 
nuisance that Puig, in spite of his gentleness and self-control, quarrelled 
with him, with the result that Salt had to leave the Institute. He was in the 
Argentine when the trouble occurred. I found him here on my return, 
avoiding me, dedicating poetry to me. He is lecturing again — the preach- 
ings of a visionary which no one listens to — passes his nights in churches 
and takes cocaine. Yesterday he came lip to me in the street and asked me 
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to live with him; when I tried to move away he swore that to-morrow he 
would put a bomb inside a bouquet of the flowers I like best and throw it 
from a window into the King’s carriage on his return from the review.” 

“That is the sort of romantic venture that makes anarchy intolerable. 
Anarchy should above all be an exact science. But Spaniards have lost all 
sense of the fitness of things since they have given up the study of 
theology'.”' 

“It is quite amor simpatico. You talk like a bird.” 

I suddenly heard my neck crack; against my lips I found teeth which 
were not my own. A heat greater than that of the mid-day sun pervaded 
me. I couldn’t breathe; close to my eyes I saw a single shining eye which 
gazed at me, gave me a feeling of intense discomfort, and went out. 

“What has suddenly changed me like this.?” asked Remedies after the 
kiss. “I can assure you it isn’t a passing fancy on my part — that’s what you 
say, what you do in Paris, isn’t it.? No. I’ve no desire for pleasure left. But 
you were so unhappy that I couldn’t resist you. That is my weak spot.” 

“In the first place, I am that sad brute . . 

“Yes, I felt that about you when we first dined together, and you let me 
ask the gipsy band to play the music of Lakme. I remember: ‘It is that God 
is deserting us! Just at that moment someone was cracking lobster claws. 
I felt it was my heart that was being crushed. You see, something goes on 
throbbing beneath all this. In France your votive offerings take the shape of 
election cards, academic palms and dentists’ diplomas. In Spain, round the 
statue of the Virgin hang hearts, bunches of hearts . . 

“Yes, and diseased eyes, tumours and, especially at Toledo, sexual organs, 
all modelled in wax.” 

“In any case, why should I invoke the Fates when we are together again.? 
We have been separated for so long . . 

“And you’ve got thinner,” I continued flatteringly. 

“Then you will love me ahvays.?” 

“Of course.” 

“I should like you to be a cat,” said Remedies, playing with mj watch- 
chain. “You would never leave me then. In the daytime you wmuld be put 
into a little basket and in the evening I would take you out and you would 
become a man again.” 

Her satin blouse was covered with big foolish dots and had a sailor 
collar with a white crepe-de-chine scarf. I felt I w^anted to bite her little 
feet to stop them swinging to and fro. What numberless seated ancestors 
she must have had to be what she was! Except for the flies we were alone 
in the tea shop. Half a Dutch cheese, like a severed breast, shared its 
glass cover with a raw ham which smelled of tallow and was turning 
black. . , 

“When are we going on with our, lesions? The irregular verbs.?” 
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Remedios studied the lines round my eyes. I no longer saw anything but 
her round powdered nose protruding from her plump face. 

'1 think you are hypersensitive/’ she explained, ‘'and capable of very 
deep affection. You ought to get to know me better. Personally I am 
hyperneurotic.” 

All the same I opened the window, so that she could call for help if I 
tried to kill her. 

“You cannot often have been accused of coldness of heart/’ she said. 
“And yet you are not very demonstrative.” 

Her body was too long and from it she emitted a sigh which filled the 
whole room. 

Beyond the pavement lay an imitation wharf. Barcelona was a monstrous 
town. All the women who went past seemed to have thick eyelashes and 
large thighs; they were followed by thin Jesuits who went along in threes, 
holding each other’s little fingers. In the background there was the inevitable 
Montjuich, a sheer rock with palms growing out of its crevices like hairs 
and dotted with little houses clinging on like limpets. The view from the 
other window consisted of a woman selling dyed feathers and, in the dis- 
tance, the modern cathedral of Soller, with its four reinforced concrete 
towers and its merry-go-round organ. Remedios was dwindling. She was 
becoming just an ordinary companion. That display of authority by which 
she asserted herself in Switzerland and France had gone. Her own country 
seemed to tone her down. Was that the reason she no longer wanted to 
have one.? She used to be the personification of glory and love. But now 
she had become comfortable, cheerful and docile; a kind of domestic 
utensil. She had eyes for no one but me and her looks seemed to say: 
“After all one must live, so why not enjoy one’s life.?” She forgot the dead 
in the living, and used her old expression, “My sacrifice,” to excuse herself. 
She really believed it, too; and not altogether without reason, I was only 
annoyed that I could not be grateful to her for it. Or was it her spotted 
blouse and the white crepe-de-chine scarf that irritated me.? How she used 
to attract me in Paris in her mourning! (There was, for instance, the silver 
veil she kept for interviews.) She climbed up the Rue Saint-Jacques as 
though it were a Calvary. What a crowd of idlers were always after her! I 
thought, as one always does, that I had found something quite extraor- 
dinary. To-day, without hypocrisy to myself, just as without any irony 
towards her ... 

“Let’s take the funicular up to the Tibidabo this evening,” she said. “HI 
bring Trick and we can dine a la carte. The view stretches as far as the 
Palma lighthouse. I will rest my head softly on your shoulder and we will 
be wafted to the country of conventional dreams, in which heroism does 
not exist. I will bring a nightdress.” 

Her jet-black earrings trembled submissively. 
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: ■ , I had room number 217* It was a new room and smelled o£ size. A black- 
beetle crawled leisurely across the carpet. Someone had left an ace of clubs 
in one of the drawers. I ordered dinner for two. At that moment there was 
an explosion in the distance. The electric light went out and I lit three 
candies. 

I opened the window. It looked out over a courtyard from which rose 
the smell of bisque d’ecrevisse and soapsuds. I counted the flowers on the 
counterpane, polished the tarnished bottles of my dressing-case on the 
curtains and put my slippers away. Lastly, L placed some flowers in a 
waterless vase as they do on the stage. 

Remedies wanted me to be a cat in a little basket. She had promised to 
give me a cigarette-case with an enamelled cover representing a naked 
blonde on the sea-shore. For some obscure reason she had the bust of 
Estebin Puig with its gouged-out eyes brought to my hotel, wrapped in 
oil-cloth. I had put it under my bed. What was I to do? One must either 
live alone or take people as one finds them. Why do the Spanish news- 
papers devote the whole of their front pages to obituary notices? There is 
something so sinister in their daily lament. 

I made new resolutions. I must be more ardent I must be more carried 
away, more emotional. Perhaps I should exhibit chronic enthusiasm. How 
exquisite, how radiant Remedies was! 

Tired of waiting for her, I dined alone. Every twenty minutes the 
funicular announced its arrival by a jar which made the mountain shake, 
followed by a noise of rushing water. Then my anxiety redoubled. I strained 
my ears. But Remedies was still not in that one. I dared not try to explain 
her lateness to myself or to think of what would happen if she did not 
come at all, out of fear of arousing hostile forces which would prevent her 
from reaching me. I wanted Remedies with all my heart and I longed to 
see her safe with me between these four smooth, sanatorium-like walls. I 
forgot that on that very morning I would have given anything to be back 
in Paris. 

Gradually I compelled myself to believe that Remedios would certainly 
not come, but that I should pass just as good a night stretched diagonally 
or right across the bed. 

The hotel was 800 metres above the sea-level. The sound of country life 
had not yet begun there and the hum of the town was too far away to 
reach me. Either would have lulled me into a sleep which was denied me 
and there was nothing left for me to do but to wait. 

I lay down fully dressed. Towards two in the morning my neighbours, 
who had been carrying on an excited conversation for hours without a 
stop, sent for a steak and a bottle of manzanilla. Then a child began to 
cry, heralding the dawn. Another child answered it. 

I had left the door ajar and I trembled at every sound. A hundred times 
I dozed for a moment. The telephone bell kept ringing in the corridor, 
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but the floor waiter, dozing beneath a red lamp, paid no attention to it. The 
panels of the imported English furniture kept cracking all through the 
night. Every time I started up I saw the other pillow lying there swollen 
and cold and the infinitely big room, lit only by the moon which an 
obliging mirror deflected on to the dusty water of a fire bucket. 

Then, suddenly, I sank into sleep. 

It was not until the following morning that I heard of the outrage com- 
mitted by Remedios and of her arrest, 

SILENT SNOW, SECRET SNOW 

Conrad Aiken 

(1889- ) 

Just why it should have happened, or why it should have happened just 
when it did, he could not, of course, possibly have said; nor perhaps could 
it even have occurred to him to ask. The thing was above all a secret, some- 
thing to be preciously concealed from Mother and Father; and to that 
very fact it owed an enormous part of its deliciousness. It was like a 
peculiarly beautiful trinket to be carried unmentioned in one’s trouser- 
pocket — a rare stamp, an old coin, a few tiny gold links found trodden out 
of shape on the path in the park, a pebble of carnelian, a sea shell dis- 
tinguishable from all others by an unusual spot or stripe — and, as if it were 
anyone of these, he carried around with him everywhere a warm and 
persistent and increasingly beautiful sense of possession. Nor was it only a 
sense of possession — it was also a sense of protection. It was as if, in some 
delightful way, his secret gave him a fortress, a wall behind which he could 
retreat into heavenly seclusion. This was almost the first thing he had 
noticed about it — apart from the oddness of the thing itself—and it was 
this that now again, for the fiftieth time, occurred to him, as he sat in the 
little schoolroom. It was the half hour for geography. Miss Buell was re- 
volving with one finger, slowly, a huge terrestrial globe which had been 
placed on her desk. The green and yellow continents passed and repassed, 
questions v/ere asked and answered, and now the little girl in front of him, 
Deirdre, who had a funny little constellation of freckles on the back of her 
neck, exactly like the Big Dipper, was standing up and telling Miss Buell 
that the equator was the line that ran round the middle. 

Miss Buell’s face, which was old and grayish and kindly, with gray stiff 
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curls beside the cheeks, and eyes that swam very brightly, like little min- 
nows, behind thick glasses, wrinkled itself into a complication of amuse- 
ments. ' , ■ ■ ' 

'‘All! I see. The earth is wearing a belt, or a sash. Or someone drew a 
line round iti”. 

“Oh, no — not that— I mean — ” 

In the general laughter, he did not share, or only a very little. He was 
thinking about the Arctic and Antarctic regions, v/hich of course, on the 
globe, were white. Miss Buell was now telling them about the tropics, the 
jungles, the steamy heat of equatorial swamps, where the birds and butter- 
flies, and even the snakes, were like living jewels. As he listened to these 
things, he was already, with a pleasant sense of half-effort, putting his 
secret between himself and the words. Was it really an effort at all? For 
effort implied something voluntary, and perhaps even something one did 
not especially want; whereas this was distinctly pleasant, and came almost 
of its own accord. All he needed to do was to think of that morning, the 
first one, and then of all the others — 

But it was all so absurdly simple! It had amounted to so little. It was 
nothing, just an idea — and just why it should have become so wonderful, 
so permanent, was a mystery — a very pleasant one, to be sure, but also, in 
an amusing way, foolish. Flowever, without ceasing to listen to Miss Buell, 
who had now moved up to the north temperate zones, he deliberately in- 
vited his memory of the first morning. It was only a moment or two after 
he had w^aked up — or perhaps the moment itself. But was there, to be 
exact, an exact moment? Was one awake all at once? or was it gradual? 
Anyway, it was after he had stretched a lazy hand up towards the headrail, 
and yawned, and then relaxed again among his warm covers, all the more 
grateful on a December morning, that the thing had happened. Suddenly, 
for no reason, he had thought of the postman, he remembered the post- 
man. Perhaps there was nothing so odd in that. After all, he heard the post- 
man almost every morning in his life — ^his heavy boots could be heard 
clumping round the corner at the top of the little cobbled hill-street, and 
then, progressively nearer, progressively louder, the double knock at each 
door, the crossings and re-crossings of the street, till finally the clumsy steps 
came stumbling across to the very door, and the tremendous knock came 
which shook the house itself. 

(Miss Buell was saying '‘Vast wheat-growing areas in North America 
and- Siberia.” 

' Deirdre had for the moment placed her left hand across the back of her 

^ But on this particular morning, the, first morning, as he lay there with his 
eyes closed, he had for some waited for the postman. He wanted to 

hear him come round the corner. And that was precisely the joke — ^he never 
did. He never pame*. He hever :;ha.d :.come— corner — again. For 
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when at last the steps heard, they had already, he was quite sure, 
come a little down the hill, to the first house; and even so, the steps were 
curiously different — they were softer, they had a new secrecy about them, 
they were muffled and indistinct; and while the rhythm of them was the 
same, it now said a new thing— it said peace, it said remoteness, it said cold, 
it said sleep. And he had understood the situation at once — nothing could 
have seemed simpler — there had been snow in the night, such as all winter 
he had been longing for; and it was this which had rendered the postman’s 
first footsteps inaudible, and the later ones faint. Of course! How lovely! 
And even now it must be snowing — ^it was going to be a snowy day- — the 
long white ragged lines were drifting and sifting across the street, across 
the faces of the old houses, whispering and hushing, making little triangles 
of white in the corners between cobblestones, seething a little when the 
wind blew them over the ground to a drifted corner; and so it would be all 
day, getting deeper and deeper and silenter and silenter. 

(Miss Buell was saying “Land of perpetual snow,”) 

All this time, of course (while he lay in bed), he had kept his eyes closed, 
listening to the nearer progress of the postman, the muffled footsteps 
thumping and slipping on the snow-sheathed cobbles; and all the other 
sounds — the double knocks, a frosty far-off voice or two, a bell ringing 
thinly and softly as if under a sheet of ice — had the same slightly abstracted 
quality, as if removed by one degree from actuality— as if everything in 
the world had been insulated by snow. But when at last, pleased, he opened 
his eyes, and turned them tov/ards the window, to see for himself this long- 
desired and now so clearly imagined miracle — what he saw instead was 
brilliant sunlight on a roof; and when, astonished, he jumped out of bed 
and stared dowm into the street, expecting to see the cobbles obliterated by 
the snow, he saw nothing but the bare bright cobbles themselves. 

Queer, the effect this extraordinary surprise had had upon him — all the 
following morning he had kept with him a sense as of snow falling about 
him, a secret screen of new snow between himself and the world. If he had 
not dreamed such a thing — and how could he have dreamed it while 
awake ? — ^how else could one explain it ? In any case, the delusion had been 
so vivid as to affect his entire behavior. He could not now remember 
whether it was on the first or the second morning — or was it even the 
third.? — that his mother had drawn attention to some oddness in his 
manner. 

“But my darling — ” she had said at the breakfast table — “what has come 
over you? You don’t seem to be listening. . , 

And how often that very thing had happened since! 

(Miss Buell was now asking if anyone, knew the difference between the 
North Pole and the Magnetic Pole. Deirdre was holding up her flickering 
brown hand, and he could see the fotrr,, white dimples that marked the 
knuckles.) 
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Perhaps it hadn’t been either the second or third morning— or even the 
fourth or fifth. How could he be sure? How could he be sure just when the 
delicious had become clear? Just when it had really begun? The 

intervals weren’t very precise. ... All he now knew was, that at some 
point or other— perhaps the second day, perhaps the sixth — ^he had noticed 
that the presence of the snow was a little more insistent, the sound of it 
clearer; and, conversely, the sound of the postman’s footsteps more indis- 
tinct. Not only could he not hear the steps come round the corner, he could 
not even hear them at the first house. It was below the first house that he 
heard them; and then, a few days later, it was below the second house that 
he heard them; and a few days later again, below the third. Gradually, 
gradually, the snow was becoming heavier, the sound of its seething louder, 
the cobblestones more and more mufSed. When he found, each morning, 
on going to the window, after the ritual of listening, that the roofs and 
cobbles were as bare as ever, it made no difference. This was, after all, only 
what he had expected. It was even what pleased him, what rewarded him: 
the thing was his own, belonged to no one else. No one else knew about it, 
not even his mother and father. There, outside, were the bare cobbles; and 
here, inside, was the snow. Snow growing heavier each day, muffling the 
world, hiding the ugly, and deadening increasingly— above all— the steps 
of the postman. 

‘'But my darling— ” she had said at the luncheon table — “what has come 
over you? You don’t seem to listen when people speak to you. That’s the 
third time I’ve asked you to pass your plate. . . 

How was one to explain this to Mother? or to Father? There was, of 
course, nothing to be done about it: nothing. All one could do was to laugh 
embarrassedly, pretend to be a little ashamed, apologize, and take a sud- 
den and somewhat disingenuous interest in what was being done or said. 
The cat had stayed out all night. He had a curious swelling on his left 
cheek — perhaps somebody had kicked him, or a stone had struck him. Mrs. 
Kempton was or was not coming to tea. The house was going to be house 
cleaned, or “turned out,” on Wednesday instead of Friday. A new lamp was 
provided for his evening work — perhaps it was eye-strain which accounted 
for this new and so peculiar vagueness of his — Mother was looking at him 
with amusement as she said this, but with something else as well A new 
lamp? A new lamp. Yes Mother, No Mother, Yes Mother. School is going 
very well. The geometry is very easy. The history is very dull. The 
geography is very interesting— particularly when it takes one to the North 
Pole. Why the North Pole? Oh, well, it would be fun to be an explorer. 
Another Peary or Scott or Shackleton* And then abruptly he found his 
interest in the talk at an end> stared at the pudding on his plate, listened, 
waited, and began once more — ^ah how heavenly, too, the first beginnings — 
to hear or feel— for could he actually hear it? — the silent snow, the secret 
snow. 
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(Miss Buell was telling them about the search for the Northwest Pas- 
sage, about Hendrik Hudson, the Half Moon.) 

This had been, indeed, the only distressing feature of the new experience : 
the fact that it so increasingly had brought him into a kind of mute mis- 
understanding, or even conflict, with his father and mother. It was as if he 
were trying to lead a double life. On the one hand he had to be Paul 
Hasleman, and keep up the appearance of being that person — dress, wash, 
and answer intelligently when spoken to- — ; on the other, he had to explore 
this new world which had been opened to him. Nor could there be the 
slightest doubt — not the slightest — ^that the new porld was the profounder 
and more wonderful of the two. It was irresistible. It was miraculous. Its 
beauty was simply beyond anything— beyond speech as beyond thought — 
utterly incommunicable. But how then, between the two worlds, of which 
he was thus constantly aware, was he to keep a balance? One must get up, 
one must go to breakfast, one must talk with Mother, go to school, do 
one’s lessons — and, in all this, try not to appear too much of a fool. But if 
all the while one was also trying to extract the full deliciousness of another 
and quite separate existence, one which could not easily (if at all) be 
spoken of — how was one to manage? How was one to explain? Would it 
be safe to explain? Would it be absurd? Would it merely mean that he 
would get into some obscure kind of trouble? 

These thoughts came and went, came and went, as softly and secretly 
as the snow; they were not precisely a disturbance, perhaps they were even 
a pleasure; he liked to have them; their presence was something almost 
palpable, something he could stroke with his hand, without closing his 
eyes, and without ceasing to see Miss Buell and the school-room and the 
globe and the freckles on Deirdre’s neck; nevertheless he did in a sense 
cease to see, or to see the obvious external world, and substituted for this 
vision the vision of snow, the sound of snow, and the slow, almost sound- 
less, approach of the postman. Yesterday, it had been only at the sixth 
house that the postman had become audible; the snow was much deeper 
now, it was falling more swiftly and heavily, the sound of its seething was 
more distinct, more soothing, more persistent. And this morning, it had 
been — as nearly as he could figure — just above the seventh house — perhaps 
only a step or two above: at most, he had heard two or three footsteps be- 
fore the knock had sounded. . . . And with each such narrowing of the 
sphere, each nearer approach of the limit at which the postman was first 
audible, it was odd how sharply was increased the amount of illusion 
which had to be carried into the ordinary business of daily life. Each day, 
it was harder to get out of bed, to go to the window, to look out at the— - 
as always — perfectly empty and snowless street. Each day it was more diffi- 
cult to go through the perfunctory motions of greeting Mother and Father 
at breakfast, to reply to their questions, to put his books together and go 
to school. And at school, how extraordinarily hard to conduct with success 
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simultaneously the public life and the life that was secret. There were times 
when he longed— positively ached— to tell everyone about it— to burst out 
with it— only to be checked almost at once by a far-oif feeling as of some 
faint absurdity which was inherent in it— hut was it absurd? — and more 
importantly by a sense of mysterious power in his very secrecy. Yes : it must 
be kept secret. That, more and more, became clear. At whatever cost to 
himself, whatever pain to others — 

(Miss Buell looked straight at him, smiling, and said, “Perhaps well ask 
Paul Fm sure Paul will come out of his day-dream long enough to be able 
to tell us. Won’t you, Pail^’ He rose slowly from his chair, resting one hand 
on the brightly varnished desk, and deliberately stared through the snow 
towards the blackboard. It was an effort, but it was amusing to make it. 
“Yes,” he said slowly, “it was what we now call the Hudson River. This 
he thought to be the Northwest Passage. He was disappointed.” He sat 
down again, and as he did so Deirdre half turned in her chair and gave 
him a shy smile, of approval and admiration.) 

At whatever pain to others. 

This part of it was very puzzling, very puzzling. Mother was very nice, 
and so was Father. Yes, that was all true enough. He wanted to be nice to 
them, to tell them everything— and yet, was it really wrong of him to want 
to have a secret place of his own? 

At bedtime, the night before, Mother had said, “If this goes on, my lad, 
we’ll have to see a doctor, we will! We can’t have our boy — ” But what was 
it she had said? “Live in another world”? “Live so far away”? The word 
“far” had been in it, he was sure, and then Mother had taken up a magazine 
again and laughed a little, but with an expression which wasn’t mirthful. 
He had felt sorry for her. . . . 

The bell rang for dismissal. The sound came to him through long curved 
parallels of falling snow. He saw Deirdre rise, and had himself risen almost 
as soon — ^but not quite as soon — as she. 

ir 

On the walk homeward, which was timeless, it pleased him to see through 
the accompaniment, or counterpoint, of snow, the items of mere externality 
on his way. There were many kinds of bricks in the sidewalks, and laid in 
many kinds of pattern. The garden walls too were various, some of wooden 
palings, some of plaster, some of stone. Twigs of bushes leaned over the 
walls; the little hard green winter-buds of lilac, on gray stems, sheathed 
and fat; other branches very thin and fine and black and desiccated. Dirty 
sparrows huddled in the bushes, as dull in color as dead fruit left in leafless 
trees. A single starling creaked on a weather vane. In the gutter, beside a 
drain, was a scrap of torn and dirty newspaper, caught in a little delta of 
filth: the word ECZEMA.appeared in large capitals, and below it was a 
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letter from Mrs. Amelia D. Gravath, 2100. Pine Street, Fort Worth, Texas, 
to the effect that after being a sufferer for years she had been cured by 
Caley’s Ointment. In the little delta, beside the fan-shaped and deeply 
rumieled continent of brown mud, were lost twigs, descended from their 
parent trees, dead .matches, a rusty horse-chestnut burr, a small concentra- 
tion of sparkling gravel on the lip of the sewer, a fragment of eggshell, a 
streak of yellow sawdust which had been wet and was now dry and con- 
gealed, a brown pebble, and a broken feather. Further on was a cement 
sidewalk, ruled into geometrical parallelograms, with a brass inlay at one 
end commemorating the contractors who had laid it, and, halfway across, 
an irregular and random series of dog-tracks, immortalized in synthetic 
stone. He knew these well, and always stepped on them; to cover the little 
hollows with his own foot had always been a queer pleasure; today he did 
it once more, but perfunctorily and detachedly, all the while thinking of 
something else. That was a dog, a long time ago,, who had made a mistake 
and walked on the cement while it was still wet. He had probably wagged 
his tail, but that hadn’t been recorded. Now, Paul Hasleman, aged twelve, 
on his way home from school, crossed the same river, which in the mean- 
time had frozen into rock. Homeward through the snow, the snow falling 
in bright sunshine. Homeward.? 

Then came the gateway with the two posts surmounted by egg-shaped 
stones which had been cunningly balanced on their ends, as if by Columbus, 
and mortared in the very act of balance: a source of perpetual wonder. On 
the brick wall just beyond, the letter H had been stenciled, presumably for 
some purpose. H? H. 

The green hydrant, with a little green-painted chain attached to the 
brass screw-cap. 

The elm tree, with the great gray wound in the bark, kidney-shaped, into 
which he always put his hand-— to feel the cold but living wood. The injury, 
he had been sure, was due to the gnawings of a tethered horse. But now 
it deserved only a passing palm, a merely tolerant eye. There were more 
important things. Miracles. Beyond the thoughts of trees, mere elms. Be- 
yond the thoughts of sidewalks, mere stone, mere brick, mere cement. 
Beyond the thoughts even of his own shoes, which trod these sidewalks 
obediently, bearing a burden — far above — of elaborate mystery. He watched 
them. They were not very well polished; he had neglected them, for a 
very good reason: they were one of the many parts of the increasing diffi- 
culty of the daily return to daily life, the morning struggle. To get up, hav- 
ing at last opened one’s eyes, to go to the window, and discover no snow, 
to wash, to dress, to descend the curving stairs to breakfast — 

At whatever pain to others, nevertheless, one must persevere in severance, 
since the incommunicability of the experience demanded it. It was desirable 
of course to be kind to Mother and Father, especially as they seemed to be 
worried, but it was also desirable to be resolute^ If they should decide— as 
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appeared likely^ — to consult the doctor^ Doctor Howells^, and have Paul in- 
spected, bis heart listened to through a kind of dictaphone, his lungs, his 
stomach—weli, that was all right. He would go through with it. He would 
give them answer for question, too — perhaps such answers as they hadn’t 
expected? No. That would never do. For the secret world must, at all costs, 
be preserved. 

The bird-house in the apple-tree was empty— it was the wrong time of 
year for wrens. The little round black door had lost its pleasure. The wrens 
were enjoying other houses, other nests, remoter trees. But this too was a 
iiotioii which he only vaguely and grazingly entertained — as if, for the mo- 
ment, he merely touched an edge of it; there was something further on, 
which was already assuming a sharper importance; something which al- 
ready teased at the corners of his eyes, teasing also at the corner of his mind. 
It was funny to think that he so wanted this, so awaited it— and yet found 
himself enjoying this momentary dalliance with the bird-house, as if for a 
quite deliberate postponement and enhancement of the approaching pleas- 
ure. He was aware of his delay, of his smiling and detached and now almost 
uncomprehending gaze at the little bird-house; he knew what he was 
going to look at next: it was his own little cobbled hill-street, his own 
house, the little river at the bottom of the hill, the grocer’s shop with the 
cardboard man in the window— and now, thinking of all this, he turned his 
head, still smiling, and looking quickly right and left through the snow- 
laden sunlight. 

And the mist of snow, as he had foreseen, was still on it— a ghost of snow 
falling in the bright sunlight, softly and steadily floating and turning and 
pausing, soundlessly meeting the snow that covered, as with a transparent 
mirage, the bare bright cobbles. He loved it — he stood still and loved it. 
Its beauty was paralyzing — beyond all words, all experience, all dream. No 
fairy-story he had ever read could be compared with it— none had ever 
given him this extraordinary combination of ethereal loveliness with a 
something else, unnameable, which was just faintly and deliciously terri- 
fying. What was this thing? As he thought of it, he looked upward toward 
his own bedroom window, which was open— and it was as if he looked 
straight into the room and saw himself lying half awake in his bed. There 
he was — at this very instant he was still perhaps actually there— more truly 
there than standing here at the edge of the cobbled hill-street, Vv^ith one 
hand lifted to shade his eyes against the snow-sun. Had he indeed ever left 
his room, in all this time? since that very first morning? Was the whole 
progress still being enacted there, was it still the same morning, and himself 
not yet wholly awake? And even now, had the postman not yet come 
round the corner? ... 

This idea amused him, and automatically, as he thought of it, he turned 
his head and looked toward the top of the hill. There was, of course, 
nothing there— nothing and no one. The street was empty and quiet. And 
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all the more because of its emptiness it occurred to him to count the houses 
—a thing which, oddly enough, he hadn't before thought of doing. Of 
course, he had known there weren’t many — ^many, that is, on his own side 
of the street, which were the ones that figured in the postman’s progress 
— but nevertheless it came to him as something of a shock to find that 
there were precisely six, above his own house — ^his own house was the 
seventh. 

.Six! 

Astonished, he looked at his own house^ — ^looked at the door, on which 
was the number thirteen — and then realized that the whole thing was ex- 
actly and logically and absurdly what he ought to have known. Just the 
same, the realization gave him abruptly, and even a little frighteningly, a 
sense of hurry. He was being hurried — ^he was being rushed. For' — ^he knit 
his brows — he couldn’t be mistaken — it was just above the seventh house, 
his own house, that the postman had first been audible this very morning. 
But in that case-— in that case — did it mean that tomorrow he would hear 
nothing.'^ The knock he had heard must have been the knock of their own 
door. Did it mean — and this was an idea which gave him a really extraor- 
dinary feeling of surprise — that he would never hear the postman again.? — 
that tomorrow morning the postman would already have passed the house, 
in a snow by then so deep as to render his footsteps completely inaudible.? 
That he would have made his approach down the snow-filled street so 
soundlessly, so secretly, that he, Paul Hasleman, there lying in bed, would 
not have waked in time, or, waking, would have heard nothing? 

But how could that be.? Unless even the knocker should be muffled in 
the snow—frozen tight, perhaps? ... But in that case— 

A vague feeling of disappointment came over him; a vague sadness, as 
if he felt himself deprived of something which he had long looked forward 
to, something much prized. After all this, all this beautiful progress, the 
slow delicious advance of the postman through the silent and secret snow, 
the knock creeping closer each day, and the footsteps nearer, the audible 
compass of the world thus daily narrowed, narrowed, narrowed, as the 
snow soothingly and beautifully encroached and deepened, after all this, 
was he to be defrauded of the one thing he had so wanted — to be able to 
count, as it were, the last two or three solemn footsteps, as they finally 
approached his own door.? Was it all going to happen, at the end, so sud- 
denly.? or indeed, had it already happened.? with no slow and subtle grada- 
tions of menace, in which he could luxuriate,? 

He gazed upward again, toward his own window which flashed in the 
sun: and this time almost with a feeling that it would be better if he were 
still in bed, in that room; for in that case this must still be the first morn- 
ing, and there would be six more mornings to come— or, for that matter, 
seven or eight or nine — ^how could he be sure?— or even more. 
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III 

After supper, the inquisition began* He stood before the doctor, under 
the lamp, and submitted silently to the usual thumpings and tappings. 

''Now will you please say ‘Ah!’?” 

“Now again please, if you don’t mind.” 

“Say it slowly, and hold it if you can — ” 

“Good.” 

How silly all this was. As if it had anything to do with his throat! Or 
his heart or lungs! 

Relaxing his mouth, of which the corners, after all this absurd stretching, 
felt uncomfortable, he avoided the doctor’s eyes, and stared towards the 
fireplace, past his mother’s feet (in gray slippers) which projected from the 
green chair, and his father’s feet (in brown slippers) which stood neatly 
side by side on the hearth rug. 

“Hm. There is certainly nothing wrong there . . .” 

He felt the doctor’s eyes fixed upon him, and, as if merely to be polite, 
returned the look, but with a feeling of justifiable evasiveness. 

“Now, young man, tell me,— do you feel all right?” 

“Yes, sir, quite all right.” 

“No headaches? no dizziness?” 

“No, I don’t think so.” 

“Let me see. Let’s get a book, if you don’t mind — yes, thank you, that will 
do splendidly — and now, Paul, if you’ll just read it, holding it as you would 
normally hold it — ” 

He took the book and read : 

“And another praise have I to tell for this the city our mother, the gift 
of a great god, a glory of the land most high; the might of horses, the 
might of young horses, the might of the sea. . . . For thou, son of Cronus, 
our lord Poseidon, hast throned herein this pride, since in these roads first 
thou didst show forth the curb that cures the rage of steeds. And the 
shapely oar, apt to men’s hands,, hath a wondrous speed on the brine, fol- 
lowing the hundred-footed Nereids. . . . O land that art praised above 
all lands, now is it for thee to make those bright praises seen in deeds.” 

He stopped, tentatively, and lowered the heavy book. 

. “No — as I thought — there is certainly no superficial sign of eye-strain,” 

■ ; Silence thronged the room, and, he. was aware of the focused scrutiny of 
the three people who confronted him. . . . 

“We could have his eyes examined— but I believe it is something else.” 

“What could it be?” This was his father’s voice. 
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“It’s only this curious absent-minded^ — This was his mother’s voice. 

In the presence of the doctor, they both seemed irritatingly apologetic. 

“I believe it is. something else. Now Paul— I would like very much to ask 
you a question or two. You will answer thern, won’t you — you know I’m an 
old, old friend of yours, eh? That’s right! 

His back was thumped twice by the doctor’s fat fist,— then the doctor 
was grinning at him with false amiability, while with one finger-nail he was 
scratching the top button of his waistcoat. Beyond the doctor’s shoulder 
was the fire, the fingers of flame making light prestidigitation against the 
sooty fireback, the soft sound of their random flutter the only sound. 

“I would like to know — ^is there anything that worries you?” 

The doctor was again smiling, his eyelids low against the little black 
pupils, in each of which was a tiny white bead of light. Why answer him? 
why answer him at all? “At whatever pain to others” — ^but it was all a 
nuisance, this necessity for resistance, this necessity for attention: it was as 
if one had been stood up on a brilliantly lighted stage, under a great round 
blaze of spotlight; as if one were merely a trained seal, or a performing 
dog, or a fish, dipped out of an aquarium and held up by the tail. It would 
serve them right if he were merely to bark or growl. And meanw^hile, to 
miss these last few precious hours, these hours of which every minute was 
more beautiful than the last, more menacing — ? He still looked, as if from 
a great distance, at the beads of light in the doctor’s eyes, at the fixed false 
smile, and then, beyond, once more at his mother’s slippers, his father’s slip- 
.pers, the soft flutter of the fire. Even here, even amongst these hostile 
presences, and in this arranged light, he could see the snow, he could hear 
it — ^it was in the corners of the room, where the shadow was deepest, under 
the sofa, behind the half-opened door which led to the dining room. It was 
gentler here, softer, its seethe the quietest of whispers, as if, in deference 
to a drawing room, it had quite deliberately put on its “manners”; it kept 
itself out of sight, obliterated itself, but distinctly vfith an air of saying, 
“Ah, but just wait! Wait till we are alone together! Then I will begin to tell 
you something new! Something white! something cold! something sleepy! 
something of cease, and peace, and the long bright curve of space! Tell them 
to go away. Banish them. Refuse to speak. Leave them, go upstairs to your 
room, turn out the light and get into bed — I will go with you, I will be 
waiting for you, I will tell you a better story than Little Kay of the Skates, 
or The Snow Ghost — I will surround your bed, I will close the windows, 
pile a deep drift against the door, so that none will ever again be able to 
enter. Speak to them! . . .” It seemed as if the little hissing voice came 
from a slow white spiral of falling flakes in the corner by the front window 
—but he could not be sure. He felt himself smiling, then, and said to the 
doctor, but without looking at him, looking beyond him still — 

“Oh, no, I think not — ” : , , , 

“But are you sure, my boy?” ■ / ^ 
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His father’s voice came softly and coldly then— the familiar voice of 
silken, .warning.,:- . - 

“You needn’t answer at once, Paul— remember we’re trying to help you 
—think it over and be quite sure, won’t you.?” 

He felt himself smiling again, at the notion of being quite sure. What a 
joke! As if he weren’t so sure that reassurance was no longer necessary, and 
all this cross-examination a ridiculous farce, a grotesque parody! What 
could they know about it? These gross intelligences, these humdrum minds 
so bound to the usual, the ordinary? Impossible to tell them about it! Why, 
even now, even now, with the proof so abundant, so formidable, so im- 
minent, so appallingly present here in this very room, could they believe it? 
—could even his mother believe it? No — it was only too plain that if any- 
thing were said about it, the merest hint given, they would be incredulous 
— they would laugh — they would say “Absurd!” think things about him 
which weren’t true, . • . 

“Why no, I’m not worried — why should I be?” 

He looked then straight at the doctor’s low-lidded eyes, looked from one 
of them to the other, from one bead of light to the other, and gave a little 
laugh. 

The doctor seemed to be disconcerted by this. He drew back in his chair, 
resting a fat white hand on either knee. The smile faded slowly from his 
face. 

“Well, Pauli” he said, and paused gravely, “I’m afraid you don’t take this 
quite seriously enough. I think you perhaps don’t quite realize— don’t quite 
realize — ” He took a deep quick breath, and turned, as if helplessly, at a loss 
for words, to the others. But Mother and Father were both silent — no help 
was forthcoming. 

“You must surely know, be aware, that you have not been quite yourself, 
of late? don’t you know that? . . 

It was amusing to watch the doctor’s renewed attempt at a smile, a queer 
disorganized look, as of confidential embarrassment. 

“I feel all right, sir,” he said, and again gave the little laugh. 

“And we’re trying to help you.” The doctor’s tone sharpened. 

“Yes sir, I know. But why? I’m all right. I’m just thinking, that’s all.” 

His mother made a quick movement forward, resting a hand on the back 
of the doctor’s chair. 

“Thinking?” she said. “But my dear, about what?” 

This was a direct challenge — and would have to be directly met. But 
before he met it, he looked again into the corner by the door, as if for 
reassurance. He smiled again at what he saw, at what he heard. The little 
spiral was still there, still softly whirling, like the ghost of a white kitten 
chasing the ghost of a white tail, and making as it did so the faintest of 
whispers. It was all right! If only he could remain firm, everything was 
going to be all right. , \ 
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“Oh, about anything, about nothing , — you know the way you do!” 

“You mean — day-dreaming?” 

“Oh, no— thinking!” 

“But thinking about what?” 

“Anything.” 

He laughed a third time — but this time, happening to glance upward 
towards his mother’s face, he was appalled at the effect his laughter seemed 
to have upon her. Her mouth had opened in an expression of horror. . , , 
This was too bad! Unfortunate! He had known it would cause pain, of 
course— but he hadn’t expected it to be quite so bad as this. Perhaps — pep 
haps if he Just gave them a tiny gleaming hint — ? 

“About the snow,” he said. 

“What on earth!” This was his father’s voice. The brown slippers came a 
step nearer on the hearth rug. 

“But my dear, what do you mean?” This was his mother’s voice. 

The doctor merely stared. 

“Just snow, that’s all. I like to think about it.” 

“Tell us about it, my boy.” 

“But that’s all it is. There’s nothing to tell. You know what snow is?” 

This he said almost angrily, for he felt that they were trying to corner 
him. He turned sideways so as no longer to face the doctor, and the better 
to see the inch of blackness between the window-sill and the lowered cur- 
tain, — the cold inch of beckoning and delicious night. At once he felt better, 
more assured. 

“Mother— can I go to bed, now, please.? IVe got a headache.” 

“But I thought you said — ” 

“It’s Just come. It’s all these questions— ! Can I, Mother?” 

“You can go as soon as the doctor has finished.” 

“Don’t you think this thing ought to be gone into thoroughly, and now?” 
This was Father’s voice. The brown slippers again came a step nearer, the 
voice was the well-known “punishment” voice, resonant and cruel. 

“Oh, what’s the use, Norman— ” ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Quite suddenly, everyone was silent. And without precisely facing them, 
nevertheless he was aware that all three of them were watching him with 
an extraordinary intensity — staring hard at him — as if he had done some- 
thing monstrous, or was himself some kind of monster. He could hear the 
soft irregular flutter of the flames; the cluck-click-cluck-click of the clock; 
far and faint, two sudden spurts of laughter from the kitchen, as quickly 
cut off as begun; a murmur of water in the pipes; and then, the silence 
seemed to deepen, to spread out, to become worldlong and worldwide, to 
become timeless and shapeless, and to center inevitably and rightly, with a 
slow and sleepy but enormous concentration of all power, on the beginning 
of a new sound. What this new sound was going to be, he knew perfectly 
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well It might begin with a hiss, but it would end with a roar — there was no 
time to lose— -he must escape. It mustn’t happen here — 

Without another word, he turned and ran up the stairs. 

Not a moment too soon. The darkness was coming in long white waves. 
A prolonged sibilance filled the night — a great seamless seethe of wild 
influence went abruptly across it— a cold low humming shook the windows. 
He shut the door and flung off his clothes in the dark. The bare black floor 
was like a little raft tossed iii waves of snow, almost overwhelmed, washed 
under whitely, up again, smothered in curled billows of feather. The snow 
was laughing: it spoke from all sides at once: it pressed closer to him as he 
ran and jumped exulting into his bed. 

‘'Listen to us!” it said. “Listen! We have come to tell you the story we 
told you about. You remember.^ Lie down. Shut your eyes, now — -you will 
no longer see much — in this white darkness who could see, or want to set? 
We will take the place of everything. . . . Listen—” 

A beautiful varying dance of snow began at the front of the room, came 
forward and then retreated, flattened out toward the floor, then rose 
fountain-like to the ceiling, swayed, recruited itself from a new stream of 
flakes which poured laughing in through the humming window, advanced 
again, lifted long white arms,. It said peace, it said remoteness, it said cold 
— ^it said — 

But then a gash of horrible light fell brutally across the room from the 
opening door — the snow drew back hissing — something alien had come into 
the room — something hostile. This thing rushed at him, clutched at him, 
shook him — and he was not merely horrified, he was filled with such a 
loathing as he had never known. What was this.? this cruel* disturbance.? 
this act of anger and hate,? It was as if he had to reach up a hand toward 
another world for any understanding of it, — an effort of which he was only 
barely capable. But of that other world he still remembered just enough to 
know the exorcising words. They tore themselves from his other life sud- 
denly — 

“Mother! Mother! Go away! I hate you!” 

And with that effort, everything was solved, everything became all right: 
the seamless hiss advanced once more, the long white wavering lines rose 
and fell like enormous whispering sea-waves, the whisper becoming louder, 
the laughter more numerous. 

“Listen!” it said. “Well tell you the last, the most beautiful and secret 
story — shut your eyes — it is a very small story— a story that gets smaller 
and smaller— it comes inward instead of opening like a flower— it is a flower 
becoming a seed — a little cold seed— do you hear.? we are leaning closer to 
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The hiss w.as, now becoming a roar — the whole world was a vast moving 
screen of snow: — but even now it said peace, it said remoteness, it said cold, 
it said sleep. ■ _ ■ 


THE LOVELY DAY 
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Let’s hide the case under his napkin to give him a surprise.” 

“No. ni take him to one side and give him the watch and tell him: ‘Here’s 
a present for your eleventh birthday from your grandmother and me, 
Henri.’ You see, we mustn’t treat him like a child. It only annoys him when 
we do; I noticed that last time.” 

The grandfather wandered round the table laid for luncheon and in- 
spected it carefully. Suddenly he stopped and, pointing with his finger, 
said,: 

“It’s the same with that mug. Why not give him a proper glass ?” 

“Don’t you recognise it.? It’s the one that Louise used to use when she 
was a little girl. I thought it might amuse him. Besides, he’ll see that we 
think of his mother and still love her.” 

She uttered these last words almost in a whisper, turning away her head 
as she did so. He made no reply and started off again. 

This little old couple were curiously alike. They were both the same 
height and they both looked delicate; their faces were thin and their eyes 
dull. One might have thought that the same wear and tear had effaced all 
the outw^ard signs of their original character. And yet, from a certain 
agitation and a peculiar manner of tossing her head, it was evident that 
she had a certain will of her own and did not take things lying down. He, 
on the other hand, walked with a measured step, with a thoughtful, pre- 
occupied air, nodding his head methodically as though he were doing an 
endless sum in mental arithmetic. Sometimes he halted, placed his hands 
one on each side of his face like blinkers and then brought them forward 
with a jerk in order better to limit his field of vision. 

She picked up the mug, turned it over in her hands and gazed at the 
monogram engraved on its side,; ; , , ^ r' . , - 

“Do you remember, when Louise had her long illness and would scarcely 
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eat anything at all, how I used to put meat jelly into it? I can see her now 
bending her poor thill little face over the mug.” 

He nodded^ blinked his eyes and continued his walk round the table, 
it possible/’ she went on, gazing at the mug in a sort of reverie, ^khat 
the woman who now hates us so much and is always looking for some 
means of tormenting us is really the same person as that child ? Sometimes, 
when I think about it, I can’t believe that it’s true. She does everything she 
can to make us suffer. For instance, why did she forbid us to go and meet 
Henri at the station this morning?” 

She replaced the mug by a glass. There was a moment’s silence. 

“Why,” cried the grandfather, “you’ve put a cushion on his chair! That’s 
silly. He’s taller than you are, my dear!” 

“Oh, do let me arrange things in my own way!” 

“I repeat that a boy doesn’t like all these little attentions; they humiliate 
him.” 

He made his protest with a sort of quiet stubbornness, raising both hands 
together in his favourite gesture, 

“A boy, a boy? . . , He’s only a child ... a child whom no one looks 
after and who never gets any affection or care. When he comes here I like 
him to feel some of the tenderness which his mother denies him now that 
she has no eyes for anyone but that wretched man.” 

“For Heaven’s sake don’t talk like that in front of him.” 

“And why not? Do you think that other fellow makes any bones about 
jeering at us and insulting us.?” 

“Very likely,” he replied with a sigh, “but that doesn’t mean that we 
must imitate him. The last time, when you told Henri that his stepfather 
was a bankrupt and had narrowly escaped going to prison, he blushed and 
I could easily see that he hated hearing about such things. I do implore 
you to be more careful today.” 

She shrugged her shoulders and retorted sharply; 

“That’s it! Always give in, always take everything lying down! That’s your 
method. If, when Louise ran away with that man, we had asked the Court 
for the custody of our grandchild, Henri wouldn’t have been brought up 
in the wings of a theatre by a rascally impresario. He would be living with 
us and I would have brought him up properly in spite of my affection for 
him which seems so ridiculous to you.” 

“I didn’t say that, my dear; I only said that one must not identify Henri 
with the sad incidents that have estranged our daughter from us. When he is 
a man he will learn to distinguish of his own accord between what is decent 
and what is despicable. Fm confident of that.” 

The grandfather had drawn himself up to the full height of his small 
stature. His chin was twitching with emotion. His wife looked at him and 
replied, in a tender, rather subdued voice: 
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'‘Yes, I know, Antoine. Fve let myself be carried av\^ay. Forgive me. We’re 
both so unhappy, and today my nerves are all on edge. It’s nearly five 
months since we’ve seen him. Just think of it. Isn’t it wicked to keep him 
away from us for so long ? ” 

Her voice broke, and she put her handkerchief up to her eyes, which had 
filled with tears. He took both her hands in his and pressed them. 

“Now, don’t distress yourself. We’ll be happy today. It’s going to be a 
lovely day. Look , . .” 

He spoke to her with grave tenderness and led her gently towards 
the open door which led to the garden. When they reached the terrace they 
halted and raised their heads. The sky was a pale, pure blue. There was 
not a cloud to be seen. There was the same look of hope in their tired, 
blinking eyes. They kept hold of each other’s hands and their voices 
mingled in soft repetition: 

“A lovely day.” 

They were like two prison companions standing in the same narrow 
beam of light filtering into their cell. 

m m m 

The one-story house stood between two carefully tended garden plots. 
The front garden sloped down towards a road, beyond which flowed the 
Marne, like another, smoother and brighter road. The garden at the back 
consisted of a series of flower beds separated by a network of well-raked 
paths. A big lilac bush against the wall was in flower. Here and there on 
the horizon a factory chimney or a massive brick building rose up, remind- 
ing them that they were in a suburb of Paris. Some distance away a viaduct, 
straddling the river at a great height, cut the landscape in two. 

“I must go into the kitchen,” said the grandmother. “I want to see how 
Clothilde is getting along with the sweet.” 

Left alone, the old man walked carefully down the steps leading to the 
garden, went up to the lilac bush and slowly inhaled the perfume of the 
flowers, his hands clasped behind his back. A look of contentment ap- 
peared in his face and he stroked his little white beard. Then he seized a 
rake lying beneath the steps and began to rake one of the paths. Every now 
and then he stopped and then his expression was a mixture of happiness 
and resignation. From time to time he bent down to pull out a weed or 
to turn over a pebble. In all his movements there was a sort of humility 
which gave them a certain grace. He looked like some rustic saint. 

Voices came from the kitchen. The grandmother appeared at the win- 
dow”, above the wire meat safe. 

“What’s the time, Antoine.?” she called. “It’s midday by Clothilde’s 
clock ” 

He took out his watch and shook his finger in a sign of negation. 
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‘'It’s thirteeh minutes to. Look, the express is just passing.” 

He pointed in the of the viaduct. A short, shining train slid 

across it and disappeared. 

The grandmother left the window and came to join her husband in the 
garden.-'' 

‘‘It’s just as well that I went into the kitchen,” she said. “The cream was 
much'top;'thin.”,.''' 

She tried to put her watch back into her belt, but . her fingers got en- 
tangled in the guard. She tugged at the chain impatiently. 

“Only a quarter of an hour more,” she said. “In a quarter of an hour he 
will be here.” 

“Don’t get so excited, my poor dear. You’ve been wearing yourself out 
ever since you got up.” 

She sighed deeply as though she really was very tired. Then she shrugged 
her shoulders and, firmly grasping her husband’s arm, she observed in a 
low voice in which there was a note of anxiety: 

“Look, Antoine, I only ask one thing: to live for a short while after Henri 
becomes free. Then he can choose his own home and he’ll come and live 
here with us, and our last years will be the happiest of our lives. 

“His mother can’t love him,” she went on with a sort of dull persistence. 
“If she did, would she drag him about in the way she does, from hotel to 
hotel, in her husband’s trail.? Neither Henri’s happiness, nor his future, nor 
anything else has meant anything to her since she’s become infatuated with 
that man. I may not always have got on with Louise’s first husband, but at 
any rate the poor boy loved his son and looked after him.” 

He listened with a faraway, dreamy look in his eyes. Suddenly he inter- 
rupted her. 

“When I think of Henri’s career and when I tell myself that this bad up- 
bringing may perhaps prevent him from becoming a respectable citizen 
. , . then I feel as though I could do anything . . . I even feel capable 
of strangling the brute!” 

A wave of colour swept over his bald, sloping pate. His trembling 
fingers curved inwards as though about to seize something in a death grip. 
His wife looked on at this ineffective exhibition of fury. 

“Oh, Antoine, how you love Henri!” 

And she squeezed his hands in sympathy. 

“Come, let’s wait in front,” she said. 

They climbed the steps again and passed through the house. The kitchen 
door was open. The cook, hearing their footsteps, raised her head. She was 
a heavily built wench, no longer young, whose blue eyes and thick black 
eyebrows gave her a look which was a mixture of sensitiveness and surliness. 

“Well, Master Henri won’t be long now!” she called to. them in a coarse, 
cheerfuLvoice. 

They smiled at her. , , 
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The front garden was to the south of the house. The lawn^ with its bright 
green grass, shone in the sun. The two old people waited at the top of the 
steps and began to stare fixedly at the little iron gate at the end of the 
den. They did not speak. Time passed. She jerked out her watch and 
looked at the time. Then he said, in a quiet, rather forced voice: 

“What a lovely day!” 

She did not appear to hear him. Then, in a sudden burst of anxious fury* 

“He won’t come!” she cried. “Fve got a presentiment. They haven’t sent 
him. Louise will have decided at the last moment, for no reason at all, just 
to be contradictory, I know her so well! She was like that as a child; she 
disobeyed me for the pleasure of disobeying, without any pity for the sor- 
row she caused me.” 

Her husband tried to calm her, but she would not let him speak. 

“No! ... I know her better than you do. Why did she forbid us to go 
and meet our darling this morning, unless it was for the pleasure of spoiling 
some of our happiness? ‘Henri will be with you at midday. It’s no use go- 
ing to the station.’ That’s what she wrote to me, the stubborn, heartless 
girl!” 

The little old woman stood stiffly erect, shaking as though in the presence 
of an enemy. 

Suddenly she calmed down. Her arms fell to her sides. She instinctively 
turned her face towards the road, on which, however, nothing was to be 
seen; her eyes suddenly brightened. 

“He’s coming,” she said eagerly. 

And the next moment a boy, followed by a woman, appeared behind the 
bars of the gate. 

He was tall, but rather thin and fragile, and from the way he pushed 
open the gate it seemed as though it cost him an effort. His face was round 
and, as he held it slightly bent down and as his complexion was pale, it 
appeared to be small and to present no salient feature. 

He raised his face to greet his grandparents. He was not ugly, but there 
was nothing attractive about his listless expression. His grandmother had 
run across the lawn to meet him and was holding him in her arms. 

“Henri, my Henri!” she kept saying, stroking his hair. 

After he had returned her greeting he remained passive, staring covertly 
into the distance. Then it was the grandfather’s turn and he took his grand- 
son’s head between his hands and kissed him tenderly and solemnly on the 
forehead. 

The woman who had brought the child stood a little in the background. 
She was wearing a black dress, very short and tight-fitting. Her neck W'as 
bare and her face heavily made up. The grandmother took all this in ut a 
glance. Nevertheless, she nodded to her graciously and said; 
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''Thank you for having brought our grandson. I hope it has not inter- 
fered with your day off.” 

“Oh, no, madame;’ replied the maid. “I happen to have an aunt who lives 
at La Varenne whom I would like to go and see this afternoon if Madame 
will allow me.” 

“Naturally,” said the grandmother. “You can come back to fetch him for 
the six o’clock train.” 

“Madame Louise told us to leave at about four.” 

“But if you go to La Varenne after luncheon you’ll hardly have any time 
there at all,” replied the grandmother in a voice which was half con- 
spiratorial and half pleading. 

The maid gave a knowing little smile and made for the kitchen. 

“How you’ve grown, Henri!” cried his grandmother, placing her arm 
round his neck. “See, my arm isn’t long enough to go round. Do you know, 
it’s nearly six months since we saw you. Have you thought of us at all?” 

He nodded his head without speaking. 

“And your birthday passed without us giving you a present. But we 
didn’t forget it. We didn’t want to send it by post. Your grandfather will 
give it to you now. Antoine!” 

The grandfather produced the case, opened it and placed it in the child’s 
outstretched hand. The boy thanked him, took out the watch and ex- 
amined it and then shot a pleased glance at the two old people from be- 
tween his long curly lashes. 

“Do you like it?” asked the grandmother, solicitously. 

“Oh, yes! Is it gold?” 

“Of course,” replied the grandfather. “It’s a real man’s watch.” 

Grasping his present hrmly in his hand, he went over to them and gave 
them each a kiss. 

The grandmother detained him and began to question him, stroking him 
lovingly as she did so. 

“Tell me what you’ve been doing, darling. Are you comfortable in Mar- 
seilles? Have you got a nice room?” 

He answered rather shyly, letting his arms hang idly by his sides. He did 
not like Marseilles, he said, but he had enjoyed himself at Nice, where they 
had spent a month, and also in Italy, at San Remo and Rapallo. 

He spoke slowly and without any gestures. His face remained expression- 
less and even his lips scarcely moved. It was the grandmother who, eagerly 
following the movement of his lips, animated his recital. Her lined old face, 
brimming over with warmth and passion, puckered up at the mention of 
Marseilles and brightened at that of San Remo and Italy. And yet, masked 
by this forced gaiety, care and sorrow seemed to lurk in the depths of her 

The grandfather stood a couple of yards away and rubbed his hands to- 
gether with a complacent and wary look in his eyes. The cook appeared at 
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the front door and in a familiar Yoke/ announced that luncheon was ready. 

'Teds go and eat!” cried the grandfather, clapping his hands. 

"Sit over there, Henri, facing the window,, so that we can see you Letter,” 
said his grandmother as they entered the dining room. 

The child sat in the place indicated, wincing slightly as though- he did 
not like the light. 

Thus lit up, his features were even more strikingly lifeless. Never for a 
moment did his face betray any of those eager, innocent emotions usual to 
children, nor even, any look of awkwardness or. timidity ..He would turn his 
head slowly in the direction of the person or object that interested him 
and stare fixedly at it, without any change of expression. Only very occa- 
sionally would a slight contraction round the eyes or a glance shot in a 
rather feminine way from beneath his eyelids indicate that something had 
struck him as agreeable or unpleasant. 

"And your studies, Henri?” asked the grandfather. "How are you getting 
on? Do you like them?” 

The child looked at him coldly and replied shortly that he had spent three 
months at school in Marseilles and since then had pursued his studies by 
correspondence. 

“And are your masters pleased with you? Have your reports been good?” 

A hostile little frown appeared on his forehead and he turned his head 
towards the dish which the servant was bringing in. His grandfather was 
about to pursue the subject when he caught an impatient gesture from his 
wife and held his tongue. 

"And now,” she said, “I hope you’re going to remain in Paris. What are 
your mother’s plans?” 

"Mother wants to stay, but she says we shall have to be off again soon.” 

"Really? Can’t she do what she wants to?” cried the grandmother, in a 
mixture of irritation and sarcasm. "Who’s to stop her?” 

The boy, his head bowed over his plate, went on eating greedily without 
replying. His grandmother continued, with some hesitation : 

“And . . . and your stepfather ... is he kind to you? Do your mother 
and he ever quarrel?” 

He nodded his head, bending it still lower and showing his untidy locks; 
then he thrust out his glass for something to drink. 

As she poured it out she noticed his hands. 

"Why, Henri, you bite your nails!” 

The frown of resentment reappeared on the child’s face, and he tried to 
hide his finger tips. 

"I’m very distressed about that,” said his grandmother. "It’s a very nasty 
habit, Henri. But,” she added gaily^ "I don’t want to scold you today!” 

And to make amends for having reprimanded him she stroked the bitten 
fingernails. . 

"Heavens! What have you got on?” she cried, tugging at a piece of red- 
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and-green striped vest which she saw at his wrist. “It s awful. Where did 
.■you 'get it?’’ ■■■':; 

“They bought it forme in Italy. Our trunks were left behind in the hotel 
■ at .Nice, so .. . 

He became embarrassed and did not finish his sentence, 

“It’s terrible!” cried the grandmother. “So you hadn’t any underlinen?” 

“We got our luggage back when we returned.” 

She exchanged a long look with her husband, “What a life!” they thought. 
A short silence fell Then the grandfather spoke in a voice which he tried 
to make sound cheerful. 

“Tell me, Henri, what did you like most in your travels ? You must have . 
made some lovely excursions. And Italy is such a beautiful country! Tell 
me what you thought of it. What was it that amused you most?” 

The child, who was drinking in long gulps, did not reply at once but 
looked from one to the other, his face half buried in his glass. 

“When I played in comedy,” he replied after a moment. 

“When you played in comedy?” repeated his grandmother, raising her 
hands in surprise. “Where was that?” 

“In a casino. But it was a real theatre and a real play.” 

The grandmother let her hands fall back on the table. She opened her 
mouth and asked mechanically : 

“Whatplay?” 

“A very well-known one that has been played in Paris. My name was 
Charlie. I appeared in two of the scenes and in the second one I said things 
that made everyone laugh.” 

In an agonised voice the grandmother stammered: 

“And did you like doing it?” 

At this question the child’s face suddenly changed. Dimples appeared in 
his cheeks and his eyes shone. He moistened his lips and made a sweeping 
gesture with his arm. And then the words came tumbling out: 

“Oh, yes! When I came onto the stage I had a very funny feeling. I was 
happy, so happy, and yet my whole body trembled. I could see nothing but 
the row of electric lamps at the foot of the stage. Luckily the lady who was 
my mother in the play kept me close to her, otherwise I should not have 
been able to walk straight, the light was so bright. Then, after a moment, I 
got used to it and I was loudly applauded. I took three calls. After the per- 
formance someone told me that I could earn a lot of money later if I 
wanted to.” 

A peculiar resonance had come into his voice, and a gleam of sincerity 
and even a certain poetic look illuminated his features. But, catching sight 
of his grandmother’s dismayed face,, the child suddenly stopped talking, 
lowered his head and resumed his listless expression. 

“And your mother let you do that.?^” the grandmother asked feebly. 
“Didn’t she say anything when she saw you on the stage?” 
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^‘She remained in the wings all the time. I could see her clearly through 
the scenery. After the first scene she told me that I was too pale and put 
some rouge on my cheeks.” 

His grandmother hid her face in her hands and smothered an exas- 
perated groan. , , 

Luncheon proceeded. The grandmother constantly questioned the child^ 
both about himself and about his mother and stepfather. She tried to delve 
into all the secrets of their lives. Her tone was urgent and sometimes bitter^ 
but this keen curiosity was, as it were, quite ineffective, and when the child 
replied the old woman’s face, twitching with apprehension, was like the 
face of a blind woman hearing a description of something she cannot see. 

The grandfather did not seem to like these questions. From time to time 
he made discreet little signs to his wife. But she paid no attention and, in- 
deed, at one moment shot a glance of annoyance at him. The grandfather 
bent his head in confusion. The child observed the whole of this incident, 
but he made no sign that he had done so and continued leisurely to chew 
his food. 


“Henri,” said his grandfather, as they rose from the table, “how would 
you like to go for a row on the river this afternoon.?” 

The grandmother intervened at once. 

“What an idea! You’re not going to take him away from me. You don’t 
want to leave your grandmother, Henri, do you?” 

She was seated on a low chair and held him tightly, as though fearing 
that someone would try to snatch him from her. 

“I’m so glad to have you to myself today, Henri dear! I’ve been looking 
forward to it for so long.” 

Her voice trembled with emotion, and tears flowed down her worn 
cheeks. She made no attempt to dry them and indeed took a sort of pleasure 
in letting the child see them. 

“But you mustn’t be bored,” she went on, briskly, “Tell us what you 
would like to do.” 

The child opened his lips as though to answer, but he changed his mind 
and after a moment said: 

“I don’t know.” 

“Yes, but I feel that there’s something that would amuse you but that 
you don’t like to tell us.” 

He denied this with a slight shake of his shoulders. 

“Oh, well! We’ll see about that in a moment or two,” said his grand- 
father. “In the meantime, come and see my lilac.” 

They went into the garden. The lilac bush was very thick and partly con- 
cealed the window. 

“Your grandmother wants to cut it back because it takes some of the 



1154 


TELLERS OF. TALES 


light away from the drawing room; but then/’ explained the grandfather, 
% would not bear such lovely flowers; for, you see, lilac is never more 
beautiful and more abundant than when one leaves it to itself.” 

He pulled down a branch and thrust a fully blown sprig of mauve blos- 
som towards the child’s face. The boy inhaled deeply and the sensual look 
returned to his face. 

“And here/’ said the grandfather, proudly pointing to a bed full of red 
flowers. “What do you think of my garden, eh?” 

He held his grandson by the hand. The grandmother, who had re- 
joined them, walked on the other side of the child. They remained silent, 
only raising their heads towards the tall trees which occasionally swayed in 
a neighbouring garden. Even though the sky was not so blue as it had been 
at midday, it was a splendid day. In the air, warmed by the sun, delicate 
odours and gentle rustlings seemed to be carrying out a quiet labour which 
lulled the senses. A woman’s shout in the distance died away in a peal of 
laughter, A man’s voice mimicked the shout with another and the first 
voice began to laugh still more loudly. Probably a couple passing down the 
river in a boat, with the man amusing himself by making it rock to try to 
frighten his companion. 

The two old people enjoyed these things in a sort of gentle calm. Their 
heads were both inclined at the same angle and they both wore the same 
look of contentment. The grandmother had quietly replaced her arm 
round her grandson’s neck. 

The child was also affected by his surroundings in much the same way 
and made no attempt to move. But all sorts of secrets seemed to be stirring 
within him. His upper lip curled nervously and his teeth were clenched 
together, as though he had bitten into an unripe fruit. With a lithe move- 
ment of his head he broke loose from his grandmother’s embrace. Then 
he became thoughtful again. 

“Henri/’ said his grandmother, “do tell us what you would like to do.” 

He said nothing for a moment. Then a gleam came into his eyes. 

“Let’s go and see the thieves’ house.” 

“The thieves’ house? What do you mean?” 

“The house where the band of thieves took refuge some years ago. The 
police besieged it, but the thieves barricaded themselves in and opened fire. 
The police had to blow down the walls.” 

“Whoever told you that tale?” asked his grandmother. 

“Claire told me in the train, coming here. She told me that the house was 
quite close, under the viaduct. She’s been there herself.” 

“That’s absurd!” cried his grandmother in a muffled voice. Then she 
went on in a softer voice: “The house no longer exists, Henri, or, rather, it 
was rebuilt ages ago. There’s nothing to see. ... Besides, you couldn’t 
enjoy seeing the place where something so horrible took place?” 

: “They held out for two days. Sometimes they fired from the windows and 
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sometimes from the roof. And when their ammunition gave out they killed 
themselves. But they never gave in.” 

He acted the scene cleverly, pretending to hide and to take aim, as 
though he had given the story a great deal of thought. 

The grandparents followed his movements in amazement and with a 
vague feeling of alarm. But the grandfather cast a reassuring glance at his 
wif e and said: 

''But of course, of course, it’s only natural. ... At his age one thinks 
of nothing but fighting and adventure. His muscles are beginning to de- 
velop and he’s longing to use them. 

"Henri,” he added, feeling his arms, "would you like to play football? 
There’s one here among your toys.” 

The boy nodded his head. 

"That’s right,” said the grandmother, delighted that the idea of going 
for a row had been abandoned, "come and play here, on the grass.” 

"On the grass?” the grandfather quietly protested. 

"Oh, you and your grass! Anyone would think that you loved it more 
than you love Henri.” 

She went in to fetch the ball and then came and sat in an armchair at the 
edge of the lawn. During her absence the goals had been marked out by 
driving sticks into the ground. The grandfather took off his coat and the 
game began. 

The boy was impetuous but he lacked skill. He kicked the ball hard in 
such a way as to make it spin without travelling very far. He did not seem 
too anxious to run and preferred to wait for the ball to come to him, planted 
on his fragile legs, bare to the knees. Opposite him his grandfather with 
his precise movements seemed to be almost the more active of the two. He 
would go back a pace or two, raise his hands vertically to each side of his 
face to take better aim and then give the ball an accurate kick. He entered 
into the game with childish enthusiasm. With his legs slightly bent and his 
grey eyebrows knitted he took careful note of all his grandson’s movements. 
Sometimes he would advance to the attack and sometimes he would retire 
prudently to his own ground. The grandmother’s eyes never left her grand- 
son; she encouraged him and cheered him on the whole time. This atti- 
tude seemed to provoke a fit of jealousy in her husband. He redoubled his 
efforts and he seemed extremely anxious to defeat his opponent. How- 
ever, as the game became more lively, the child became more impetuous. 
His kicking became wilder and he dug up big pieces of turf with his toes. 
He charged his grandfather and jostled him. His grandmother, noticing 
these signs of impatience, began to be alarmed. She frowned at her hus- 
band as though to say: "Let him win.” But; the little old man, carried away 
by the game, pretended not to see and went on defending himself. The 
child was frowning with mortification. His grandmother began to be really 
anxious and swayed from side to. side in her armchair. Suddenly, she had 
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an idea. As the two players were struggling at the edge of a flower bed she 
cried: 

“Look out for your flowers, Antoine!” 

The grandfather raised his head and stood still. Then she went on, 
, briskly : ' ■ 

“Go on, Henri, kick the balk” 

The 'child, taking advantage of this distraction, shot forward and suc- 
ceeded in steering the ball through his grandfathers goal. 

“Ohl” said the grandfather, looking reproachfully in his wife’s direction. 

“Henri has won! Henri has won!” she cried, clapping her hands glee- 
fully, 

“But that’s cheating!” the old man protested ruefully. 

She shrugged her shoulders and covered her husband’s voice. 

“Bravo, Henri,” she said. “And now come and rest beside me for a mo- 
ment.” 

They sat down. The grandfather was slightly out of breath and held his 
hand up to his chest, but his wife took no notice of him and leaned over her 
grandson on whom she lavished praise for his skill. The child let his arms 
hang between his knees and picked up pebbles which he threw in front of 
him, aimlessly, without replying. 

“Oh, look!” said his gi'andfather after a few moments. “I don’t like the 
look of that sky. 

“Nor of that either,” he added, as a swallow flew by almost touching the 
lawn. 

A cold breeze blew across the garden. The grandmother shivered and 
pressed her grandson to her as though to prevent him from shivering too. 
A moment later large drops of rain began to fall and they hurried back into 
the house. 

The storm continued. It was a spring storm, interspersed with hail and 
lightning flashes. They had begun by playing a guessing game, but this did 
not seem to amuse the child; and now all three were standing by the win- 
dow, gloomily watching the falling rain. The child pressed his forehead 
against the window and hummed a tune. His breath covered the pane with 
an opaque mist. Sometimes he clapped his hands v/hen he saw large hail- 
stones strike the leaves of the lilac bush and rebound. 

From time to time the two old people glanced at him with the same 
anxious look. “If only he doesn’t get bored,” they both thought. 

, y “Would you like to read a book until the rain stops, Henri.?” asked his 
grandmother. 

Without turning round, and: with his lips pressed to the windowpane, he 
made a grimace of refusal. . 

, , “I can show you some books that will amuse you,” said the grand- 
father. “Books full of adventures and fighting-just the sort that you like.” 
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The child made another face. Then he said slowly : 

'It’s not the same thing, because the stories in books aren’t true.” 

And he resumed his humming. 

Low clouds covered the sky outside, and the window, already half ob- 
scured by the lilac bush, only let in a very feeble light. In this sudden dark- 
ness the silence and the lack of anything to do became even more palpable. 
A look of desperation came into the grandmother’s eyes. She drew the 
curtains and moved a chair, as though to return to the world of light and 
sound. 

'Tve got an idea, Henri,” she cried suddenly. ‘Til show you all your 
things. They’re in this cupboard.” 

The child turned round and it was evident that the idea pleased him. 
His grandmother immediately went to the cupboard and opened both its 
doors wide. 

“Look, Flenri, everything in here belongs to you.” 

It was a tall cupboard containing several shelves, and was filled with the 
presents which the grandparents had given their grandson. On the lower 
shelves were large square boxes, ninepins, a little rifle and a suit of toy 
armour; above, there were picture books and a stamp album. Everything 
was in beautifully arranged order. 

The child drew near. He examined his possessions with considerable 
satisfaction. He raised the lids of some of the boxes and took out the toys 
they contained. The grandmother smilingly pointed things out to him. 

“Your marionette theatre is up there, taken to pieces and carefully 
wrapped up so that it won’t spoil. And behind there is the camera we gave 
you last year.” 

It was evident that she had arranged everything herself and that she often 
amused herself by handling them. 

“This,” she went on, as the child continued his inspection, “is my own 
corner. This is where I put all the things I treasure most. My jewels are in 
this casket. My purse is in that red bag. Here is a photograph of your 
mother when she was your age. And this notebook is precious to me too. 
You gave it to me yourself. Do you recognise it? See what’s written on the 
cover. ‘Drawings made by Henri at the age of eight and given to Grand- 
mother.’ ” 

Her face had become happy again. She pressed up against the child, who 
seemed to be attracted by the objects she was showing him. The grand- 
father smiled his approval of the scene and walked up and down the room. 
He halted for a moment by the window, opened it and announced that it 
had stopped raining. The grandmother suggested that they should go for 
a walk, but the child refused. 

“I want to play with my toys,” he said. 

“Take some out-of-doors game arid let’s go into the garden. Look how 
clear the sky is now.” 



. ms TELLERS OF TALES 

''N 05 1 want to play here,” he protested, with a sly, stubborn look. 

They gave way to him eagerly. He went to the cupboard, eonsidered all 
the boxes at length and indicated one of them. 

''The theatre,” he said. 

The grandfather raised himself on tiptoe, lifted it down and brought it, 
to' him. ' 

‘Til help you set it up, Henri.” 

“No,” he replied quickly, “I want to do it by myself.” 

Kneeling on the ground, he took out the various parts of the theatre and 
then the scenery and the marionettes themselves. The two old people fol- 
lowed his movements admiringly. But the child did not seem quite happy. 
He looked at his grandparents out of the corners of his eyes and dawdled. 
After a moment or two he stood up and, going up to them, said in a plead- 
ing voice: 

“Won’t you leave me alone.? Fll get everything ready. When Fve finished 
I’ll call you and 111 give you a performance.” 

And he kissed his grandmother on the cheek. Touched by this display of 
affection, she held him to her. 

“Yes, Henri dear, well do just as you wish.” 

He quickly disengaged himself from her embrace and, as his grand- 
parents left the room, he shook his finger at them and said: 

“Don’t come in until I call you!” 

They went into the hall and the grandmother opened the kitchen door. 
Clothilde was alone. 

“Has the maid gone already.?” asked the grandmother. 

“She has, indeed! And she was in a hurry, too.” 

“Of course! She asked leave to go and see her aunt at La Varenne.” 

“Oh, she won’t go as far as that,” replied the plump girl, ironically. 
“Her young man was waiting for her at the corner of the street and in 
weather like this theyll soon have got under cover. I don’t know if they 
are all like that in Paris, but she’s a real hussy. The things she told me about 
her house and her employers!” 

“What did she say.?” asked the grandmother eagerly. 

“She said that her master and Madame Louise were always quarrelling, 
and that there’s no money, and that the most extraordinary people come 
to the house ...” 

Such an expression of pain came over her mistress’s face that she tried 
to modify, her remarks. 

“Anyway, it’s probably nothing but lies. They’re hardly worth repeating 
to Madame. One knows only too. well the things a bad girl like that is 
capable of inventing about her employers!” 

They walked along slowly without speaking, but they were clearly 
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stunned by what they had just heard. Their eyes were lowered as though 
they were in the presence of something which they did not want to see. 
The grandmother broke the silence with a sigh. 

“Louise,” she said, in a voice which rose from the depths of her recol- 
lections, “Louise, wLo was so proud! 

“And how awful to think that our little darling lives in such surround- 
ings,” she continued. “Our little darling who is so good.” 

She turned towards her husband as though seeking his assent, but he 
contented himself with nodding his head, and silence fell again. 

In this silence the various incidents of the day returned to their minds. 
They thought of the moment at which the figure of their grandson had 
appeared through the bars of the garden gate. They recalled his move- 
ments and the expressions on his face, they remembered his words. Then, 
as though these pictures brought them back to the present, they raised 
their heads and looked around them. On all sides could be seen the damage 
done by the storm. The flowers in the flower beds had been beaten down 
by the hail; the gravel in the paths was streaked with muddy runnels. 

The grandfather looked round his garden. He bent down to straighten 
a plant whose flower lay in the mud; but its stalk was broken. He sighed, 
took his wife’s arm again, looked at the sky and said, sorrowfully shaking 
his head: 

“We were expecting such a lovely day.” 

She answered him by a pressure of her arm to show that she shared his 
disappointment; and like a lovesick woman who has let herself be lulled 
by a dream and suddenly returns to reality, she leaned her head towards 
her husband and laid it tenderly upon his shoulder. 

They had walked round the house and were now in the part of the 
garden onto which the drawing room opened. 

“Henri must have finished his preparations by now,” she said. 

They crept up noiselessly and, hidden by the lilac bush, looked into the 
room. A painted cardboard theatre stood in the middle of it. They could 
see the little tragic mask above the stage. The child was at the far end of 
the room, with his back to the window. They could not distinguish his 
movements. 

“What is he doing.?” asked the grandmother. “Oh, yes, I see. He’s looking 
for something in the cupboard. Now that he knows where his toys are, 
he’ll go there often. Heavens, how wonderful it would be if we always had 
him with us!” 

The grandfather was looking also. Suddenly he started, thrust his head 
forward and placed his hands on each side of it to get a better view. 

“He looks as if he’s hiding. Perhaps, he is preparing a surprise for us,” 
whispered the grandmother once more. 

Then she recoiled abruptly. Her wide-open eyes, her gaping mouth and 
all her features were distorted in a sort of mute horror. It is thus, no doubt, 
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that people look at the moment when they feel that their heart’s blood is 
ebbing. 

The child was holding up the. red bag in his hands and with hurried, 
furtive movements, but with the utmost calm, he was stealing. 


ON THE FARM 

Hans Friedrich Blunck 

(1888- ) 

TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


Thb COLT was an ungainly, playful creature; it took the farmer and the 
carter at Babenhof all their time to hold him while they gave him one 
more grooming and a last combing of his mane and tail. He was the pride 
of the farm, a two-year-old, strong-limbed, white-maned, and he was just 
off to the town to be shown for the first time, in the colts" class. The farmer 
wanted to show him himself; but a tragedy had happened on the farm a 
few days before and he felt it was his duty to remain on the place until 
things had settled down again. What he meant by settling down Kersten 
himself did not know: nobody can restore the dead to life. 

The colt took the business of being smartened up and groomed as an 
invitation to play; he danced about, plucked at the young man’s shirt with 
his lips, laid back his ears and tried to snatch the farmer’s hat. ''Take care 
he doesn’t kick, Bernd!” But Bernd did not listen. He was silent and 
abstracted. He looked so smart in his black suit and hard hat that Kersten 
couldn’t help smiling. Then he remembered why the man had that drawn 
look of suspense about his eyes : he was thinking of the tragedy that had 
taken place on the farm. He himself had been haunted for some days past 
by the thought of retribution. Perhaps both of them — they were very alike 
in the hard, strong set of the chin, in their hair and high-set eyebrows — 
were full of the same thought that would not let them rest. 

"Bernd!” — Bernd turned his head towards the farmyard, where the empty 
waggons were coupled. Kersten too glanced across; he knew now why the 
young man had that look of sinister gloom, a look, rather, of one who had 
been roused to fury: Johann Kortmann had come to fetch the borrowed 

The carter crossed the yard, dea^ the colt. Their neighbour at the 
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same moment bent over the waggon pole. It was just as well! The carter 
was to have married the dead girl and it was Kortmann’s fault that all was 
over—it seemed to Kersten scarcely believable that a girl like her^ always 
busy, always looking ahead, such a capable housekeeper, should have lost 
courage and taken her life. Kersten followed Bernd anxiously with his eyes 
as he led the colt towards the gate. At that moment he too felt the urge 
to wreak vengeance on their neighbour, even at the cost of life and liberty. 
The carter turned into the road without a word to Kortmann, untied the 
halter of the old chestnut mare, got on her back and rode off with the colt 
on a leading rein. The farmer was relieved to see him go. 

Kersten lived on very close terms with his farm hands; he knew how to 
take them. As often happens in the north of Germany, he had followed a 
profession before retiring to the ancestral farm: he had been a barrister and 
got to know many sides of life, good and bad, just and unjust. His wife and 
son had died, one after the other, a few years before, and so, finding life out 
in the world distasteful, he came back to the farm with his daughter, who 
was still only a child. It was a fine big farm, just the place to tempt a man 
who had led a busy, varied life to try out new systems of farming. His years 
in the town lay far behind him: Kersten was a farmer again, and if ever he 
left the place it was either as a representative of the farming interest or to 
transact some business for someone in the village. 

This time it was his own farm that was overtaken by misfortune; the 
maidservant — she was to have married the head-carter, Bernd Burmeister, 
that year — ^had taken her own life. Nobody would say why, but everybody 
knew. 

Kersten hurried indoors as though pursued by his thoughts. He kept 
accounts of certain experiments in cropping the land and made careful 
reports on them to the County Council. This year he was proud of some 
colts he had bred. The one Bernd was taking to the show was the pick of 
them. But he wanted to report also on some other experiments he had 
made at Babenhof, particularly his maize, which even up there in the north 
he had sown for many years and succeeded with better every year. 

He looked up from his writing table as he caught sight of an old cottage 
woman, who for the last few days since the girl’s death had been house- 
keeper at the farm; she was calling the poultry, and little Marie, Kersten’s 
child, was helping and shouting for joy. It was funny to see how the ducks 
tumbled over themselves in their haste; and the way the pigeons called 
to each other and swooped down from the dove-cote was a charming 
sight, and then the behaviour of the three cocks as they displayed the corn 
to their hens with as much astonishment as though they had only just dis- 
covered the' providence that supplied their needs. Such a picking and 
pecking, scratching and chucking, such a scuttling and flutter of wings, all 
to be first where the corn fell thickest. The bright plumage and vainglory 
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o£ the lords and masters of the farmyard made a brave show. The geese 
were late and came up in a rush, beating their wings, and even the turkey- 
cock, who scorned to be seen among the common fry, led up his three 
wives, taking good care at the same time that they did not strut with undue 
haste or break into a run. He approached with dignity, gobbling as he 
came, his throat flushed red with exertion or self-control, but his arrogance 
was rewarded; besides, he knew very well that he and his wives would not 
be forgotten 

But the child found his over>weening pride so comic that she suddenly 
emptied all the corn out of her skirt just to be able to laugh her fill. “Look 
at his lordship arriving!” she shouted, pointing with both hands. 

Apparently a raised voice and laughter, even though a child’s, were un- 
seemly; for old Frau Dierk intervened at once: “Sh, sh!” Marie nodded, 
looked round and then ran quickly indoors. Why had she run away? Frau 
Dierk too drew herself up and looked fixedly across at the cart sheds. Johann 
Kortmann was coming along with a lurching stride. “He walks like a mur- 
derer,” flashed through the farmer’s head. What nonsense, he thought next 
moment; if you don’t keep an open mind, who in the whole village is 
going to keep his head? But he could not help clenching his fists. If only, 
he thought, he might just give that fellow one punch in the jaw or spit in 
his face or do something outrageous! 

Johann Kortmann was embarrassed by the old lady’s greeting. She let 
him come up to her without saying a word: she just stood there without 
winking. The young man did not know what to say; he held out a cord 
that had broken, smiled sheepishly at the broken ends and looked up again 
at Frau Dierk. “Got a rope?” he asked at last. The old woman shook her 
head almost imperceptibly; she neither spoke nor moved. Johann Kortmann 
turned away abashed. 

Kersten had marked the ingratiating smile; and now he was overcome 
by pity. He’s not to be envied either, poor devil, he thought. Next moment 
he felt merciless. Hadn’t Johann Kortmann known that the carter and the 
young servant-girl were going to be married ? Everyone in the village knew 
that the drawings for their cottage on the farm had been passed and 
the stonemason told to get to work. What business had this neighbour of 
theirs to make free with what was another’s? 

No doubt the girl had her share in the blame, but no one spoke ill of 
the dead. She was a jolly girl with a passion for dancing and Bernd, head- 
carter on Kersten’s farm, was dour, too serious altogether; but he was far 
and away a better fellow than Johann Kortmann. As soon as she had 
realised that she had been left in the lurch she had paid the bitterest 
penalty that youth can exact of itself. Guilt? Kersten pleaded the case 
as he might have done in court in days gone by; The man has the responsi- 
bility and must pay the penalty. He is not lord and master for nothing. 

The living bear the blame, not the dead* 
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A brief autumn storm broke over the village at midday. The rain pattered 
on the leaves of the great walnut that stretched its boughs over the farm- 
yard. Kersten, as he always did when a storm blew up, went anxiously to 
the stables and through the barns, as though that could ward off the 
lightning, and then went back into the farmhouse. Old Frau Dierk was in 
the passage holding the frightened child by the arm. “There’s nothing to be 
afraid of,” she was saying to comfort her. “The good God will protect us. 
And if anything did happen to us, you’d fly straight up to heaven, where 
Anna’s gone,” Kersten did not want the child to be reminded of the maid- 
servant. He shook his head angrily. “Yes, yes, Herr Kersten,” the old lady 
said. “The parson’s not always in the right of it. What do any of us know 
what the dear God has in store for us.?” 

“And Johann Kortmann—will he go to hell.?” the child asked. 

“Run along,” Kersten said roughly, “you’re talking nonsense.” Marie 
rubbed her eyes and slipped away into the sitting-room. “Did you put that 
into her head?” Kersten asked. Mother Dierk stubbornly shook her head. 
She had a good conscience. She had said nothing, she had not spoken a word 
about the whole affair. She had kept her lips as tightly closed with every- 
body as she had just now when their neighbour’s son came across the yard 
to her. “But this I do know,” she permitted herself to say now, “Kortmann 
promised to make a farmer’s wife of her and that’s how he got her away 
from Bernd. Then he left her in the lurch.” 

“How do you know that?” Kersten asked. 

“Because she told me so herself the night before. And Bernd, who was 
to have married her, knows it too. You’d best keep your eyes open, Master. 
In case anything happens between the men-folk.” 

Kersten walked silently on. Once more he saw himself in court and 
speeches for the prosecution and the defence ran through his head. He had 
the uncanny feeling that he had to speak in defence of someone — in his 
own defence, it suddenly flashed through his mind. It might be that in 
thought he had killed that man as he walked across the yard. 

A warm rain succeeded the storm. That was good and also bad: the 
maize needed sun to ripen it, the winter barley was not yet sown. Kersten 
threw on a coat and tramped out to the Babenhof fields to see how the 
work was going. His way led through an avenue of young oaks; he had 
planted them himself; whoever followed after him on the farm would one 
day take pleasure in their rustling shade. After him? And suppose his 
daughter when she married lived in the town. Once more he was reminded 
of the maidservant. What a waste! He felt a sort of shyness as the thought 
of what his loneliness had meant to him shot through his mind. He too at 
moments had wished to have a son from that young spirited girl Vain 
thoughts, which all the same are never far from a farmer’s mind. 

And there again it was his carter .whose bride he had calmly thought of 
having for bis own. He was fond of Bernd; he w’^as as like himself as a 
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younger brother; only he was too slow-witted and took life too hard. They 
would have to keep an eye on him. 

The under-carter came up with the two horses and the seed drill. He had 
not sown the seed yet; he had noticed the storm coming up and had 
waited to see how bad the rain would be. Kersten said he had done quite 
right. “Has Bernd got back?” the lad asked, turning round on his horse, and 
when the farmer looked at him in perplexity, he added: “Bernd Bur- 
meister with the colt.” 

“But he can’t get back before dark, man.” What was the fellow thinking 
of? But there— they all had their share in what was to be. Each feared the 
living on account of the dead. 

Later in the day Kersten had a strange experience for which he could 
find no explanation. He had been reading some agricultural Journals to 
take his mind off what had occurred; but the whole farm lay under the ban 
of an oppression, a suspense, and it had him too by the throat. Again and 
again he found himself embarked on imaginary discourses about Bernd or 
Johann Kortmann, defending the one while he hated the sight of the 
other. As in his days of legal practice he lived through all that had hap- 
pened or that might have happened, linking up and considering at the same 
time all the possibilities, putting himself in the place of the people con- 
cerned and trying at the same time to restrain them. The hatred and every 
thought that possessed his carter were revealed to liim in his own soul as 
though in duplicate. 

Just as he was about to cross the sitting-room to his bedroom it suddenly 
occurred to him to lock his gun-cupboard, feeling it was himself for whom 
the temptation might be too strong. It was dusk and as he opened the 
door into the next room he saw someone in front of the cupboard. As he 
turned, it seemed to him that the other man looked round, a bolt clicked 
and then the man had gone. “Bernd!” Kersten called out. “Hello, Bernd!” 
But by that time he was through the side door, which was ajar. Kersten 
followed, but heard no sound of steps. He then hurried back, turned on 
the light to make sure that nothing was missing and went out across 
the yard to find the carter. He met old Frau Dierk and hastened to ask 
her, but Bernd was not back yet, she said. 

But he must be. He had seen him. They went together to the stable. The 
colt was not there and the carter could not possibly have returned. Unless 
of course he had stabled the colt somewhere else and stolen back and into 
the house. Kersten was bewildered. He decided to say nothing about what 
he had seen and he could not in any case think of any explanation. 

He went to bed and after he had lain awake for an hour he heard the 
clatter of hoofs. They had come at last. He thought of getting up at once to 
find out whether the colt had got a prize, but he decided to put it off until 
the morning, because he would have to ask the man about his visit to the 
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cupboard and it all seemed vague and baffling. Then, after all, he got up, 
went to his gun-cupboard and methodically examined it. Nothing was 
missing, nothing was out of its proper place. His over-heated brain had 
played a trick on him. So he changed his mind and went out to the stable, 
where he found the carter unsaddling the mare, and asked about the show. 
The colt had not got a prize, only an honourable mention. 

“Well, off to bed with you now, Bernd.” 

, “Yes— in a moment.” , . ^ ■ ■ ■ ■ . 

A new day dawned over Babenhof, a day like any other, and Kersten 
was inclined to take himself to task for his hours of gloomy preoccupation 
and agonised questioning and cross-questioning. The dawn sky was clear; 
cloudless sunlight lay over the yellowing leaves of bush and hedge and 
on the loaded fruit trees in the orchard. Nothing had happened, ail was 
quiet. 

It was not until midday when he came back from a lengthy sitting of 
the County Council and the inspection of a long stretch of newly made road 
that Kersten heard that Johann Kortmann was missing. He must have gone 
to the town, people said. 

The winter barley had been sown hours ago. Bernd and the handy under- 
carter had seen to that. They greeted the farmer with a laugh when he went 
out to the field and were pleased to have got it done quicker than he 
could have expected. The head carter told a bit more about the showing of 
the colt. The gentry there had thought him a bit too tall; there were a lot 
more fine animals there and the judges had to look hard to find any they 
could pick holes in. Now the colt was in harness, rather bewildered and 
clumsy at turning, but good natured and willing. 

At night a woman came over from the Kortmanns’ farm to see if anyone 
knew where Johann had got to: nothing had been seen of him all day. 
Kersten happened to be standing with his head carter, discussing the lay- 
out of the next day’s work. The farmer felt the blood rush to his head. 
He sent the woman roughly about her business. Then, as he turned to 
Bernd, the apparition at the gun-cupboard came into his mind. It must 
have been the shadow of his own evil wishes! He glanced uneasily at the 
man beside him. But he only showed his teeth in a grin. Johann must be 
on the roads, Bernd called out after the woman, they had better enquire in 
the inns in all the villages round about. There was not a trace of agitation, 
not the slightest concern or confusion to be seen in him. 

But nothing more was seen of Kortmann, and now, without a word 
being said, Babenhof was enclosed within a ring of silence. In spite of all 
the hard things that had been said of Johann Kortmann up to now, nobody 
would countenance such a revenge as that. Where was Johann.? Nobody 
knew anything of him. He had gone to the Jug and Bottle at night as usual, 
since when there had been no trace ofEim. Murder? Nobody said the word 
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outright, but all pointed a finger at the farm which had the motive for 
revenge. If Johann Kortmann had been beaten and left for dead, he 
would have been found; but his disappearance was a mystery that lay on 
them with the weight of an accursed thing. However much there was to 
reproach the missing man with, God alone was the disposer of life and 
death. 

Feeling in the village changed. Excuses were made for Kortmann; people 
were already incensed against the Babenhof folk and waited tensely to 
know what would come out. Old Kortmann came and had a talk with 
Kersten. Kersten maintained roundly that no one on his farm knew any- 
thing about the disappearance of his son, and he asked the old man 
irritably whether it was he whom he suspected. 

As a barrister Kersten had always played the part of judge too. He con- 
demned the murderer if murder had been committed, but he understood 
the urge to exact a penalty from Kortmann because that urge had been too 
much for him himself. What man is free of his secret thoughts.? 

“But if you mean someone else on the farm,” he advised the old man, 
“then be careful what you say. My men are incapable of deceiving me. I 
don’t know, of course, what has happened to your son; perhaps — it is no 
wish of mine that it should be so— he has taken his own life. Forgive me,” 
he added quickly, “but I must say it in case injustice should be done to 
others.” 

Old Kortmann shook his head. He knew that his son had not left the 
district and had not laid hands on himself. The secret remained. 

But the village knew that old Kortmann had been to Babenhof and 
rumour got busy. Whatever Johann’s guilt, fresh guilt was in the air and 
they sought out the man who had taken a lawless revenge. When Kersten 
went to the Jug and Bottle that night he noticed that he was avoided. 
They talked of other things when he asked about the missing man and 
they left at an early hour. 

The host could not leave and so escape being questioned. “What do 
people say about it then?” Kersten asked with a casual air. 

“They want to set a search on foot for Johann Kortmann, the fishermen 
in the lake, the rest in the woods.” 

“Quite right,” Kersten replied with conviction. “That’s what ought to be 
done. I was with Burmeister last night myself. I saw him when he got home 
with the horses from the town.” 

The innkeeper nodded awkwardly. “The policeman is coming tomorrow. 
It is no business of ours to discuss the business and perhaps blame the 
innocent.” 

It was not until he was on his way home that the apparition at the gun- 
cupboard started to Kersten 'S eyes; he had completely forgotten it because 
he had come to the conclusion that it must have been an illusion. Now he 
recollected it and at the same moment everything swam before his eyes. If 
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Bernd had really been at the cupboard door, if he, Kersten, had been de- 

ceived by Bernd ’s air of trustworthiness Was it not unjust to act as 

though it were not common knowledge that Bernd Burmeister had had 
his life and love treacherously destroyed? Would he not in Bernd’s place 
have wanted to square accounts with Kortmann ? 

Kersten stood still; the uncertainty in which he was affected his feet 
and knees* He was honest enough to recall the aimless fancies the dead girl 
had aroused. He had looked upon her with the secret thought that all men 
indulge in who are left without sons and who consider the women about 
them as possible mothers; and he would dearly have liked to call the guilty 
to account for her fruitless death. Then what must have been his man’s 
state of mind? 

Kersten hurried home and went straight to his gun-cupboard to give 
it another careful look over. 

How could he possibly have failed to notice before that his revolver was 
missing? 

The discovery made his head whirl. The cupboard seemed to shrink to- 
gether. Instantly he reproached himself bitterly. Why had he even in his 
own mind kept silence about what he had seen at the cupboard? It was 
partisanship: he had wanted to shield his own people. Murder had been 
committed — and he, he knew who had done it. 

In the first shock of dismay Kersten took refuge in his room and col- 
lapsed into a chair. He saw himself in court and saw the eyes of the judge 
fixed keenly on him, as he asked: ‘‘How could you, knowing the feeling 
there was on your farm, leave the cupboard unlocked? How could you 
fail to make a thorough search as soon as ever Kortmann disappeared?” 

He heard the carter in the passage and got up and turned on the light 
and went heavily out and pulled him by the hand into the room. 

“Why did you do it, Bernd?” he asked without more ado. He could 
scarcely get his breath, he could hardly look the man in the eyes. “How did 
it happen?” he groaned. “You’d better tell me.” 

The man went as pale as death; he clasped his hands together and raised 
them as though he could not breathe. “It was not I, master.” 

“Tell me about it. I saw you last night at my cupboard. Tell me honestly 
how it happened. It’s the best thing you can do.” 

“At the cupboard?” Burmeister stammered. 

Kersten pushed him into a chair. He could hear his breathing as he sat 
opposite him. “How could you do such a thing? Tell me about it.” 

The door flew open and the kitchenmaid rushed in with her face as white 
as chalk. “The policeman’s here. He wants to speak to Herr Kersten.” 

“Tell him to wait,” Kersten was going to say, when the carter groaned 
out: “No, not the police!” He jumped up abruptly as though to make his 
escape and one hand went to his pocket. 

Kersten was able to seize his hands and push him back onto the chair. 
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“Tell the policeman. l am coming,” he called out after the girl. He felt in 
the carters pocket but found nothing there. 

The girl came back: “The policeman cannot wait, Herr Kersten.” 

He followed on her heels and after scrutinising the two men seated at 
the table, he cleared his throat and drew nearer with a heavy, hesitant 
Step. “Well,” he said, “you seem to know what Fve come about.” The tone 
of his voice showed he was sorry. He looked from one to the other and 
turning round he pulled up a chair and sat down between the farmer and 
his man. “Bernd Burmeister?” 

Bernd shook his head again distractedly. “No, no,” he almost shouted. 
“You try it on. You’ll never prove anything.” 

“Don’t make it worse than it is,” Kersten warned him. “I shall be put on 
my oath, you know, and I shall have to say you went to my gun-cupboard.” 

The man seemed utterly distraught. “But that was not— till after- 
wards—” 

“Afterwards — after you’d done it,?” the polic'eman put in quickly, taking 
advantage of the admission. 

“Not till afterwards,” Burmeister stammered. “And you can see for your- 
self that not a shot has been fired.” 

It was a senseless, crazy line of defence. “And what happened first.?” the 
knowing old sergeant-major asked. He put one hand on Bernd Burmeister’s 
shoulder, casually passed it down his side and produced the missing 
revolver from one of his pockets. He laid it down on the far side of the 
table. “Well, we can see about that all in good time. We’ll soon know 
whether you have fired a shot or no. Meanwhile, tell me how it all came 
about and what happened first?” He took hold of the carter, who was 
sobbing convulsively, by the arm. “There, I know the man took your girl 
from you. He was a swine, a bad lot. But all the same I’ve got to know 
what happened after that.” 

Kersten wanted to put in a word; he envied the old sergeant-major his 
fatherly way of dealing with people; he himself at critical moments was 
always the observant barrister. When he saw that Burmeister was incapable 
of getting a word out, he tried to gain time for him by opening the breach 
and the chamber of the revolver. “Sergeant-major,” he brought out, “it’s 
true it has not been fired.” 

The cartridges were all there. The barrel when he held it up to the light 
was clean. “You must witness, sergeant-major, that he has not fired a shot,” 
Kersten said again in agitation. 

•; “Yes, but before,” the policeman insisted, turning to Burmeister again. 
“Something happened before that, didn’t it? And then you got hold of the 
revolver and thought to yourself you could always do yourself in if it came 

The carter nodded his head convulsively. , 

;v He’s not speaking the truth now; Kersten thought with annoyance, I saw 
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him at the cupboard before anything happened. He was wrought up and 
in his excitement he became as much a part of the other man as if he had 
had a share’ in what he had done. Thirty years younger, he thought in a 
flash, thirty years less master of himself and what might not he have done? 
But after all, he reflected next moment, he is a murderer. How could he 
come to steal a firearm from me? How could he do it? 

The carter now brought out a few sentences by fits and starts. When he 
had unsaddled the horses, he went back through the village. He might have 
meant to run across Johann Kortmann, or he might not — he didn’t know 
why it was he went. He did run into him, however — just on the bridge it 
was — and they went for each other at once. They fell over the parapet 
together,. and as they struggled in the water he had got the other man 
under. 

The policeman glanced at Kersten. Kersten muttered in a groan: H don’t 
understand a word of it.” 

“Would you mind leaving us alone for a moment?” the old man asked. 
“But don’t be far away, Herr Kersten. Wait in the next room.” 

The farmer got up reluctantly. He was already drawing up his speech for 
the defence; he was going to plead self-defence. But then — Burmeister was 
lying. He had caught him red-handed at the cupboard. He had gone out 
deliberately, taking the weapon with him. Kersten opened the door in 
order to go into the next room. As he did so the light fell on the cupboard 
and suddenly he saw, exactly as he had die night before, that someone was 
standing there and unmistakably turning round towards him. 

He caught his breath in his agitation and wanted to stop the man, but he 
heard no sound of a step. So he went back and opened the door again. 
“There’s a spook here,” he stammered distractedly. The policeman shook 
his head: he couldn’t make the man out. Kersten then for the third time 
opened the connecting door and now he distinctly saw that, as he entered, 
either a draught of air or a sinking of the floor boards made the glazed 
cupboard door swing open so that a dim shadow seemed to turn towards 
him— his own shadow. 

“What was that you were saying?” the sergeant-major asked on second 
thought. 

“Nothing, nothing, it was the cupboard door, that was all,” Kersten 
muttered. He knew that he had never in his life looked such a fool; he shut 
the door behind him in a rage and stood in the darkness of the bedroom. 

He thought it all over: so the night before he had made an assumption 
that had no foundation. He had seen the reflection in the cupboard door 
before Bernd Burmeister had come home. A warning apparition? Rubbish! 
A simple reflection, which had deceived him, which — perhaps — he had been 
expecting. His oppression did not leave him; it was clear to him that in 
his heart he was not without blame. He remembered his state of mind as 
he went about with clenched fists, wishing in his heart that he could bring 
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destruction on the head of the man who had brought disaster on his farm. 
A reflection in the door — and at the same time an image of his heart’s 
desire! He had seen his own inmost thought there; involuntarily and from 
a sense of what was just^ he had been awaiting what the carter subsequently 
did. 

He was overcome by a great weariness. He waited awhile longer and 
then he went back into the next room as though he had been summoned 
and sat down at the table. 

'WeVe just about done,” the sergeant-major said, surprised that the 
farmer had come in without being called. Then he added reluctantly: “I’m 
taking him to town tonight. There’s no help for it.” 

“Fm coming too,” Kersten said shortly, and when the sergeant-major 
got to his feet in perplexity, he added: “I’ll stay there until it comes on.” 

The sergeant-major’s face cleared. He had understood. “Oh, I see, be- 
cause you used to be a barrister,” he said, nodding. 

Kersten shook his head. He wanted to explain himself, but said no 
more. 

The carter had recovered his composure. He looked straight in front of 
him with a stolid and obstinate expression, but when he heard Kersten 
say he was coming too, he glanced up and nodded his gratitude. 

“Perhaps he only did more or less what all of us wanted to see happen,” 
Kersten said to the sergeant-major, “and so we must all take our share of 
the blame.” He added under his breath: “I felt the same as he did. I must 
tell the court that.” 


THE KILLERS 

Ernest Hemingway 

(1898- ) 


Th. DOOR of Henry’s lunch-i*oom opened and two men came in. They sat 
down at the counter. 

“What’s yours?” George asked them. 

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?” 

“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to eat.” 

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the win- 
dow. The two men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of 
the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to George 
when they came in. 
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‘Til have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed po-tatoesj'' 
the first man said, 

“It isn’t ready yet.” 

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?” 

“That’s the dinner/’ George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.” 
George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter. 

“It’s five o’clock.” 

“The clock says twenty minutes past five/’ the second man said. 

“It’s twenty minutes fast.” 

“Oh, to hell with the clock/’ the first man said. “What have you got to 
eat?” ' 

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches/’ George said. “You can have 
ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.” 

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and 
mashed potatoes.” 

“That’s the dinner.” 

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it/’ 

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver ” 

“I’ll take ham and eggs,’^ the man called A1 said. He wore a derby hat 
and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and’ 
white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves. 

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same 
size as Al. Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins. 
Both wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their 
elbows on the counter. 

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked. 

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said. 

“I mean you got anything to drinl(?'' 

“Just those I said.” 

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?” 

“Summit.” 

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.. 

“No,” said the friend. 

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked. 

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the 
big dinner.” 

“That’s right,” George said. 

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George. 

“Sure.” 

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?” 

“Sure,” said George. 

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?” 

“He’s dumb/’ said AL He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?” 
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‘‘Another bright boy/’ A 1 said. “Ain’t He a bright boy. Max?” 

“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said. 

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and 
eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and 
closed the wicket into the kitchen. 

“Which is yours?” he asked AL 
“Don’t you remember?” 

“Ham and eggs.” 

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and 
eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat. 
“What are y 02/ looking at?” Max looked at George, 

“Nothing.” 

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.” 

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said. 

George laughed. 

*‘Yqu don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. ''You don’t have to laugh at 
all, see.?” 

“All right,” said George. 

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks it’s all right. 
'That’s a good one.” 

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating. 

“What’s the bright boy’s name dov/n the counter?” Al asked Max. 

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side 
of the counter with your boy friend.” 

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked. 

“There isn’t any idea.” 

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind 
the counter. 

“What’s the idea?” George asked. 

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?” 
“The nigger.” 

“What do you mean the nigger?” 

“The nigger that cooks.” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“What’s the idea?” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“Where do you think you are?” 

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we 
look silly?” 

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this 
kid for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.” 
“What are you going to do to him?” 

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?” 
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George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. ''Sam/' he 
called. "Come in here a minute.” 

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. "What was it?” 
he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him. 

"Ail right, nigger. You stand right there/’ A1 said. 

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at 
the counter. "Yes, sir,” he said. A1 got down from his stool, 

"Fm going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he said. 
"Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy.” The 
little man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. 
The door shut after them. The man called Max sat at the counter opposite 
George. He didn’t look at George but looked in the mirror that ran along 
back of the counter. Henry’s had been made over from a saloon into a 
lunch-counter. 

"Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, "why don’t you 
say something?” 

"What’s it all about?” 

"Hey, Al,” Max called, "bright boy wants to know what it’s all about.” 

"Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen. 

"What do you think it’s all about?” 

"I don’t know.” 

"What do you think?” 

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking. 

"I wouldn’t say.” 

"Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all about.” 

"I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped 
open the slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup 
bottle, "Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. "Stand a 
little further along the bar. You move a little to the left, Max.” He was like 
a photographer arranging for a group picture, 

"Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to hap- 
pen?” ■ , ■ , ■ ■ ■■ ■ • ■ ■ . ■■ 

George did not say anything. 

"I’ll tell you,” Max said. "We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know a 
big Swede named Ole Andreson?” 

"Yes,” 

"He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?” 

"Sometimes he comes here.” 

"He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?” 

"If he comes.” 

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. "Talk about something else. 
Ever go to the movies?” 
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“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright 
boy like you.” 

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to 
your 

“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us,” 

‘'And he’s only going to see us once,” A1 said from the kitchen, 

“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked. 

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.” 

“Shut up,” said A1 from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam much.” 

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?” 

“You talk too damn much,” A1 said. “The nigger and my bright boy are 
amused by themselves. I got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in 
the convent.” 

“I suppose you were in a convent.” 

“You never know.” 

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.” 

George looked up at the clock. 

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep 
after it, you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, 
bright boy?” 

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?” 

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know 
at the time.” 

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from 
the street opened. A street-car motorman came in. 

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper?” 

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.” 

“Fd better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the 
clock. It was twenty minutes past six. 

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentleman.” 

“He knew Fd blow his head off,” A1 said from the kitchen. 

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. I like 
him.” 

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming,” 

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had gone 
out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that a man 
wanted to take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped 
back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of a sawed-off 
shotgun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back to back in the 
corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths. George had cooked the sand- 
wich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag, brought it in, and the 
man had paid for it and gone out. 

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything. 
You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.” 
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“Yes?” George said. “Your friend. Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.” 

“Well give him ten minutes,” Max said. 

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked 
seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven. 

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.” 

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen. 

In the live minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook 
was sick. 

“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. “Aren’t you 
running a lunch-counter?” He went out. 

“Come on, Al,” Max said. 

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?” 

“They’re all right.” 

“You think so?” 

“Sure. We’re through with it.” 

“I don’t like it,” said Al. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.” 

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?” 

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the 
kitchen. The cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the 
waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his 
gloved hands. 

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.” 

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races, bright boy.” 

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the 
window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight over- 
coats and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went back 
through the swinging-door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook. 

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any 
more of that,” 

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before. 

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it oS. 

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going 
to shoot him when he came in to eat.” 

“Ole Andreson?” 

“Sure.” 

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs, 

“They all gone?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.” 

“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all,” 

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.” 

“All right.” 

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook, said, 
“You better stay way out of it.” 

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said. 
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“Mixing up in this ain't going to get you anywhere/' the cook said. ‘'You 
stay out o£ it." , 

‘Til go see him/’ Nick said to George. “Where does he live?" 

The cook turned away. 

“Little boys always know what they want to do/’ he said. 

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming house/’ George said to Nick. 

‘Til go up there." 

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick 
walked up the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light 
down a side-street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming house. 
Nick walked up the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the 
door. 

“Is Ole Andreson here?" 

“Do you want to see him?" 

“Yes, if he’s in." 

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a 
corridor. She knocked on the door. 

“Who is it?" 

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson/’ the woman said. 

“It’s Nick Adams." 

“Come in." 

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying 
on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prizefighter 
and he was too long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He 
did not look at Nick. 

“What was it?" he asked. 

“I was up at Henry’s/’ Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied up 
me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you." 

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing. 

“They put us out in the kitchen," Nick went on. “They were going to 
shoot you when you came in to supper.” 

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything. 

“George thought I better come and tell you about it." 

“There isn’t anything I can do about it," Ole Andreson said. 

“I’ll tell you what they were like." 

“I don’t want to know what they were like," Ole Andreson said. He 
looked at the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it." 

“That’s all right." 

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed. 

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?" 

“No," Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.” 

“Isn’t there something I could do?" 

“No. There ain’t anything to do." 

“Maybe it was just a bluff/’ 
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“No. It ain’t just a bluff.” 

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall. 

“The only thing is/’ he said, talking toward the wall, “I just can’t make 
up my mind to go out. I been here all day.” 

“Couldn’t you get out of town?” 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running around.” 

He looked at the wall. 

“There ain’t anything to do now.” 

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?” 

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t any- 
thing to do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out.” 

“I better go back and see George,” Nick said. 

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks 
for coming around.” 

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his 
clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall. 

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I guess 
he don’t feel well. I said to him: 'Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and 
take a walk on a nice fall day like this,’ but he didn’t feel like it.” 

“He doesn’t want to go out.” 

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice 
man. He was in the ring, you know.” 

“I know it.” 

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. 
They stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle.” 

“Well, good night, Mrs, Hirsch,” Nick said. 

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I just look 
after it for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.” 

“Well, good night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said. 

“Good night,” the w^oman said. 

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and 
then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating-house. George was inside, back 
of the counter. 

“Did you see Ole?” 

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out,” 

The cook opened the door from the kitchen ^vhen he heard Nick’s voice. 

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door. 

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked. 

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.” 

“What’s he going to do?” 

“Nothing.” 

“They’ll kill him.” 

“I guess they will.” 

“He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago.” 
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“It's a hell, of a thing.” 

“It's an awful thing,” Nick said. 

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped 
the counter. 

“I wonder what he did?” Nick said. 

“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.” 

“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said. 

“Yes ” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.” 

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s 
going to get it. It’s too damned awful.” 

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.” 


THE STRANGER 

Katherine Mansfield 

(1890-1923) 


I T SEEMED to the little crowd on the wharf that she was never going to 
move again. There she lay, immense, motionless on the grey crinkled water, 
a loop of smoke above her, an immense flock of gulls screaming and div- 
ing after the galley droppings at the stern. You could just see little couples 
parading— little flies walking up and down the dish on the grey crinkled 
tablecloth. Other flies clustered and swarmed at the edge. Now there was a 
gleam of white on the lower deck — the cook’s apron or the stewardess per- 
haps. Now a tiny black spider raced up the ladder on to the bridge. 

In the front of the crowd a strong-looking, middle-aged man, dressed 
very well, very snugly in a grey overcoat, grey silk scarf, thick gloves and 
dark felt hat, marched up and down, twirling his folded umbrella. He 
seemed to be the leader of the little crowd on the wharf and at the same 
time to keep them together. He was something between the sheep-dog 
and the shepherd. 

But what a fool — what a fool he had been not to bring any glasses! 
There wasn’t a pair of glasses between the whole lot of them. 

“Curious thing, Mr. Scott, that none of us thought of glasses. We might 
have beeri able to stir ’em up a bit. We might have managed a little sig- 
nalling. Don't hesitate to land. Natives harmless. Or: A welcome awaits 
you. All is forgiven. What? Eh?” / ^ ; 
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Mr. Hammond’s quick, eager glance, so nervous and yet so friendly and 
confiding, took in everybody on the wharf, roped in even those old chaps 
lounging against the gangways. They knew, every 'man-jack of them, that 
Mrs. Hammond was on that boat, and he was so tremendously excited it 
never entered his head not to believe that this marvellous fact meant some- 
thing to them too. It warmed his heart towards them. They were, he de- 
cided, as decent a crowd of people Those old chaps over by the gang- 

ways, too — fine, solid old chaps. What chests— by Jove! And he squared 
his own, pkiiiged his thick-gloved hands into his pockets, rocked from heel 
to toe. : 

“Yes, my wife’s been in Europe for the last ten months. On a visit to our 
eldest girl, who was married last year. I brought her up here, as far as 
Salisbury, myself. So I thought Fd better come and fetch her back. Yes, 
yes, yes.” The shrewd grey eyes narrowed again and searched anxiously, 
quickly, the motionless liner. Again his overcoat was unbuttoned. Out 
came the thin, butter-yellow watch again, and for the twentieth — fiftieth — 
hundredth time he made the calculation. 

“Let me see, now. It was two fifteen when the doctor’s launch went ojff. 
Two fifteen. It is now exactly twenty-eight minutes past four. That is to 
say, the doctor’s been gone two hours and thirteen minutes. Two hours 
and thirteen minutes! Whee-oohl” He gave a queer little half-whistle and 
snapped his watch to again. “But I think we should have been told if there 
was anything up — don’t you, Mr. Gaven?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Hammond! I don’t think there’s anything to — anything to 
worry about,” said Mr. Gaven, knocking out his pipe against the heel of 
his shoe. “At the same time ” 

“Quite so! Quite so!” cried Mr. Hammond. “Dashed annoying!” He 
paced quickly up and down and came back again to his stand between 
Mr. and Mrs. Scott and Mr. Gaven. “It’s getting quite dark, too,” and he 
waved his folded umbrella as though the dusk at least might have had the 
decency to keep off for a bit. But the dusk came slowly, spreading like a 
slow stain over the water. Little Jean Scott dragged at her mother’s hand. 

“I wan’ my tea, mammy!” she wailed. 

“I expect you do,” said Mr. Hammond. “I expect all these ladies want 
their tea.” And his kind, flushed, almost pitiful glance roped them all in 
again. He wondered whether Janey was having a final cup of tea in the 
saloon out there. He hoped so; he thought not. It would be just like her 
not to leave the deck. In that case perhaps the deck steward would bring 
her up a cup. If he’d been there he’d have got it for her— somehow. And 
for a moment he was on deck, standing over her, watching her little hand 
fold round the cup in the way she had, while she drank the only cup of 
tea to be got on board. . . . But now he was back here, and the Lord only 
knew when that cursed Captain would stop hanging about in the stream. 
He took another turn, up and down, up and down. He walked as far as the 
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cab-stand to make sure his driver hadn’t disappeared; back he swerved 
again to the little flock huddled in the shelter of the banana crates. Little 
Jean Scott was still wanting her tea. Poor little beggar ! He wished he had 
a bit of chocolate on him. 

''Here, Jean!” he said. "Like a lift up.?” And easily, gently, he swung the 
little girl on to a higher barrel. The movement of holding her, steadying 
her, relieved him wonderfully, lightened his heart. 

"Hold on,” he said, keeping an arm round her. 

"Oh, don’t worry about Jean, Mr. Hammond!” said Mrs. Scott. 

"That’s all right, Mrs. Scott. No trouble. It’s a pleasure. Jean’s a little pal 
of mine, aren’t you, Jean.?” 

"Yes, Mr. Hammond,” said Jean, and she ran her finger down the dent 
of his felt hat. 

But suddenly she caught him by the ear and gave a loud scream. “Lo-ok, 
Mr. Hammond! She’s moving! Look, she’s coming ini” 

By Jove! So she was. At last! She was slowly, slowly turning round. A 
bell sounded far over the water and a great spout of steam gushed into 
the air. The gulls rose; they fluttered away like bits of white paper. And 
whether that deep throbbing was her engines or his heart Mr. Hammond 
couldn’t say. He had to nerve himself to bear it, whatever it was. At that 
moment old Captain Johnson, the harbour-master, came striding down the 
wharf, a leather portfolio under his arm. 

"Jean’ll be all right,” said Mr. Scott. 'Til hold her.” He was just in time. 
Mr. Hammond had forgotten about Jean. He sprang away to greet old Cap- 
tain Johnson. 

"Well, Captain,” the eager, nervous voice rang out again, "you’ve taken 
pity on us at last.” 

"It’s no good blaming me, Mr. Hammond,” wheezed old Captain John- 
son, staring at the liner. "You got Mrs. Hammond on board, ain’t yer.?” 

"Yes, yes!” said Hammond, and he kept by the harbour-master’s side. 
"Mrs. Hammond’s there. Hul-lo! We shan’t be long now!” 

With her telephone ring-ringing, the thrum of her screw filling the air, 
the big liner bore down on them, cutting sharp through the dark water so 
that big white shavings curled to either side. Hammond and the harbour- 
master kept in front of the rest. Hammond took off his hat; he raked 
the decks — they were crammed with passengers; he waved his hat and 
bawled a loud, strange “Hul-lo!” across the water; and then turned round 
and burst out laughing and said something— nothing — to old Captain 
Johnson. 

"Seen her?” asked the harbour-niaster. 

"No, not yet. Steady — wait a bit!”:. And suddenly, between two great 
clumsy idiots — ^"Get out of the way there!” he signed with his umbrella — 
he saw a hand raised — a white glove shaking a handkerchief. Another 
moment, and— thank God, thank:God! — there she was. There was Janey. 
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There was Mrs. Hammond, yes, yes, yes — standing by the rail and smiling 
and nodding and waving her handkerchief. 

“Well, that’s first class — first class! Well, well, well!” He positively 
stamped. Like lightning he drew out his cigar-case and offered it to old 
Captain Johnson. “Have a cigar, Captain! They’re pretty good. Have a 
couple! Here” — and he pressed all the cigars in the case on the harbour- 
master — “I’ve a couple of boxes up at the hotel.” 

“Thenks, Mr. Hammond!” wheezed old Captain Johnson. 

Hammond stuffed the cigar-case back. His hands were shaking, but he'd 
got hold of himself again. He was able to face Janey. There she was, lean- 
ing on the rail, talking to some woman and at the same time watching him, 
ready for him. It struck him, as the gulf of water closed, how small she 
looked on that huge ship. His heart was wrung with such a spasm that he 
could have cried out. How little she looked to have come all that long 
way and back by herself! Just like her, though. Just like Janey. She had 

the courage of a And now the crew had come forward and parted the 

passengers; they had lowered the rails for the gangways. 

The voices on shore and the voices on board flew to greet each other. 

“All well.?” 

“All well.” 

“How’s mother.?” 

“Much better.” 

“Hullo, Jean!” 

“Hillo, Aun’ Emily!” 

“Had a good voyage.?” 

“Splendid!” 

“Shan’t be long now!” 

“Not long now.” 

The engines stopped. Slowly she edged to the wharf-side. 

“Make way there — make way — make way!” And the wharf hands brought 
the heavy gangways along at a sweeping run. Hammond signed to Janey 
to stay where she was. The old harbour-master stepped forward; he fol- 
lowed. As to “ladies first,” or any rot like that, it never entered his head. 

“After you, Captain!” he cried genially. And, treading on the old man’s 
heels, he strode up the gangway on to the deck in a bee-line to Janey, and 
Janey was clasped in his arms. 

“Well, well, well! Yes, yes! Here we are at last!” he stammered. It was all 
he could say. And Janey emerged, and her cool little voice — the only voice 
in the world for him—said, 

“Well, darling! Have you been waiting long.?” 

No; not long. Or, at any rate, it didn’t matter. It was over now. But the 
point was, he had a cab waiting at the end of the wharf. Was she ready 
to go off? Was her luggage ready? In that case they could cut off sharp 
with her cabin luggage and let the rest go hang until to-morrow. He bent 
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over her and she looked up with her familiar half-smile. She was Just the 
same. Not a day changed. Just as he’d always known her. She laid her 
small hand on his sleeve. 

''How are the children, John?” she asked. 

(Hang the children!) "Perfectly well. Never better in their lives.” 

"Haven’t they sent me letters?” 

"Yes, yes— -of course! Fve left them at the hotel for you to digest later on.” 

"We can’t go quite so fast,” said she. "I’ve got people to say good-bye to 
—and then there’s the Captain.” As his face fell she gave his arm a small 
understanding squeeze. "If the Captain comes off the bridge I want you to 
thank him for having looked after your wife so beautifully.” Well, he’d 

got her. If she w^anted another ten minutes As he gave way she was 

surrounded. The whole first-class seemed to want to say good-bye to 
Janey. 

"Good-bye, dear Mrs. Hammond! And next time you’re in Sydney I’ll 
expect 

"Darling Mrs. Hammond! You won’t forget to write to me, will you?” 

"Well, Mrs. Hammond, what this boat would have been without you!” 

It was as plain as a pikestaff that she was by far the most popular woman 
on board. And she took it all — ^just as usual. Absolutely composed. Just 
her little self — just Janey all over; standing there with her veil thrown 
back. Hammond never noticed what his wife had on. It was all the same 
to him whatever she wore. But to-day he did notice that she wore a black 
"costume” — didn’t they call it? — ^with white frills, trimmings he supposed 
they were, at the neck and sleeves. All this while Janey handed him round. 

"John, dear!” And then: "I want to introduce you to ” 

Finally they did escape, and she led the way to her state-room. To follow 
Janey down the passage that she knew so well — that was so strange to him; 
to part the green curtains after her and to step into the cabin that had 
been hers gave him exquisite happiness. But — confound it! — the stew- 
ardess was there on the floor, strapping up the rugs. 

"That’s the last, Mrs. Hammond,” said the stewardess, rising and pulling 
down her cuffs. 

He was introduced again, and then Janey and the stewardess disap- 
peared into the passage. He heard whisperings. She was getting the tipping 
business over, he supposed. He sat down on the striped sofa and took his 
hat off. There were the rugs she had taken with her; they looked good as 
new. All her luggage looked fresh, perfect. The labels were written in her 
beautiful little clear hand — "Mrs. John Hammond.” 

"Mrs. John Hammond!” He gave a long sigh of content and leaned back, 
crossing his arms. The strain was over. He felt he could have sat there for 
ever sighing his relief— the relief at being rid of that horrible tug, pull, 
grip on his heart. The danger was over. That was the feeling. They were on 
dry land again. 
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But at that moment Janey’s head came round the corner. 

“Darling — do you mind? I just want to go and say good-bye to the 
doctor.” 

Hammond started up. “I’ll come with you.” 

“N05 no!” she said. “Don’t bother. I’d rather not. I’ll not be a minute.” 

And before he could answer she was gone. He had half a mind to run 
after her; but instead he sat down again. 

Would she really not be long? What was the time now? Out came the 
watch; he stared at nothing. That was rather queer of Janey, wasn’t it? 
Why couldn’t she have told the stewardess to say good-bye for her? Why 
did she have to go chasing after the ship’s doctor? She could have sent 
a note from the hotel even if the aifair had been urgent. Urgent? Did it-— 
could it mean that she had been ill on the voyage — she was keeping some- 
thing from him? That was it! He seized his hat. He was going off to find 
that fellow to wring the truth out of him at all costs. He thought he’d 
noticed just something. She was just a touch too calm — too steady. From 
the very first moment- — — 

The curtains rang. Janey was back. He jumped to his feet. 

“Janey, have you been ill on this voyage? You have!” 

“111?” Her airy little voice mocked him. She stepped over the rugs, and 
came up close, touched his breast, and looked up at him. 

“Darling,” she said, “don’t frighten me. Of course I haven’t! Whatever 
makes you think I have? Do I look ill?” 

But Hammond didn’t see her. He only felt that she was looking at him 
and that there was no need to worry about anything. She was here to look 
after things. It was all right. Everything was. 

The gentle pressure of her hand was so calming that he put his over hers 
to hold it there. And she said: 

“Stand still. I want to look at you. I haven’t seen you yet. You’ve had 
your beard beautifully trimmed, and you look — ^younger, I think, and de- 
cidedly thinner! Bachelor life agrees with you.” 

“Agrees with me!” He groaned for love and caught her close again. And 
again, as always, he had the feeling he was holding something that never 
was quite his — ^his. Something too delicate, too precious, that would fly 
away once he let go. 

“For God’s sake let’s get off to the hotel so that we can be by ourselves!” 
And he rang the bell hard for someone to look sharp with the luggage. 


Walking down the wharf together she took his arm. He had her on his 
arm again. And the difference it made to get into the cab after Janey — to 
throw the red-and-yellow striped blanket round them both — to tell the 
driver to hurry because neither of them had had any tea. No more going 
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without his tea or pouring out his own. She was back. He turned to her, 
squeezed her hand, and said gently, teasingly, in the “special” voice he had 
for her: “Glad to be home again, dearie?” She smiled; she didn’t even 
bother to answer, but gently she drew his hand away as they came to the 
brighter streets. 

“We’ve got the best room in the hotel,” he said. “I wouldn’t be put off 
with another. And I asked the chambermaid to put in a bit of a fire in case 
you felt chilly. She’s a nice, attentive girl. And I thought now we were here 
we wouldn’t bother to go home to-morrow, but spend the day looking 
round and leave the morning after. Does that suit you? There’s no hurry, 
is there? The children will have you soon enough. ... I thought a day’s 
sight-seeing might make a nice break in your journey — eh, Janey?” 

“Have you taken the tickets for the day after?” she asked. 

“I should think I have!” He unbuttoned his overcoat and took out his 
bulging pocket-book. “Here we are! I reserved a first-class carriage to Cook- 
town. There it is — 'yix, and Mrs. John Hammond.’ I thought we might as 
well do ourselves comfortably, and we don’t want other people butting in, 
do we? But if you’d like to stop here a bit longer- ?” 

“Oh, no!” said Janey quickly. “Not for the world! The day after to- 
morrow, then. And the children ” 

But they had reached the hotel. The manager was standing in the broad, 
brilliantly lighted porch. He came down to greet them. A porter ran from 
the hall for their boxes. 

“Well, Mr. Arnold, here’s Mrs. Hammond at last!” 

The manager led them through the hall himself and pressed the elevator- 
bell. Hammond knew there were business pals of his sitting at the little 
hall tables having a drink before dinner. But he wasn’t going to risk inter- 
ruption; he looked neither to the right nor the left. They could think what 
they pleased. If they didn’t understand, the more fools they— and he 
stepped out of the lift, unlocked the door of their room, and shepherded 
Janey in. The door shut. Now, at last, they were alone together. He turned 
up the light. The curtains were drawn; the fire blazed. He flung his hat on 
to the huge bed and went towards her. 

But — would you believe it?— -again they were interrupted. This time it 
was the porter with the luggage. He made two journeys of it, leaving the 
door open in between, taking his time, whistling through his teeth in the 
corridor. Hammond paced up and down the room, tearing off his gloves, 
tearing off his scarf. Finally he flung his overcoat on to the bedside. 

: At last the fool was gone. The door clicked. Now they were alone. Said 
Hammond: “I feel I’ll never have you to myself again. These cursed people! 
Janey” — and he bent his flushed, eager gaze upon her — “let’s have dinner 
up here. If we go down to the restaurant we’ll be interrupted, and then 
there’s the confounded music” (the music he’d praised so highly, applauded 
so loudly last night!). “We shan’t be able to hear each other speak. Let’s 
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have something up here in front of the fire. It’s too late for tea. Ill order a 
little supper, shall I? How does that idea strike you?” 

“Do, darling!” said Janey. “And while you’re away— the children’s let- 
ters- ” 

“Oh, later on will do!” said Hammond. 

“But then we’d get it over,” said Janey. “And I’d first have time to- — ” 

“Oh, I needn’t go down!” explained Hammond. “Ill just ring and give 
the order . . . you don’t want to send me away, do you?” 

Janey shook her head and smiled. 

“'But you’re thinking of something else. You’re worrying about some- 
thing,” said Hammond. “What is it? Come and sit here— come and sit on 
my knee before the fire.” 

“Fil just unpin my hat,” said Janey, and she went over to the dressing- 
table. “A-ah!” She gave a little cry. 

“What is it?” 

“Nothing, darling. I’ve just found the children’s letters. That’s all right! 
They will keep. No hurry now!” She turned to him, clasping them. She 
tucked them into her frilled blouse. She cried quickly, gaily: “Oh, how 
typical this dressing-table is of you!” 

“Why? What’s the matter with it?” said Hammond. 

“If it were floating in eternity I should say ‘John!’ ” laughed Janey, star- 
ing at the big bottle of hair tonic, the wicker bottle of eau-de-Cologne, the 
two hair-brushes, and a dozen new collars tied with pink tape. “Is this all 
your luggage?” 

“Hang my luggage!” said Hammond; but all the same he liked being 
laughed at by Janey. “Let’s talk. Let’s get down to things. Tell me”— and 
as Janey perched on his knees he leaned back and drew her into the deep, 
ugly chair — “tell me you’re really glad to be back, Janey.” 

“Yes, darling, I am glad,” she said. 

But just as when he embraced her he felt she would fly away, so Ham- 
mond never knew — never knew for dead certain that she was as glad as he 
was. How could he know? Would he ever know? Would he always have 
this craving — this pang like hunger, somehow, to make Janey so much 
part of him that there wasn’t any of her to escape? He wanted to blot out 
everybody, everything. He wished now he’d turned off the light. That 
might have brought her nearer. And now those letters from the children 
rustled in her blouse. He could have chucked them into the fire. 

“Janey,” he whispered. 

“Yes, dear?” She lay on his breast, but so lightly, so remotely. Their 
breathing rose and fell together. 

“Janey!” 

“What is it?” 

“Turn to me,” he whispered. A slow, deep flush flowed into his fore- 
head. “Kiss me, Janey! You kiss me!” 



1186 


TELLERS-'OF TALES- 

It seemed to him there was a tiny pause— but long enough for him to 
suffer torture— before her lips touched his^ firmly, lightly— kissing them as 
she always kissed him, as though the kiss — how could he describe it?— con- 
firmed what they were saying, signed the contract. But that wasn’t what he 
wanted; that wasn’t at all what he thirsted for. He felt suddenly, horribly 
tired. 

“If you knew,” he said, opening his eyes, “what it’s been like — waiting 
to-day. I thought the boat never would come in. There we were, hanging 
about. What kept you so long?” 

She made no answer. She was looking away from him at the fire. The 
flames hurried — hurried over the coals, flickered, fell. 

“Not asleep, are you?” said Hammond, and he jumped her up and down. 

“No,” she said. And then: “Don’t do that, dear. No, I was thinking. As a 
matter of fact,” she said, “one of the passengers died last night— a man. 
That’s what held us up. We brought him in— I mean, he wasn’t buried at 
sea. So, of course, the ship’s doctor and the shore doctor- •” 

“What was it?” asked Hammond uneasily. He hated to hear of death. 
He hated this to have happened. It was, in some queer way, as though he 
and Janey had met a funeral on their way to the hotel. 

“Oh, it wasn’t anything in the least infectious!” said Janey. She was speak- 
ing scarcely above her breath. “It was heart!' A pause. “Poor fellow!” she 
said. “Quite young.” And she watched the fire flicker and fall. “He died in 
my arms,” said Janey. 

The blow was so sudden that Hammond thought he would faint. He 
couldn t move; he couldn’t breathe. He felt all his strength flowing — flow- 
ing into the big dark chair, and the big dark chair held him fast, gripped 
him, forced him to bear it. 

“What?” he said dully. “What’s that you say?” 

“The end was quite peaceful,” said the small voice. “He just” — and Ham- 
mond saw her lift her gentle hand — “breathed his life away at the end.” 
And her hand fell. 

“Who — else was there?” Hammond managed to ask. 

“Nobody. I was alone with him.” 

Ah, my God, what was she saying! What was she doing to him! This 
would kill him! And all the while she spoke: 

“I saw the change coming and I sent the steward for the doctor, but the 
doctor was too late. He couldn’t have done anything anyway,” 

“But — why you, why you?" moaned Hammond. 

At that Janey turned quickly, quickly searched his face. 

“You don’t mind, John, do you?” she asked. “You don’t It’s nothing 

to do with you and me.” 

Somehow or other he managed to shake some sort of smile at her. Some- 
how or other he stammered: “No-^gOr— on, go on! I want you to tell me.” 
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“Tell me, Janeyl’V 

“There’s nothing to tell,” she said, wondering. “He was one of the first- 
class passengers. I saw he was very ill when he came on board. . . . But 
he seemed to be so much better until yesterday. He had a severe attack in 
the afternoon — excitement — nervousness, I think, about arriving. And after 
that he never recovered.” 

“But why didn’t the stewardess-— — ” 

“Oh, my dear — the stewardess!” said Janey. “What would he have felt.?^ 
And besides . . , he might have wanted to leave a message . . . to — — ” 

“Didn’t he.?” muttered Hammond. “Didn’t he say anything?” 

“No, darling, not a word!” She shook her head softly. “All the time I 
was with him he was too weak . . . he was too weak even to move a 
finger. . , .” 

Janey was silent. But her words, so light, so soft, so chill, seemed to 
hover in the air, to rain into his breast like snow. 

The fire had gone red. Now it fell in with a sharp sound and the room 
was colder. Cold crept up his arms. The room was huge, immense, glitter- 
ing. It filled his whole world. There was the great blind bed, with his coat 
flung across it like some headless man saying his prayers. There was the 
luggage, ready to be carried away again, anywhere, tossed into trains, 
carted on to boats. 

. . , “He was too weak. He was too weak to move a finger.” And yet he 
died in fancy’s arms. She— who’d never— never once in all these years — 
never on one single solitary occasion 

No; he mustn’t think of it. Madness lay in thinking of it. No, he 
wouldn’t face it. He couldn’t stand it. It was too much to bear! 

And now Janey touched his tie with her fingers. She pinched the edges 
of the tie together. 

“You’re not— sorry I told you, John darling? It hasn’t made you sad? It 
hasn’t spoilt our evening — our being alone together?” 

But at that he had to hide his face. He put his face into her bosom and 
his arms enfolded her. 

Spoilt their evening! Spoilt their being alone together! They would never 
be alone together again. 
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THE HOUSE OF MOURNING 
Franz W erf el 

(1890- ^ ) 

TRANSLATED BY H. T. LOWE-PORTER 


INTRODUCTION 

XJpoN THE TRAGEDY follows the satyr-play: both equally grisly. Idea, em- 
pire, overthrow — what sounding words for a play that is always and ever 
the same! No downfall on earth is so great that it has not its comic side, 
its matter for laughter. A relief, that is all, a relief of the guard. One mid- 
day the company of the castle ward falls in with clatter and ring for the 
last time. The rolling drum thunders through the court; once more the 
snarling words of command bark like ravens through the air; once more 
the sentries with echoing tread parade to their last position on the stone- 
flagged pavement; the venerable, the glorious banner of a world-famous 
regiment, tattered in a hundred frays, sinks, with its golden tip pointing 
earthwards. Tomorrow, perhaps, it will already have begun to moulder in 
a museum. What has happened Nothing. Time has cleared his throat, 
world-history batted an eye. But we, hurrah, we were there! Our children 
were not. And our brilliantly technicized grandchildren have not even an 
idea of the emotional experiences we went through. 

The title of the following satyr-play in the form of a short story is once 
more a play upon words. That a house of mourning is a house where a 
death is being mourned goes without saying. But the German language 
possesses a pendant to the phrase: it speaks of a ‘'house of joy.” It might 
be inferred that such a place, as the literal opposite of a house of mourn- 
ing, is one where a newcomer to the earthly scene is being given a joyous 
welcome. Not a maternity clinic,, of course! No, nothing like that at all, 
language is not so logical And in fact, the arrival of a new little citizen in 
a “house of joy” would be a painful incident and very awkward for the 
business. In other words, chosen with care so as not to offend fastidious 
ears, a house of joy is a shame-faced shelter for shameless pleasures, where 
one can procure at fixed prices both the joys of Bacchus and the joys of 
Venus. Even this definition sounds blatant and coarse, in contrast to the 
complacent French ''maison!' And how crude, too, as applied to the unique 
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and singular establishment introduced to the reader in the story which 
follows! 

Situated in a large provincial capital in the heart of the empire— the 
identity of the city will not be given with any more particularity— secluded 
in a romantic fastness, the establishment differed most emphatically from 
all others called by the same name. It was not only a house of joys, but one 
of intellectual pretensions too. The quite peculiar genius loci elevated it far 
above its kind, and its own nighdy activities and raison d'etre as well. It 
was more than a house, it was a meeting-place. Why should not the empire, 
which after all was the fading shadow of the Roman imperium, why should 
not it too possess a meeting-place which, strictly speaking, was a lupanar? 
At all events, such was the fact. It was the rather extraordinary rendezvous 
of both the young and the old of the upper classes — at least of such as did 
not cling to a puritanical morality or languish in too austere matrimonial 
bonds. Many of the guests, indeed, took small interest in the more ques- 
tionable diversions of the place; they came to enjoy the relaxations of the 
prevailing atmosphere, so favourable to esthetic and philosophical dis- 
cussion. After all, not the worst sayings of the great Socrates were uttered 
in a group of hetaer^, flute-players, fils de foie. Well, then, scholars, 
writers, and philosophers paid visits to this ancient establishment, to say 
nothing of the hereditary nobles, cavalry officers, officials, lawyers, and 
actors who were its prescriptive guests. 

This memorable lupanar often harboured for some hours of the night 
the cream of the youth who would one day play an important role in the 
affairs of the empire. As for the corresponding femininity there active, it 
was less socially creamy, but on the other hand more highly coloured. All 
the peoples of the monarchy, the freshest, most unexhausted stocks, had 
sent thither their prettiest girls— many of them were peasants. The country 
innocence of soul, which strangely enough, these Magdalenes often 
preserved, was not inconsistent with their profession; indeed, a sturdy 
na'ivete, even on this plane, was one of the mysteries of the Austrian tem- 
perament — in the grosser and more grasping resorts of western Europe one 
would hardly meet with their like. ^ ^ 

Down to the very last hour before their deliverance, upon the polished 
parquetry of that most singular salon, these blithe and serviceable hand- 
maids of the empire shrieked and sang and ate and drank and danced and 
wrangled with the guests of the house, unforced, symbolic. And destiny, in 
that very hour, found an easy way past the narrow door, narrow though it 
was; and, equally unforced and symbolic, turned the house of joy into a 
house of mourning. As I shall now relate. 

It would have been a night like any other if two events had not broken 
into it and disturbed its course. 
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Four of the five tables in the Grand Salon were full at ten o'clock; also 
the Blue Salon, usually occupied by upper ofHcialdom, noblemen of high 
rank, and the leading figures of finance and industry, was well frequented 
at any early hour. In the Blue Room one ordered only champagne; it was 
open only to guests above a certain rank, paying not less than a certain 
income tax. It was hung with tapestries and had an ingenious arrangement 
of mirrors which, so people said, were for the purpose of performance in 
common of the more raffine kinds of vice. The guests in the Grand Salon 
knew only by hearsay what went on in the Blue Salon; even where they 
were, the drinking of a bottle of sour wine was an expensive amusement. 
But since the consumption of drinks was after all not the establishment’s 
main source of income, regular habitu& of the Grand Salon had certain 
quantities of coffee and brandy meted out to them. 

• This is not to dim the lustre of the Grand Salon. It was absolutely first- 
class : Renaissance furniture, heavily gilt; red velvet curtains and a parquetry 
dance floor smooth as glass. This was, in short, an establishment which 
could tranquilly repudiate the name applied to it by a poverty-stricken 
and inarticulate vocabulary. And even if you used the word, you would 
have to put R.-and-I. in front of it. For everything here mirrored for the 
beholder — ^if rather self-consciously in such a setting— the period of the 
Dual Monarchy: the plush furniture, the gilded arabesques, the etchings 
(which depicted not only scenes of gallantry, all quite decorous, but also 
the noble sport of horse-racing), the dust-traps, the moth-eaten sumptuous- 
ness, even the Imperial portrait hanging in the kitchen — all these were a 
survival of the Renaissance splendours of a proud and vanished decade. 

Until well on in the war there had been three institutions in the city 
which preserved in ail its purity this quasi-official character. These were the 
patisserie Stutzig; the dancing-school founded by Herr Pirnik, in a beau- 
tiful baroque palace near the famous bridge — a place of great distinction 
where the youth of the upper bourgeoisie could learn the waltz, the polka, 
Sir Roger de Coverley, the tirolienne, and even the classic quadrille — and, 
finally, the establishment which is the scene of our story. 

It was, I believe, the last to disappear. 

II 

The ladies, except those on private service, were all at their posts. They 
paced the room with swaying step, made rapturous eyes at themselves in 
the mirrors, coolly helped themselves to the guests’ cigarettes, and now 
and then with detached and condescending air sat for a while at the tables. 
They seemed to be full of a consciousness of their own dignity, a dignity 
which communicated itself to every pensionnaire of this famous and 
superior establishment. To be received here was to have entry to the upper 
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circles. The sense of dignity I mean found expression in various ways : for 
instance^ these ladies differed from the ones in most other establishments 
in that they did not wear short frocks, but appeared in fantastic n%lig&s, 
flowing morning garments; Valeska, the most magnificents wore a proper 
ball-gown, which would certainly have received comment in the news- 
papers if it had appeared at the carnival ball. Despite these hampering 
garments one did sometimes get a glimpse of their legs as they took a 
cigarette-case or powder-puff out of their stockings. 

Only one, Ludmilla, wore a short skirt; and with her slender childish 
figure she could scarcely have done otherwise. She noticeably lacked the 
superficial restlessness, the idle unquiet, which is characteristic of the pro- 
fession of such ladies, which made them sit and stand by turns and neither 
for long, or urged them up and down the room like caged animals. Lud- 
milla sat still, on the right side of the military tables, attending with the 
utmost seriousness to Lieutenant Kohout’s exposition, as though she did 
not want to lose any opportunity of being instructed. She gave no sign of 
mental disturbance. 

Lieutenant Kohout, Twenty-Third Field-Artillery Regiment, had with 
him two young men of the same service, both of them one-year volunteers. 
Their intercourse had the false and insecure familiarity which characterizes 
relations between superiors and inferiors when they waive distinctions of 
rank and sit at the same table. The manoeuvres were close at hand and 
with them the alarming spectre of the examinations for reserve officers. 

The lieutenant, staring with his watery eyes straight at Ludmilla, was 
encouraging the two volunteers, who faced the future with qualms. 

“Let me tell you,” said he, looking to Ludmilla for approval, “I did not 
have it so easy with the ensign’s exam, and you’ve been at school, you are 
educated. Colonel von Wurmser looks me sharp in the eye : ‘Deputy Cadet- 
Officer Kohout!’ says he. ‘What do you know about Julius Caesar?’ I pull 
myself together and shout out: ‘Your obedient servant, Herr Oberst — noth- 
ing!’ Second question: ‘Deputy Cadet-Officer Kohout! What do you know 
about Charlemagne?’ I pull myself together a bit more and yell: ‘Obedient 
servant, Herr Oberst—nothing!’ The Colonel waits a bit, then he says: 
‘Deputy Cadet-Officer Kohout! What do you know about the Emperor 
Joseph?’ But there I’ve got him. I clap my heels together so they crack: 
‘Obedient servant, Herr Oberst, but which, Kaiser Joseph? aren’t there two 
of them?’ Colonel von Wurmser says: ‘Well, well!’ But I got through at 
that! So you sec, one just has to act like a soldier, not a civilian. And that’s 
all there is to it!” 

Ludmilla looked at the lieutenant with sympathy and understanding. 
She did not laugh. Her childish brow was sternly concentrated beneath 
the heavy blond hair which God had given her. She seemed to be in full 
agreement with the healthy attitude, taken by, the lieutenant: military, not 
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civil! In every respect she inclined to strictness in her views of the world- 
order..' . 

One of the volunteers began to caress her legs under the table; she sub- 
mitted, only moving a little aside. The clever girl full realized that military 
distinctions of rank, and the mutual embarrassment between superior and 
inferior, would put a damper on further advances and appetites — and just 
that was what she needed today. 

Anyhow she felt better here than she would have felt at the next table, 
where Ilonka, the “fat Hungarian bitch,” was making up to two old men. 
And what old men! One of them surely came from the country, from some 
place that Ludmilla hated without ever having seen it. He had an enormous 
watch-chain across his paunch; you wondered whether the watch-chain 
was there for the paunch or the paunch for the watch-chain. She had seen 
such things before. In the hole she came from, a man was respected only 
after he had eaten himself a belly of the right proportions for a watch- 
chain. He was a proper ''Baalboth,'' that man. 

It was Jenny, the Jewess, who had introduced this mysterious word: a 
legendary predecessor of the present ladies; she now lived in Vienna, 
where she owned a large coffee-house on the Franz-Josef Quay. Jenny was 
the pattern and prototype of a successful career in the profession. Hardly 
a day passed but her glorious record was cited as an example. As for the 
word Baalboth, it signified a rich man from the provinces, who came to the 
capital overnight to give full satisfaction to his need for “love-life,” but who 
never paid a penny over and above the tax. 

And that pig of an Ilonka was sucking around the Baalboth. Fie was 
good for ten gulden. But Ludmilla granted that neither of the two old 
fools (shame on these fat-gutted old fathers of families for coming to a 
knocking-house!) was after Ilonka. The Baalboth never looked at her; he 
kept rolling his eyes towards Ludmilla, but she gave him not even a 
haughty glance. Clients like that were nothing to her. He might talk as 
loud as he liked to impress her with his self-important ideas. And actually 
he had raised his voice so high as to be heard all over the salon : 

“Organization, Herr Kraus, organization,” he boomed, while his covetous 
eyes did not look at Herr Kraus but besought the favours of Ludmilla. 

“When you look up at the sky, Herr Kraus, what do you see there? 
Organization! And when you look at an ant-heap? Ditto. Our German 
brother up in the Reich is right: Organization in economic and political life. 
But we here in Austria . , .” 

The Baalboth sighed, depressed by the sorry state of the Fatherland and 
the defeat of his amorous approaches. 

Herr Kraus sighed too, entirely convinced of the sad situation. 

“Yes, I read something just like that in the newspaper today.” 

Ludmilla tried to find some other,' direction for her eyes. There was the 
“young” table, good-naturedly boycotted by most of the girls, because the 
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youngsters never could spend very much and used the Grand Salon mainly 
as a place where they stimulated themselves by dancing and discussion. 
Those two rhinoceros-hides, Manya and Anita, were sitting there, of 
course, laughing with his friends, who had just come in. But Oscar had not 
come, neither today nor yesterday nor the day before. For the first time! 
Ludmilla would sooner have thrown herself out of the window than gone 
up to the table and asked about him. She did not even answer the others’ 
greetings. Manya laughed aloud, high and clear. Let her laugh; she was 
nothing but the daughter of the grave-digger of Rokycany, with her huge 
dirty legs which the year before had most likely been running after the 
village geese. Grave-digger; that was only a shade better than being a hang- 
man or a knacker. 

Ludmilla preferred to look over at the clever people in the corner, the 
Jews, who never drank wine or brandy but only coffee. Crete, the crazy 
girl from Berlin, was practising her charms upon them. She nodded pleas- 
antly at Crete, a friendly gesture which surprised the other ladies no little. 
They were not used to it from the reserved creature. And Crete, on ac- 
count of her ‘‘education,” was an object of general aversion. But Ludmilla 
had seen Crete embracing and kissing her Doctor Schleissner. And she had 
suddenly felt a sort of good-natured envy and the impulse to send a signal 
of understanding across to her colleague. She did not envy her Schleissner. 
Certainly not. How can one love a man who talks all the time, who has 
got such an enormous nose, and wiry black hair which he keeps twisting 
in his fingers ? What does the man do when he isn’t talking? Can he keep 
quiet at all, can he sleep, can he love? Certainly a man like that knows 
nothing about tenderness. 

But Crete’s room was full of pictures of writers. And she had albums 
full of poems and signatures, which the odious female kept thrusting under 
the noses of the other ladies. A daft creature! 

Ludmilla regretted her friendly gesture, for Crete squealed out in rap- 
ture over something Schleissner had said: 

“That such a man must die! That such a brain must rot under the 
earth!” 

Ludmilla was relieved when Fraulein Edith, the housekeeper, came in, 
bringing a fresh bottle of wine for the two old men and the coffee-tray for 
four people at the “clever” table in the corner. 

The sight of Fraulein Edith’s solid, fresh, and beaming personality 
always had power to raise Ludmilla’s spirits. 

In every human activity there is a natural hierarchy and order of prece- 
dence. What the command of the regiment was to Lieutenant Kohout, 
that, to the ladies of the house, at least to the decent ones, was the posi- 
tion of housekeeper. In this case the incumbent was pretty, not old, scarcely 
thirty; her muscular and, expansive figure was at its best. She was exempt 
from duty. She need not respond, she might follow the dictates of her 
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heart. She kept all the books, the boarders’ accounts^ pronounced on their 
value to the establishment, and her contract allowed her two subscription 
seats in the new Deutsches Theatre. 

The girls were taken only every two weeks to enjoy a Sunday afternoon 
performance, but Edith sat twice a week in the parquet, and the girls 
jealously competed for the honour of occupying the other seat. 

It was on such an occasion—they were giving The Violet Man—t]iQX 
Ludmilla saw Oscar for the first time. No one could have said that the lean, 
hollow-cheeked novice cut a good figure in the small role of a Prussian 
officer. But she, in her clear-sightedness, had fallen in love with the incon- 
spicuous youth. 

She got up from the table, left the protesting lieutenant, and went to 
Fraulein Edith. The housekeeper took her caressingly round the waist: 

“The wretch hasn’t come again!” 

Ludmilla overcame her tears by giving vent to a strong word, though it 
went to her heart as she said it. Edith consoled her: 

“Silly! You’ll get over that. What is a man? When he is very genteel, a 
hundred crowns in trousers. And anybody like you! You wouldn’t let 
him make a fool of you! Shame on you!” 

“But what shall I do, Edith, if somebody wants to go with me? . . 

Edith was already prepared. For Ludmilla’s sake she was willing to shut 
her managerial eye : 

“You know what, Milly,” she whispered, “I’ll screen you. Go upstairs 
and lock yourself in.” 

Ludmilla stamped her foot. ''Jesus and Mary! I couldn’t. I couldn’t stand 
it upstairs.” 

Edith soothed her, one eye on her duties : 

“I know all that. Been through it, darling. Has it hurt me? Look at me, 
and just don’t care!” 

The housekeeper turned away to her duties. There were more guests 
come, the Grand Salon was full. Laughter and ringing of glasses sounded 
from the Blue Room. But there was something not in order. Fraulein 
Edith flew into a rage, her deep voice had a threat in it; 

“Where is Nejedli?” 

At that very moment Herr Nejedli bobbed up and paid his compliments 
to the guests ; 

“Beg the assembled company’s pardon. But I was engaged at a children’s 
ball. Lasted a long time. Until now.” 

The housekeeper’s stern eye countenanced no humbug. Nejedli’s hand 
felt eagerly and guiltily about above the floor: 

“Little children, no higher’n that, I tell you, Fraulein Edith, just sweet 
lil’childr’n ” . . 

The old man hurried to the piano and began to enliven the mood of the 
evening by thundering out Fucik’s ^'Gladiators’ March.” 
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III 

. Herr Nejedli, the pianist^ had four distinguishing Gharacteristics. in the 
first place he wore a “tom-cat’’ over his bald spot; that is to say a sort of 
transformation, in his case of a quite different colour from the fringe of 
hair round the edge. The “tom-cat” was a chestnut-brown, the fringe snow- 
white. Who could expect that a man who plays piano at a night club could 
keep himself supplied with hair of enough colours to keep pace with his 
advancing age? 

His second peculiarity was even stranger. It consisted of a composite 
aura which he spread abroad, composed of the scents of greasy pomade, 
aniseed brandy, and old age. 

The third peculiarity was the description, with variations, of the acci- 
dents to which his daughter Rosalie had fallen victim. The tragedy of 
these accidents grew deeper in proportion to the number of drinks Herr 
Nejedli had had. Never had a more pitiable creature lived than this Rosa, 
of whom initiated souls asserted that she had really blossomed, and was 
not the mere monstrous creation of the alcoholic brain. 

But whatever, and whether, she had been, according to her father she 
had died that very day of tuberculosis; yesterday she had fallen out of the 
window, or else a railway accident had to be conjured up to account for 
her demise. Whatever the cause of death, tears of deep and genuine feel- 
ing would pour down the old man’s cheeks as he told his tale. 

But the most striking of Herr Nejedli’s peculiarities lay in the fact that 
as an eight-year-old boy he had been the “royal and imperial titular 
prodigy” at the former court of the Emperor Ferdinand the Good up on 
the Hradcany— it was thus that he himself designated his extraordinary 
rank. This brilliant past of his was often the subject of banter. 

Herr Doktor Schleissner, who loved to play the part of habitue and in- 
troducer of strangers, came up to the piano and presented a tall, gloomy, 
dignified man: 

“May I present the gentlemen to each other? Our great virtuoso, Herr 
Nejedli, Herr President More.” 

“No names, I beg you,” whispered the gloomy man, with a face of 
anguish, as though somebody had trodden on his toe. 

Schleissner begged pardon: 

“Forget the name, Nejedli! But do not forget that the President of the 
Spinoza Society and Master of the Order of Sons of the League stands be- 

T0re;yQu.’’v';f/:"^ ■■■■ . 

Old Nejedli sprang up. 

“An honour, Herr President! I know the Herr President already if I 
may say so. I had the honour yesterday at the funeral of Imperial Coun- 

More cut the interview short. He did.npt like to be reminded of funerals, 
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since they stood in close connexion with his business, the nature of which 
he preferred to conceal. In other words, the President of the Spinoza 
Society was listed in trade journals as agent for gravestones and monu- 
ments. He formed a bridge between the sorrowing survivors, the monu- 
ment business, and the reputation of the deceased in the community. It is 
not surprising that the large number of honorary offices on the one side 
and the business connexion with death on the other accounted for the 
President’s serious bearing and his long priestlike coat. 

He seemed to be here for the first time. He slowly carried a folded 
handkerchief to his mouth; the inadequate but symbolic gesture seemed 
to signify that a man like him, in such surroundings as these, would do well 
to conceal his too-familiar features. 

But Doctor Schleissner wanted to give the President some entertain- 
ment. He turned to the pianist: 

“Can you tell us about Kaiser Ferdinand the Good and your concerts, 
Nejedli.?" 

The old man bent nervously over the keys. 

“Seems to me, gentlemen, you want me to commit high treason and 
Use-majeste. There are nothing hnt balmilchomes in the room— ^ ” 

More gave him a sinister look. 

Nejedli hastened to say: 

“Balmilchome, Herr President, is what the Israelites call a soldier or an 
underling in active military service.” 

Schleissner tried to soothe him: 

“In the first place, nobody can hear you, and in the second nobody has 
an idea who Kaiser Ferdinand was.” 

Nejedli eagerly explained: 

“The dear departed uncle of our own Kaiser. They deposed him in the 
’48, in Olmiitz. I remember him like today. He lived in the castle up there, 
and every day he came down in a coach and pair — Lipizzan white horses 
of course — and drove to the Baumgarten or in the Canal Park.” 

The President asked, in his deep, oratorical voice : 

“And was he really so good?” 

At the words his solemn countenance took on the flattered expression 
of a man whose thoughts are dwelling with emotion on illustrious per- 
sonages. 

Nejedli rolled his eyes mysteriously. 

“No, he was not good, but he was cracked.” 

Schleissner encouraged him: 

“You were an infant prodigy and gave concerts in the castle.” 

■ : ' Nejedli’s bony fingers executed a run on the piano. 

“Trust me, Herr Doktor, I was in request as a prodigy. I gave concerts 
„ in the Spanish salon. The whole plenotitulo nobility was there, court and 
; society. There was His Grace Count Kolowrat; he sat here, and over there 
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Her Serene Highness the Princess Lobkowitz. I can see her as though it 
were today. A beauty, she was, on my word. And then His Excellency the 
Governor of Bohemia and Corps-Commandant Count . , . Count . . . 
what the devil was his name?” 

Doctor Schleissner bent forward inquisitively. 

Nejedli’s fingers trilled up the keyboard again. ■ 

“At that time, gentlemen, I had a memory; and fingers, if I may say so. I 
played off my whole programme by heart: ‘Evening Bells,’ 'Mon Souvenir y 
‘Overture to Wilhelm Tell' and ‘Arrangement from La Juive! Yes, and to- 
day I can play only a little by heart, and not from notes at all, on account 
of my sight having gone wrong. I have wept my eyes out. Herr Doktor 
knows, since I had the misfortune with Roserl . . 

Doctor Schleissner quickly and tactfully brought him back to his sub- 
ject. Nejedli’s hands executed a tune as he went on: 

“Yes, gentlemen, in that day I really could play well. The court and 
company applauded and wanted it all da capo. The ladies looked at me 
through their glasses, all emotion. And His Majesty the Emperor ap- 
plauded too and came up to me: ‘Bravo, bravo!’ he cried; and I make my 
little curtsy, small boy as I am and kiss his hand. He begins to pet me, in 
his condescension — but true as I am standing here, all of a sudden he 
jerks away his hand and fetches me a box on the ear •” 

The President’s eyes flashed darkly. But Nejedli went on with mild for- 
bearance: 

“Not that I mean to say anything against His Majesty. He could not help 
it. I could see him struggling against the blow which he had in his hand. 
Ear-boxings were a sort of specialty of his. His adjutant, General Herr 
Graf Kinsky, used to keep hold of his hand when they were driving, be- 
cause you never could tell. They drove across the Stone Bridge, where the 
golden Lord God is, that a Jew had to put up because he had not taken 
off his hat to the Almighty. Though I’m not saying anything against the 
Jews.' 

“ ‘Let me out, Your Excellency,’ says His Majesty to the adjutant. But he 
kept on holding the Kaiser’s hand, tighter than ever. His Majesty begs and 
begs: ‘Let me out, Excellency, I must cross myself here.’ So the General 
can’t do anything more, because of the regulations, he has to let go of the 
august hand. And so he gets one good and hard!” 

Doctor Schleissner was enchanted with his story. But his friend, the 
agent for monumental stonework. President More, seemed less edified. 
Under the mask of harmless anecdote were concealed subversive opinions 
and Czechoslovak treason against the imperial house, of which he was a 
devoted adherent. 

Nejedli drove Anita and Manya from the piano, 

“Get away, girlies! I’ll play some dance-mtisic.” 
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He turn 

“Does the Herr Doktor know the national anthem which was played at 
the time of the blessed Emperor Ferdinand in Vienna?” 

And he sang, softly, accompanying himself only in the bass: 

“In Schonbrunn, 

He says. 

Lives an ape, 

He says. 

Got a face, 

He says, 

Like a priest. 

He says, 

Eats no sugar, 

He says, 

Drinks no wine, 

He says. 

What ape, 

He says, 

Gan that be?” 

The pianist looked President More in the eyes, shaking his head sadly. 

“Disrespectful lot, the Viennese! Really loyal imperialists are to be found 
only here.” 

“What is that you are singing? Louder!” Lieutenant Kohout called to 
Nejedli. 

But the latter took a firm line: 

“Herr Leutnant, just an old popular song, it would not interest the Herr 
Leutnant.” 

The lieutenant agreed : 

“I only like the new ones. Come on, Nejedli, play us something brisk!” 

And Nejedli began with his gouty fingers to reel out a waltz which was 
at least ten years old. The ladies danced, mostly with each other. Only 
Crete danced with Doctor Schleissner, towering above him, holding him 
in abandoned embrace. 

Ludmilla stood in the doorway and kept her back turned to them all. 

IV 

All at once the girls disappeared out of the Grand Salon. Fraulein Edith 
was what one might call a past mistress of such unobtrusive movements 
of troops. 

Illustrious guests seemed to have arrived, the sort that were usually led 
to a still more exclusive room than even the Blue Salon. This room, the 
existence of which has not been mentioned before, was called the Japanese 
Private; it was on the ground 4oor^ .two doors right of the entrance. 
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This floor of the house was carefully arranged not to chiil the ardours of 
the guest but rather to intensify them. So soon as the door opened, he was 
saluted by a ■wave of warm air and a fragrance whose individual character 
he would remember all his life: an odour like warm bath-water with per- 
fume in it; of soap-suds, vaseline, face-cream, rouge, perspiration, alcohol, 
and highly seasoned food. 

It could not remain a secret for long that very exalted personages were 
occupying the Japanese Private. Herr Doktor Schleissner had sharp ears; 
he could hear not only the thundering of fiacre wheels in the narrow 
street, but also the ringing of spurs on the ground floor. And all the girls 
had disappeared. Schleissner swiftly deduced: Serene Highnesses from the 
Brandeiser Dragoons. More’s face wore an impenetrable expression. He 
looked as though he had not needed to guess, because the names of the 
personages who had come were already known to him. But indiscretion 
was not his weakness. 

At that time there were none of those big dance palaces which domi- 
nate the night life of cities today. The number of “Tabarins,” “Maxims,” 
and “Alhambras” was very limited. For that reason probably it was that 
there was nothing very scandalous about visiting this house in the 
Gamsgasse. Officers could appear in full uniform; high functionaries, if 
they came, need encounter no reproach; guests of high station were no 
exception. The historical-minded explained this liberal attitude on the 
ground that in 1866 the Prussian generals had celebrated their victories in 
the Blue Salon and thus given the whole house a kind of accolade. 

The ladies very soon returned to the Grand Salon. Only Anita, Valeska, 
and the Polish Jadwiga had had the good fortune to be invited by the 
elegant newcomers. Grete scolded: 

“The ill-bred puppies!” 

She flung herself again into the ready arms of Doctor Schleissner. But it 
was surprising that Ludmilla came back, she, the prize of the collection, 
the child-beauty of the house. It was to be hoped that none of her col- 
leagues noticed how Edith, whose feeling heart remembered its own 
griefs, had hidden her away and denied her to the guests. 

Ludmilla moved with her usual strikingly resolute tread across the room 
and made as though to sit down again at the harmless table with the 
artillery; but the Baalboth, that rumbling-voiced guest with the belly, the 
watch-chain, and the organization-mania, got up heavily and approached 
her, with the clumsy dancing-class bow of an elderly provincial: 

“Fraulein, may I inquire after your health.?” 

He said that with sweat standing on his brow, the sweat of lust and self- 
conquest, and the sour uneasiness of a bad conscience. Ludmilla measured 
him up and down, like a good married woman flashing a look at a man 
who addresses her in the street. “Pah!’* said she; and sat down in her 
former place. The humiliated man stood heaVily^ isolated, on the polished 
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dance floor. Then with slow feet that seemed to be ashamed of their creak- 
ing tread he went back to his place; but in his staring gaze could be read 
something more than mere confusion. 

Nobody had noticed this scene, for just then somebody said, in a high- 
pitched, chirping drawl: 

'‘Evening, precious children, all of you!” 

The owner of the sluggish voice and still more sluggish body was wel- 
comed with applause and lively salutations. He was no other than the 
present owner and proprietor, Max Stein, a popular and an extraordinary 
figure, called “Maxi” by all the friends of the house. 

It is popularly supposed that all old families are decadent. And Max 
came of an old family indeed, though he was hardly a scion of the aris- 
tocracy. But in the point of decadence he yielded nothing to the sons of 
princes. 

The house in the Gamsgasse, though not a feudal estate, had a long his- 
tory, and more than that, a legend all its own. 

To that day there was still an alley in the New Town called the “Extra 
Street”; Charles IV, the famous city-builder, had so christened it in anger 
because it had not been arranged for and set down in his plans. The order 
for the building of a brothel had been issued by him in person; he had 
with his own hands marked the site on the plan. The political foresight 
of this great personage cannot be too highly praised; he it was who, in 
order to check the persecution at the beginning of the new puritan move- 
ment, set apart for the courtesans and their establishments one of the most 
charming quarters of the “little town” and named it Venice, after the city 
of Venus. The real home of the growing heresy, however, was nowhere 
else than in the university, which, the first to be founded on the soil of 
the German Holy Roman Empire, was famous far and wide. The conclu- 
sion is not too far-fetched, that His Pious Majesty conceived the idea of 
putting the Grand Salon in the immediate neighbourhood of the uni- 
versity, with no other aim in view than that of bringing those arrogant 
and ascetic heretics to a fall and thus perhaps to their senses. A building 
commission could show that subterranean passages led from the Gamsgasse 
into the Carolinen; and here students in doublet and jerkin had caroused. 
If one may trust the sources, even Wallenstein, when he held court in the 
capital, came often to the Grand Salon to taste a little fleeting pleasure. 

Old businesses possess the same mysterious value as old wine and old 
violins. Rivals might give their firms the finest titles; it did not help them 
to call themselves “Napoleon”; they could get only rabble and off- 
scourings for clients. 

The house and business had been in the Stein family for a very long 
time. The grandmother, born Busch, a well-known local benefactress, had 
had the establishment as part of her dowry; but before that MaxFs great- 
grandfather had been proprietor and host, protected by the police authori- 
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ties; so that Herr Max himself might be considered the last representative 
of a long line. . . 

His parents were dead. His brother, Adolf, had been in the business up 
to two years before; a dry, impossible sort of host, who, when things were 
lively in the Grand Salon but not showing any practical results, would 
grumble: “Come, come now, get down to business and go upstairs!” That 
sort of thing destroyed the romantic atmosphere. Fortunately Adolf had 
had the most pressing reasons for emigrating to America, and Maxi had 
now nobody but Edith. But Edith was a host in herself; she held the whole 
thing together magnificently, and as for honesty she was simply a jewel. 

Maxi turned an indifferent ear to the applause which greeted him. His 
yellow face was like an old man’s but also like a child’s, so that nobody 
could have guessed his age. His glasses sat crooked on his bulbous, turned- 
up nose, and a lax, weak-willed lower lip hung down like wattles on his 
chin. The man was so flabby and exhausted that a stranger would have 
found it hard to understand why there was no compassion but simply 
conviviality in the welcome he got. He pushed over to the piano, with his 
shambling, pathetic gait, to take his place in his favourite seat on the 
bench next to Nejedli, followed on all sides by shouts of: 

“Maxi, Maxi, tell us a joke!” 

Max objected: 

“Leave me out of it. I won’t tell you anything today. I am too tired. I’m 
worn out sleeping — 

That was just artistic vanity, they paid no attention. Maxi turned to the 
pianist, his friend: 

“Nejedli, they mustn’t pick at me today. I am honestly tired. I slept 
wrong ” 

But Nejedli gave him no sympathy either. So he began in his sickly 
drawl: 

“Two Jews are walking along the street, they see a taking female coming 
along. The first says: I’d like to have her again.’ The other says — ” He 
broke off the tale, which they all knew by heart, and stared in the air, try- 
ing to remember. Then he finished : 

“I’ve forgotten the point.” 

His audience burst into a roar, and Maxi chuckled: 

“Pretty good, eh.f^” 

They gave him no rest. Doctor Schleissner persuaded the gloomy Presi- 
dent More to advance. He got up and went to the piano with his mincing, 
pompous walk. 

“May I present myself, Sir? Will you not give us the pleasure of a song?” 

Maxi made a horrified face at the black, apparition: 

“Herr President, you look like malach hamoves, the angel of death!” 

The angel of death would not be denied. Maxi, vain as any artist, turned 
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‘"Neiedlij you know my voice is no good today. Fm not well—” 

The President encouraged him: 

‘'We’re not asking you to sing 'Celeste Alda!" 

The proprietor weakened. 

“Well, what shall I sing?” 

A chorus shouted the names of various popular songs: “Manzanares,” 
"Les Dessous" “Sigismund,” and “Weeping Like a Child.” 

Maxi chose the one whose languorous melody had special need of a pow- 
erful voice and a passionate delivery for its success. He consulted with 
Nejedli, cleared his throat for a whole minute, and then his low and 
quavering voice issued from his labouring wrinkled throat. In it trembled 
all the exhaustion of his ancient house, transmuted to a quality of plain- 
tive resignation. And in that plaintive voice he sang, constantly forgetting 
and muddling up both words and tune : 

“He played in the flood of her gold-blond hair; 

Her eyes smiled up at him so clear — 

Come with me, you marvellous darling — 

To Manzanares, to Manza ” 


The big head began to shake on the thin neck, the glasses fell ringing 
from the bulbous nose to the floor. Amid loud applause, Max crawled 
under the piano in a rage, and only came out after prolonged entreaties, 
pathetically wrought up. His yellow face was streaming with perspiration. 
He stormed: 

“That’s enough, that’s enough! I have to kill myself, just because you are 
so pig-headed! Fd rather make bad business for myself: Edith, a round of 
cognacs on the house! And you, Nejedli, play us ” 

Nejedli got up and announced: 

“I will play the company the glorious aria out of the glorious opera La 
Juiue " ■ ' ' ■ , " ' 

Ludmilla, who adored sad music, approached the piano. 

Max had a soft side for her; he babbled: 


“Come on, Milly, sit on my lap.” 

But Ludmilla responded bluntly: 

“Why, Herr Maxi?” 

The connoisseur looked at her from head to foot, sentimentally, and 
issued the prophetic statement: 

“One of these days, girlie, we shall all be calling you ‘My Lady’!” 

, Nejedli burst forth, singing to his own accompaniment: 


“Almighty God, hear my prayer, 
Hear my prayer, great God, 
Give me back my child, 

Give me Recha, my child !” 
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^Fosa, Rosa, the initiated corrected him. Nejedli squinted venoniously 
at them over his glasses as he made a daring and impermissible transition 
into'Ofienbach’s'‘Barcarole”:' 

“Sweet night, thou night of love. 

Oh, quench my longing!’' 

Max began to be uneasy, wriggled in his chair, put his hands over his ears, 
and ..blubbered : , 

“Stop, Neiedli. I can’t stand it. It makes me weep like a child.” 

Repeated rounds of cognac were now having their effect on the house. A 
mood of passive enjoyment and muddle-headed surrender to the music 
settled on the company. Most of the ladies had taken off the flowing gar- 
ments of respectability and danced in their shifts. The noise increased, aug- 
mented by a literary argument which had broken out at the “clever” table, 
where Crete, Doctor Schleissner, and President More were sitting. A new 
guest had added himself to it, Municipal Accountant Eduard von Peppier, 
who was also an author. The unhappy man was cursed by fate with the 
task of reconciling tv^^o conflicting claims in his nature: those of the 
regular duties of an official of the “ninth grade” and the desperate com- 
pulsions of a Satanic poet. He was, one might say, a Baudelaire detailed 
to the duties of the royal and imperial municipal presidium. Herr von 
Peppler’s blood was brought to fever-heat at the sight of one of his col- 
leagues at the “young” table. The aspiring young man had already had 
some literary success. Herr von Peppier yelled that his generation had 
tried with all their might to find life, and they had found syphilis; this 
cowardly young one did not try hard to find life and instead they found 
publishers. Fiery red in the face he parried the ironic laughter of the young 
generation : 

“You are all bourgeois! You are all vegetarian poets! All of you ship- 
wrecked on the paternal hearth! Shame upon you, you boarders and 
lodgers!” He clutched furiously to right and left at More’s and Schleissner ’s 
cognac glasses and drained them down. 

Herr Doktor Schleissner sprang into the breach. He jumped up and de- 
clared that other times had to come, that humanity consisted for the most 
part of repression, and that in repression, in bad sexual digestion, lay the 
sickness of the world. There was only one goal: erotic liberation! 

And, as it were, to make a beginning of this liberating process, he began, 
heedless of More’s indignant gaze, to sing the song which he called the 
Hymn of the League, which was unfortunately more obscene than witty : 

“As long as arses to trousers fit, 

Nobody wants to do their bit , . 

It must be said that the singer himself belied his own song and that the 
statement in his mouth was pute self-advertisetrient; for Doctor Julius 
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Schleissner, partner in a very well-known firm, of lawyers,, was , a hard- 
working,, and. coiiscieiitious'. man,, with not only juristic hut also political 
a.iid literary ambitions. This very, year he was giving free to women artists 
in the public rooms of their club a course with the stimulating title: 
“French Immoralism from Stendhal to Andre Gide.” After these lectures 
there took place a tango contest, when the exponent of immoralism took 
part with solemnity in the languishing contortions of the dance. President 
Mor4 on the otlier hand, was neither a friend of the dance nor of French 
immoralism, and least of all of naked indecency. He was a confirmed 
student of Goethe. One of his favourite occupations was to ferret out 
in various editions of the first and second parts of Faust misprints, errors 
of style, negligent versification, and contradictions of thought. Schleissner’s 
shameless song offended him; he hung his head. 

With everything swaying and humming about him, Herr Maxi sat silent 
and sunken, beside Nejedli, whose stiff-jointed fingers were pitilessly and 
unconsciously mangling the dance-music. The pianist listened as he 
laboured to the proprietor’s complaining voice: 

“You know, Nejedli, I sleep very fast. . . 

Nejedli nodded to show that he understood. 

But Maxi’s manner displayed the mild annoyance of one who strives in 
vain to express a thought of peculiar subtlety; 

“Please understand me, Nejedli. One can sleep slowly, one can sleep in 
the ordinary way, one can sleep fast,- and one can sleep very fast. You 
know, my friend, there is no end to what one can sleep through in a quar- 
ter of an hour. . , 

Nejedli grunted his assent, but the evidence of his understanding was 
insufficient. A sort of shudder passed over Maxi, a fevered dimness, like a 
scarcely perceptible movement over the dark surface of a pool. His eyes 
.stared.,,' . ' ‘ ■ ■ 

“You won’t believe me, Nejedli. But as true as I live, I have slept ten 
years in a single hour, and that is why I am so tired.” 

Just then the Baalboth left the room with his creaking tread. The high 
spirits in the room were reaching their climax. A minute later Fraulein 
Edith came in and began to discuss something earnestly wuth Ludmilla. 

V 

111 contrast to the more vulgar establishments such as the Napoleon, it 
was one of the sound customs of the house that the appointments were 
not made in public. A gentleman apparently took leave of his company, 
unobtrusively indicated to Edith the lady of his choice, and the house- 
keeper in her turn quietly arranged the blissful rendezvous, not without— 
in the case of a doubtful or strange guest— receiving beforehand the usual 
payment. It must be said that this, very seldom happened, for only people 
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of the upper classes frequented the house. Strangers hardly ever came; 
and Fraulein Edith had a very fair knowledge of men^ relying a good deal 
on her own impressions. Just as seldom — this in contrast to the lower-class 
Napoleon — did any scandal occur. Of course, among the boarders there 
was faction, discord, hatred; but it was an unwritten law that peace and 
friendliness must prevail during business hours. 

So that events like the following were practically unheard of. A dis- 
cordant hubbub arose at the door of the Grand Salon. The hollow, beery 
voice of the clumsy provincial rose and thundered, till it seemed to shake 
the thin and infirm walls. At first there was the one angry voice alone; 
but after a while the ladies’ good manners could not stand the strain: 
treble shrieks began to mingle with the angry bass. 

Anyone who has ever seen a crowd collect, hungry for sensation, when 
a worn-out horse falls in the street, can imagine the avid curiosity with 
which, at this hour, in this place, everybody clustered round to revel in 
the fray. Even the patrons of the Blue Salon stuck out their heads with 
malicious enjoyment. 

The trouble was this : the old farmer with the monstrous watch-chain 
had made of Fraulein Edith the customary request for Ludmilla’s services. 
In vain Edith made excuses, brought out plausible explanations, in order to 
protect her young charge from the undesirable, even repellent encounter. 
To herself Fraulein Edith cursed Oscar’s defection. There was nothing like 
an unhappy love to put the ladies off; it was the most frequent source of 
loss of discipline and neglect of duty. But all her quick-wittedness was of 
no avail. The Baalboth was not only knowing, he was extremely obstinate 
and spiteful. He was animated by the violent anger of the rejected man. 
Edith saw nothing else to do but put Ludmilla at his service. But Ludmilla 
said straight out, with the coldest indifference, to the Baalboth’s face, that 
she would not think of acceding to his request. And then the storm broke. 

The furious provincial had retreated to the landing and stood clinging 
to the gilt-bronze Venus posted there as the emblem of the establishment. 
(On the next lower landing stood an equally gilded Trumpeter of Sak- 
kingen — not precisely as an emblem.) The girls screamed all together, the 
guests laughed, and the humiliated man continued to shout, despite all 
Edith could do to calm him, that he must see the proprietor. 

Herr Maxi finally dragged himself up, followed by Nejedli. It must be 
said that despite a thick tongue, deathly pallor, and physical weakness he 
bore himself not only with quick wit but also like a knightly defender of 
his ladies. 

The Baalboth shrieked at him: 

“Herr Proprietor! What sort of house is this.i^” 

Maxi drawled: 

“Edith, go downstairs and bring up the house-number.” 

The angry man was not to be put off. 
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I go: into a bakery, and ■■want- to buy a' roll— — . , 

MaxLs weary croak interrupted him': '■ 

*Oo into, a bakery and buy yourself a roll” 

What do you mean?”' ■ " 

“What should I mean?” 

The .Baalboth softened ■ his roaring' bass to the mildness of conde- 
scending arguinent: 

“Herr Proprietor! 'Suppose a 'purchaser goes in to,, a. shop and they won’t 
serve him with a piece of goods in stock- — 

Max looked at the complainant with melancholy eye and repeated with a 
sigh: _ , 

“In stock ...” 

Patience was exhausted; there arose a roar: 

“Good Lord in heaven, I won’t be made a fool off That’s no way to treat 
a customer! Do you think there are no other houses as good as yours? 
There are better. Old Aunt Pohl in Aussig— there’s something to be said 
for hers. They have organization too. I tell you, for the last time: my train 
goes tomorrow morning at seven thirty-five. I intend to spend the rest of 
the night in this house, and spend it with the girl that I pick out and 
pay for.” 

Maxi answered the screaming with extreme humility: 

“Pardon, Herr . . . Forest Inspector . . . help yourself. Are you a 
human being? Of course you are a human being. And is Ludmilla a human 
being? She is a human being. Pardon, Herr . . . liispector of Roads . . . 
a human being has to understand, when a human being won’t go with 
him . . 

An outburst of laughter. Maxi turned triumphantly to the laughers: 

“Pretty good, eh?” 

Ludmilla stood there all the time as though the affair had nothing to do 
with her. But now opinion began to veer. The girls’ excitement was be- 
coming spiteful. This haughty piece was going too far. Edith looked 
anxiously about her, wondering how to cope with the rising storm. They 
began to take sides, their hate and envy no longer under control, their self- 
possession gone. 

Suddenly lionka, the fat Hungarian, planted herself before Ludmilla. 

“Say, what are you a whore for?” 

Grete interrupted her ecstatically: 

. “Let her alone! Haven’t we got the rights of human beings too?” 

Ilonka gre^v even more venomous, 

“If everybody were to do that! Fine business that would be! Why, we 
might pick out the guests ourselves!, It isn’t always a joy to me either!” 

Ludmilla said quietly: , , , 

,/‘To you it,, is always a joy,” ^ • 
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Grete, to Edith’s dismay, made the situation infinitely worse with her 
exaggerated notions :■ 

‘‘You ought to be ashamed of yourself. Ludmilla is right: we must fight 
for our freedom.” 

This high'flown phrase, even more than Ludmilla’s obstinacy, worked 
the ladies up to a high pitch. They hated in the Berlin woman the most 
intolerable of all species of arrogance, the arrogance of education. 

■ Ilonka shrieked': 

“We’ve Just been waiting for you, you MeschuggeneV* 

Crete made her most demure face. 

“It’s not my fault that I’ve learned something. Everybody can’t be 
brought up in a pigsty.” 

And now it came: Ilonka rushed at Crete, and with her pudgy little fist 
struck the tall girl in the face. The fight was on. Already some of the com- 
batants were rolling on the floor. Their silk shirts ripped at the seams and 
the rounded flesh bulged out. Manya, the unwieldy damsel from Roky- 
cany, simply tore her shirt off her back before she flung herself with a 
joyous cry into the fray. For even in anger she remained practical. The 
grave-digger’s daughter cared not whom she hit. She was avenging her- 
self on the whole troop. 

One or two more debauched fellows, at the sight, deliberately fanned 
the flames. But the original incendiary, the Baalboth, struggled gasping in 
Ludmilla’s direction, with the idea of taking her by force. She, however, 
had cleverly slipped away unseen. 

The gentlemen were thrilled by the priceless spectacle, which raged 
to and fro in the corridor between the Grand Salon and the Blue Salon. 
Doctor Schleissner whinnied with Joy. The municipal official and satanist 
Peppier stared with open eyes in which the joy of destruction shone; he 
urged the combatants on. Only Lieutenant Kohout and President More 
withdrew. The lieutenant was mindful of the regulations, which ordered 
officers as much as possible to dissociate themselves from dishonourable 
proceedings. More too had his professional honour to think of. Both gentle- 
men silently retreated behind the piano. 

Nejedli, on the other hand, was one of the few who tried to part the 
engaged participants. He gasped with his efforts, his tom-cat sat askew and 
his cravat was twisted over to one side. 

Edith stared in desperation, Maxi was stunned by the fray. Anything like 
this had never happened before. Up to now the ladies, despite any small 
episodes or lack of harmony, had always been mindful of the dignity of a 
first-class establishment. 

Who knows what the end would have been if a tremendous event had 
not like a stroke of lightning struck the house } 

Suddenly, as though he had risen out of the earth, a messenger stood 
there, an orderly from the Sixth Regiment of Dragoons. Usually, when for 
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any reason' a representative'-of'the'power'df: the .state came to the house^ a 
gentleman from the Health Department, or a police ofScial, he^ knew how 
to be discreet about his entrance. But this .'soldier, a, tall, blond Czech 
peasant lad, had towered abruptly upon the distracted scene. Rosy-cheeked, 
he stood in the middle of the witches’ dance and brought into the snioke- 
and sweat-laden atmosphere a breath of fresh air. He looked actually ready 
for a campaign, in field uniform, with helmet, cartridge-pouch, cavalry 
sword, and great spurs- 

The combat broke off in a flash. The ladies reduced themselves to order 
as though nothing had happened. A deep stillness suddenly yawned. Every- 
body felt that destiny was in the air. Even MaxFs storm-shaken figure stiff- 
ened with life. He in person led the orderly whither he demanded to be led. 

Two minutes later the swift tread of cavalry boots rang on the ground 
floor and the house-door slammed shut. Slowly, rigidly, breathless, Max 
mounted the stair. He sobbed incomprehensible lamentations. By de- 
grees they got out of him the frightful news. The Crown Prince had been 
murdered in Sarajevo. 

Never had the respectable house in the Gamsgasse emptied more ex- 
peditiously than now. The dionysiac frenzy, the light-headed intoxication 
in the Grand Salon, seemed to have burned itself out; the gentlemen 
quickly settled down. Herr Doktor Schleissner, that intellectual corsair, 
became a serious person who looked with great concern into the future. He 
was a reserve ofiicer. Herr President More brushed aw^ay the loose frivolity 
\vhich, like a speck of dust on his coat, he had borne with for an hour. He 
murmured reproachfully: 'This is what happens when one goes out 
nights.” What he meant, or how he connected in his bitter thoughts the 
catastrophe with the light-hearted evening now at an end, remained un- 
clear.,' . , ■■ ■ ■ ' 

The Baalboth no longer felt he owed it to his pride to insist on Lud- 
milla’s services. 

Lieutenant Kohout and the two volunteers looked frozen-faced, as though 
as they were charged with presiding over a military commission. Herr von 
Peppier wrapped himself romantically in his rain-coat and in earnest of 
future events made peace with the younger generation. Everybody hur- 
ried dowm the steps. They wanted to go to the newspaper offices to get 
details of the tragedy. Some few’^ shrinking figures slipped out seeking the 
shadows, after the main rout, either because they were mindful of a more 
sensitive reputation or had a more enviable married life than most. 

In the forsaken salon the head of the house sat alone with Nejedli. He 
squatted quite collapsed on the piano-stool. He seemed already to have 
forgotten the frightful event, for he stammered: “Shall I go to bed, 
Nejedli?” ' ^ 

The pianist yawned. , 

,; ..“Yes, go to^bed, Herr Maxi,, nothing else’ will happen today,” 
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He gave the old man an indignant glance. 

'‘But I sleep too fast, Nejedli, Fve slept for ten years. I am afraid to 
sleep, Nejedli.”: 

Nejedli gave no answer, he was busy pouring all the remains of cognac 
into one glass, which he providently emptied. When he found nothing 
more to drink and saw the proprietor sitting there with his eyes closed, he 
took the music money from the table and slipped on tiptoe, muttering, out 
of the room. 

He did not hear the anxious question that followed him: 

“Shall I go to sleep, Nejedli?” 

The large salon was full of wreckage. Broken glasses strewed the floor, 
chairs were upset, everywhere was the odour of spilt wine, coffee, brandy. 
Maxi blinked at the desolation. He took a deep breath, to call Edith and 
command that order be restored. Impotent angry wrinkles suddenly 
showed on his brow. But he only gasped for breath and no sound came 
from his loose lips. At last he got up and staggered from the room. His 
tapping, shuffling step sounded for a long time, before it died away up- 
stairs. 

As the last noise of the departing guests died away in the narrow street, 
Ludmilla could no longer contain herself; she did something that was 
sternly forbidden: opened the door and looked out into the night. 

Oscar stood before her. 

She would gladly have choked it back, but she had no power over the 
spasmodic scream which forced itself to her lips. 

VI 

Ludmilla sat beside Oscar at the supper-table in the kitchen. 

The kitchen was the real shrine and hearthstone of the establishment; 
and a very fine room it was, with its tiled stove and four tables covered 
with white oil-cloth. He who might enter here was no more a client, a 
stranger, or a victim; he was tax-free in every respect, he belonged to the 
clan, he shared the secrets of the wide-flung order. 

The dim four-o’clock hour of the summer dawn had now broken, the 
time of the principal meal was come. In importance this four-o’clock hour 
was exceeded only by the six-o’clock evening one when the ladies got 
themselves ready for society and the Figaro ran from one to the other with 
the curling-tongs. But the early-morning meal was nicer; one washed down 
all the bad alcohol and tobacco fumes with hot soup and looked forward 
to the joy of sleep. 

At each place tv/o plates stood on top of each other, a serviette rested in 
its ring, and silver forks and spoons shone at either side — such as even the 
best establishments do not show. This silver put one under an obligation. 
Whoever had only for a little while used it was ennobled for all time. He 
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could -hardly sink again, to the level, of Napoleon. Much oftener his path lay 
upwa-rds. ,■ 

Ludmilla had forgiven Oscar. Forgiven him? What' a .pompous word! 
What .should she have done, what else was there ioi; her to, do? Sulk per- 
hapsj.make him smarts spoil the little time that, he was by her side.?..' When 
he. went out of the door and with ten steps was in the Eisengasse, she was 
SO- much air for him, poorer than- the poorest, could not threaten him. as 
.any other, .woman could, not give him presents nor frighten him,, had .not 
the slightest power over him for good, or bad,. If she had, permission to. go 
out, did he not have to refuse — and with perfect right— to spend the after- 
noon with her? She could understand that. How could she show herself 
at the side of the promising young actor without compromising him? She 
did not even want to go about with him outside, either in the street or in 
strange rooms. This was why she always gave up her afternoon out to the 
other girls. 

Here alone, in this house, in this kitchen, could he find her. But she 
could not find him anywhere. Was it not a good deal, that he had come? 
W'ho forced him to come? (But if he married, his wife could force him.) 
She did not even know his address, so as to write him a letter. No, she 
had never asked him for his address. But he never noticed that— men are 
pigs! 

And now he was here. She must be grateful, nothing but grateful. She 
felt a glow of joy that she had not surrendered, that she had held out for 
two days, here in this house, defying all her foes, and proved her strength 
and will-power. She said nothing about her fight, for Oscar would not have 
taken any particular interest in it. 

But now that he sat beside her, it was all one, she was in heaven to be 
able to feed the hungry man and give him her soup. Oscar, not lifting his 
eyes, sat, audibly eating and swallowing; Ludmilla with quick stolen 
glances took in the features of her beloved, storing them up that she might 
possess of him as much as possible. 

Meanwhile the other ladies had appeared. The late violent scrimmage 
had left no marks. A few little bruises and scratches were not worth men- 
tioning. Strangely enough the outburst seemed to have cleared the air of 
hatred, and shame over the mortifying episode united even the late foes. 
A friendly and obliging spirit reigned, even a somewhat watchful and ex- 
aggerated cordiality. The grumpy Manya was humming the mournful notes 
of a Slavic folksong, to show that she was in a reconciled and pleasant 
mood. 

The girls had taken off their alluring evening garments and wore be- 
draggled nightgowns and bed-jackets; instead of gilt and silver dancing- 
shoes they had on down-at-heel slippers; their hair was dishevelled and 
their stockings wrinkled. 

; They ate _their soup languidly^ audibly^ and .smacked their lips. Oscar, sit- 
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ting beside Ludmilla among the ladies, explained to her in a low voice why 
he had not come for so long. The theatre manager had asked him to take 
over the part of one of the actors who was taken ill. It was a good role, a 
classic role, which had latterly been played by Kainz, and Oscar’s first big 
part. He could not hesitate to give the last two nights to prepare him- 
self in.it. 

Ludmilla, so lately unbelieving, looked at him with adoring eyes. She 
trusted him, with passion. His reasons were so convincing. Word for word 
she repeated Oscar’s justification aloud, to prove to her colleagues that she 
need not be ashamed of her love. 

Crete asked for the name of the play and did not omit to boast: 

“My father always took me with him to all the plays. Did you know 
Christians, Herr Oscar.?” 

Oscar fell prey to embarrassment and could not answer for a moment. 
Ludmilla had not asked him the name of his part. He gave himself away 
by mentioning a play which was not being given at the time. He looked 
quickly at her. But she was all faith. She would not have minded an even 
bigger lie. 

By degrees Oscar himself was affected by the girl’s love and the no- 
bility it imparted to her; instead of passively letting himself be loved he 
himself felt tenderness and began whispering sweet hopes in her ear. 

Ilonka must have caught some of the whispering, for she laughed : 

“Listen! He went to set her out!” 

And turning to Ludmilla: “Set you out — yes, fine he will — with your be- 
hind out of the window!” 

Ludmilla, with puckered brows and eyes cast down, thought for a long 
time; then suddenly spoke in a strange, deep voice: 

“Do you know, Oscar, what was the worst thing you have done.?” 

And slowly she answered her own question: 

“That you came back today, that is the worst thing you have done!” 

But before Oscar and the others could understand this new turn, Edith 
came in, and said, betraying apprehension and horror in her voice : 

“Children, I don’t know what the matter is, but there is such a queer 
groaning from Herr Maxi’s room. I daren’t knock, but I was so fright- 
ened . . 

They all looked at each other, and everybody had a vision of Herr Maxi’s 
pathetic yellow face. They all knew at once, it seemed they had always 
known, that Herr Maxi was a very sick man. They had never thought 
about it, for even the oldest in service among them had never known a 
Herr Maxi who was not short-winded, yellow with jaundice, utterly ex- 
hausted, and yet funny. He was like that. And nobody had ever heard a 
complaint out of his mouth. They believed in the old country proverb 
which says: “If the nag eats it doesn’t need a vet.” 

But now they saw that they must leave their pork and greens and 
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noodles to get; cold. They responded to Fraulein, Edith’s words with an 
OLitpouiiiig of feminiiie concern, ^ 

The whole troop got up, even. Ludmilla left Oscar’s side. A procession of, 
untidy females. t,rooped up the. stair, past the guardian Venus and .the 
Trumpeter of '.Sakkingen; they moved forgetful of their usual alluring gait 
and. the ■ provocative posturings, of their feminine backsides. They looked 
like a, lot of se,rvantmaids. and untidy shop-girls climbing the steps to an 
;emp.loymeiit bureau. 

■ "But the higher they, got, the nearer to their master’s chamber, the jieavier 
and more inexplicable grew the dread which they felt round their throats 
like a wet cloth. They pressed close together, as Edith knocked in vain, 
three, four, five times. At last— the groaning had stopped — she cautiously 
opened the door, and before her hand had even found the switch of the 
electric light the boldest of them pressed behind her into the gloom of the 
chamber. 

None of them ever came here. It was a strict rule of the house. 

The light revealed an extraordinary array of madonnas and saints deco- 
rating the walls. Only after that did they see their employer, whose body 
was hanging half out of bed, without a sign of life. 

Had he fainted, was he dead.? 

Edith and Valeska lifted the body back on the bed. The others ran wildly 
to and fro, fetching Cologne water, perfume, and useless bottles of medi- 
cine, pouring them recklessly over Maxi’s yellow brow and between his 
open lips. 

Crete screamed without stopping that she could not bear to see it. 
Ilonka was quite in her element, saying over and over that in these cases 
there was only one remedy, chopped onion mixed with spit rubbed on 
the patient’s eyelids and put up his nose. She had the recipe from her 
grandmother, who knew more about such things than anybody else in the 
world. Edith thought of the framed notice that hung in the kitchen: “First 
aid to the injured.” But she had not the courage to touch the strange form 
again. 

Manya, however, the grave-digger’s daughter, laughed contemptuously, 
went up to the bed, pushing the incompetents back with her strong arms, 
and lifted the figure’s eyelids. Then she turned round and announced, in 
an official tone: 

“He is dead!” 

And the doctor, whom Edith sent for at once, could do no more than 
confirm Manya ’s words. 

Difficulties of all sorts multiplied. This was the first time — aside from 
some legendary stabbings in ancient times — that a dead person lay in the 
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house. And a dead person who was not a guest overtaken by some violent 
or irregular death, but a member of the household, who had died, accord- 
ing to the doctor, from entirely natural causes. 

Herr Maxi had left no instructions — which could surprise nobody who 
had seen him even once. The deceased had often lacked energy even to 
eat his dinner; where would he have got enough to occupy himself with 
the world and its interests when he was not there at ail? 

Years before he had sold his share in the other property of his parents 
to his brother Adolf for a mess of pottage; the latter indeed had very soon 
given it up in turn to mysterious creditors. Nothing remained for Herr 
Maxi but to move into the Gamsgasse; he had lived there ever since in 
a room above the boarders’ quarters. 

For the present nobody knew how things had been left. The legal heirs, 
who were only distant connexions, gave no sign of life until four days 
later — for reasons best known to themselves. So everything fell upon 
Fraulein Edith’s shoulders. But they were very capable ones. 

Of course the police and the inheritance authorities were particularly 
interested in a business enterprise of this kind, so suddenly left orphaned. 
But Edith’s relations, not only with the police but with all the state and 
municipal authorities, were very independent, permanent, and assured. 
After a cursory examination they left her a free hand, and she had enough 
foresight to arrange matters to her own advantage and the boarders’, and 
to the honour of the deceased as well. 

She cannot be praised too highly for her action in one matter: she faith- 
fully set aside the large sum which she had received the day before from 
her employer— he was in the habit of turning over to her with careless open- 
handedness the daily takings from the business— and which had not been 
entered in the books. She put it into an envelope and wrote tenderly on 
it “Herr Maxi” with a pious cross after the name. She was so little self- 
seeking as to devote this whole sum to the expenses of a funeral worthy of 
the deceased. But just here came in the greatest difficulty of all. 

First and foremost the religious question. 

Herr Maxi’s origins were Jewish. She, Edith, had been brought up by the 
Ursulines; she always said that, without that stern discipline and the hap- 
piness of an inward faith, she could never have become housekeeper in one 
of the best houses in Europe. If anyone pointed out that the profession 
she had adopted did not accord with her religious tenets, she would tell the 
story of what had happened to her in the confessional. The young priest 
had consoled her as follows: 

“My child,” he said, “your life is certainly a very sinful one. But God has 
distributed properties and callings among men according to His will. Even 
your calling — strange as it is — Fle.has always suffered. It would be better 
for you to find another. But if you cannot do that, then you must ever 
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be mindful that you are a child of the Church. And then you .will .never^ 
despair. And never forget that the lowest vices of which mankind; is guilty 
are born only of despair.” 

Fraulein Edith did not change her profession. She went on sinning, but 
also clinging fanatica,lly to the Church. , , 

But her fanaticism, of course, was at the bottom of the tendency to 
proselytizing which she displayed. Who was a more likely subject for her 
efforts than Herr Maxi? And it is true that the first' time her , employer 
went with her to Mass in the Church of Saint Gall he was as one trans- 
formed. 

After that he went every Sunday with Edith to vespers — which was no 
small effort, considering how prolonged and trying the Saturday night 
sessions were at the house. But Edith achieved still more. She brought him 
to an understanding of the nature of the Holy Mother of God; and he 
hung the walls of his room full of saintly pictures. Daily Edith spoke to 
him of the final step, the baptism, that must be taken before his soul could 
be saved. But Herr Maxi met her most afiFecting appeals with the same 
words : 

‘‘But Fve always been a good child!” 

And when she began to plead, he croaked in his whining apathetic 
voice: ■ ■ . , 

''Nebbichj what could they do with me?” 

And when the zealous woman painted in fiery colours all the unpleasant 
metaphysical consequences of his unbaptized state, Maxi always closed the 
conversation with the remark: 

“Listen, Edith! Once a Jew always a Jew.” 

Yet it is a fact and must be told, that long before Edith’s time, for reasons 
no longer explainable. Maxi had procured the official document which is 
called declaration of non-confessional status, and which frees the citizen 
from religious duties and observances. 

It would have been Edith’s dearest wish to give the master of the house 
a Christian burial with ail due and formal rites. She ran to the parish of 
Saint Gall. But however willing the good priest, his hands were tied : with- 
out a certificate of baptism there could be no church burial. But there were 
no such restrictions, he added, on Masses for the dead, and Edith straight- 
way arranged for three. And as she went away the Reverend, all smiling 
and blithe, gave her to understand that the appearance of an officiating 
priest in such a place and in these unregenerate times would only give rise 
to anger and the mockery of free-thinkers. 

, For good or ill, Edith was forced to seek out the Jewish religious authori- 
ties, in whose register the name of the departed was inscribed. They told 
her that she must buy for the .dead a lot in the Mosaic quarter of the 
Olschan' Cemetery.- But even so,' a, ceremoiiial' funeral was out of the ques- 
tion. Herr Stein was an apostatey-he- had 'broken with his ancestral faith 
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and besides that had not been in person any sort of ornament to any com- 
munion or community. If the funeral were permitted to take place from 
the burial hall of the Central Cemeteryj then if the authorities were will- 
ing to shut their eyes, this or that might happen. But it was not to be 
expected that anyone entrusted with the care of souls could enter the house 
in the Gamsgasse. 

When Edith obtained the order for the grave, the official asked her 
whether Herr Stein had left any sons; for somebody would have to say the 
Kaddish iot him — the prayer in memory of the dead. It was explained to 
him that there would be no other mourners at the grave save a few women; 
he looked at the housekeeper mistrustfully over his spectacles and nodded 
ironically, as though to say: “No sons! That is what one would expect of 
Herr Stein,” 

But the firm of Francois Blum made no conditions to customers. Early 
in the afternoon they made personal offer of their services for a good and 
inexpensive funeral. 

Anybody who grew up in the city which is our scene will remember the 
large sign over the door of “Francois Blum, entreprise de pofnpes funebres/' 
He will even remember the show-windows in black and silver which the 
firm had set up in various busy quarters of the town. In the middle was a 
huge coffin — large enough to accommodate a primeval giant in his last 
sleep — and on both sides others arranged according to size, down to tiny 
caskets for children. Effective draperies of black cloth surrounded the 
glittering horror, and palm branches, the dusty requisites of heavenly peace, 
adorned the w’-hole. 

The Frangois Blum firm thus provided a well-assorted memento mori for 
the town as it hurried past on earthly occupations bent. The eye, after 
feasting on a display of lobsters, game, pineapple, and caviare, or admiring 
an arrangement of lingerie, jewels, or flowers, a temptation for the spirit 
in books or musical instruments, would suddenly recoil as black and silver 
death, pompous with dusty palm branches, stared at it from the show- 
window. It was not Thanatos, the boy with the drooping torch, not the 
reaper with his scythe; it was middle-class death, it was the death of the 
great cities, modern death, death without symbolism or image, a ridiculous 
thing made of silver paint, paper palms, black cloth, plaster, and decay. 

But yet this death remained one of the few solemnities known to the 
life of man. Nobody was more aware of this than the ladies in the Gams- 
gasse. So that Fraulein Edith, despite considerable extra expense, resolved 
to order a funeral of the house of Blum. 

After that first night of fear and trembling, with the knowledge of a 
corpse in the house, in their house, the girls managed to get adjusted to the 
sad situation. ; ' 

The house had of course to remain closed until the evening after the 
funeral The unexpected holiday, combined with all sorts of errands and 
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issuings from, the Jiouse^ which upset the regular, order of things^ was an 
agreeable change: and novelty* And. then they had zealously set to work, 
.within their scanty means, to m,ake'the necessary mourning garments. The 
kitchen was turned into a work-shop,, sewing-machines rattled,' scraps, of 
, stuff' strewed the 'floo.r, stove- and dishware retreated into the background. 
The,re was m,uch work to do. The ladies were afraid to go, upstairs, so all 
the noisy .life 'collected in, the lower 'story. 

.,,, Night .fell away like, an illness from the denizens of this place. All these 
children , of an ea.rl'y -rising iolk, peasants, .workmen, small business people, 
petty officials, conductors, waiters, eagerly enjoyed the forbidden luxury of 
daylight. Enfranchised by death, they ran joyously about in the streets and, 
mad with the joy of motion, rode recklessly in the electric street car from 
one end of the town to the other. 

Even Ludmilla, despite her actor, was seized by the contagion. She 
sewed, altered, tried on with the rest. And that the slender black of a 
mourning maiden would become her best of all, not even Iloiika doubted 
in her heart. 

The coffin would be set up in the Grand Salon. Though they might 
expect no guests, yet it was fitting that somewhere a little lunch should be 
ready and this was laid in the Blue Salon. 

Next day workmen thumped in their big boots up the shaky stairs, and 
a wild clamouring and hammering began in the Grand Salon. This room 
had never seen daylight, it blinked uncomfortably like some sort of night 
animal disturbed in its lair. How little, how insignificant, in the dry light 
this animal seemed, that knew how to stretch itself so exuberantly at its 
own hour. 

The ghosts of all the dances, songs, jokes good and bad, that had ever 
echoed in this room rose up in defiance along its walls. It was no use. The 
walls were covered in black, the catafalque rose by degrees from the floor, 
a grove of laurels and palms somewhat the worse for wear was dragged 
through the door, amid shouted directions. Edith even had a large un- 
authorized cross set up at the head of the bier. 

The pompcs funebres did all honour to their good reputation. But it is 
uncertain whether it was they who inserted the notice in the newspaper, 
which struck some of its readers by reason of the paradox of human 
destiny it contained, the strange fate that had overtaken the house of joy: 

^'Yesterday in this city occurred the death of Herr Max Stein. The funeral 
will take place from the house of mourning, Number 5 Gamsgasse.” 

Everything followed its due course. There was only one rather untoward 
circumstance: the characteristic odour of the ground floor, that mingling 
of hot,, scented bath-water, soap-suds, vaseline, face-cream, rouge, perspira- 
tion, alcohol, and highly seasoned food could not be got rid of. The ladies 
burned incense for hours, but the,; air became thereby only the more-— 
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VIII 

It belongs to the improbabilities which one admits in life but finds it hard 
to forgive in a story that Herr President Mor^ certainly the most assiduous 
newspaper-reader in the city, overlooked that paradoxical death-notice. 
Some explanation for the circumstance lies in the fact that in those fateful 
and nerve-racking days all the news-sheets were full of the most crucial 
events and that in every line war and peace and the fate of the world were 
at stake., 

Herr More had left his coffee-house deep in thought. His spirit was stirred 
by patriotic emotions and war floated before his mental eye. Mores idea of 
war was a very backward one: there was no ‘‘modern emptiness of the 
battle-fields,” no concrete trenches, squadrons of planes, or gas attacks; it 
was a tempestuous painting full of liveliness and cavalry. Glorious steeds 
reared heavenwards like equestrian statuary, hand-grenades burst red, 
green, yellow, and blue, like the most extravagant fireworks, the wounded 
clutched at their hearts like opera-singers reaching a high note. 

Picturing the world-catastrophe in such lively colours as these, the Presi- 
dent crossed the Fruit Market and went down the Eisengasse in front of the 
university; he saw on the right of the little square a third-class hearse 
with a team of horses and three mourning carriages. He wondered who 
had died hereabouts— such knowledge indeed belonged to his profession 
—and zealously ran through the names of the better firms and families of 
the district. He wondered himself that the news of a death had escaped 
him. But at the same time— directly he knew where he was — he was taken 
by a desire, to which in earlier years he had sometimes given way. 

Herr Doktor Schleissner might flatter himself that it was he to whom 
the President owed his knowledge of “these sacred halls.” It was not 
More’s way to turn day into night and expose himself to the public eye. 
But, Lord, once in a way it might do. 

And the truth was, he had known the house in the Gamsgasse a long 
time and in better hours than those devoted to the common herd. As a 
younger man he had often come here privately in the afternoon and always 
found satisfaction and enjoyment. His way of doing things seemed to him 
not only more discreet but also more moral and above all more hygienic 
than the usual practice. 

The President stood still. He was conscious, with deep emotion, that a 
new day was dawning. It wore a double face. On the one side sombre, 
tragic, like a train of corpselike gentlemen in frock coats and top-hats; on 
the other very brisk, fresh, and rosy like a foot-soldier. More’s fancy did 
actually conjure up foot-soldiers, and other figures out of the appropriate 
literature, such as vivandihes, sergeants, dice-throwers, and camp prosti- 
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More looked at the .hearse, thought of the hard times, on the o,ne hand 
and the. loosening of morals on the other,, and decided that, as ho had noth- 
ing m,particula.r on' for -the next few .hours, there was. nothing to stand in 
the way, of his desires. He passed the waiting hearse and the horses with 
waving black plumes on their heads, and with his own mincing step., en- 
tered, the na,rrow street. 

,, :He fo'und the always sternly closed and thick-curtained door wide open. 

, M.eanti,m,e, in the .house all was .ready for the 'ceremony. The cofEii stood 
on the bier, with a few loose flowers and a poverty-stricken wreath atop. 
Edith's money, so magnanimously put aside, had not been enough to do 
very much. 

There had been besides a difference of opinion between Edith and the 
pompes funebresj about the coffin. This was nothing but the simple wooden 
box prescribed by Jewish rites. God Himself had said: “Dust thou art, and 
unto dust shalt thou return.” And thus every decoration or beautification 
of the process ordained by God is impious and blasphemous. And yet the 
housekeeper had other views. A coffin must be splendid, ornamented 
with silver, adorned with emblems, and somewhere there must be a white 
lace “throw.” She had to pay good money to have even such a box de- 
livered. “That is regular Jewish,” she cried. Even religion served to fleece 
the customer. It was hard to convince her in her excitement that the earth 
of the Hebrew burying-ground might not receive any but the prescribed 
coffin. 

The ladies had foregathered in their meagre but rather striking mourning 
garb. Some poor people had come from the neighbourhood, but moved off 
at once on their tiptoes to the Blue Salon, where they w^ere served with 
free drinks and loaf cake. Herr Nejedli did the honours there and did not 
need to urge the neighbours or the undertakers’ men or himself to fall to. 

Unfortunately there was no guest, no dragoon of the Sixth, no artillerist, 
intellectual, night-bird, no Schleissner, no Peppier, no Oscar — in a word not 
an eye there to look with astonishment at the transformation of the Grand 
Salon. The dancing-floor was largely taken up by the catafalque; the 
shrouded electric bulbs cast a sombre glow; the amoretti over the looking- 
glasses had black negligees, a cross and tall candles stood at the head of 
the Jewish coffin, and a particularly large family of well-powdered little 
girls in deep mourning wept because that was the fitting thing, because 
they had known the deceased, because life was sad, death shattering to the 
feelings, and the unusual solemnity very agreeable on the whole. 

Red noses were wiped and sobbings re-echoed; and amid these sights 
and sounds all the past of the Grand Salon was as though it had not been. 
And again a moment went past saturated with the lofty, the Shakespearian, 
inconsistencies of life. - 

But one could not sob and snuffle for ever or stare at the coffin, Some- 
- thing ought to happen,' somebodf;;,must say something, make the dead a 
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farewell address. Edith became more and more uneasy. The absence of the 
priest was painfully evident; it was the great gap in these arrangements 
to which she had sacrificed such a good round sum. She was beside herself : 
for without God and some sort of ceremony how were they to go on? 
Everything was splendid, everybody awaiting the sad final parting, yet 
here they were, all standing about, too long already, the air seemed thick 
with painful question: it was a dumb scandal. Edith bit her lips, no idea 
occurred to her. She glanced despairingly round. 

And lo, suddenly her desperate eye fell upon President More, standing 
tall and black in the doorway. None of the ‘guests” had come; but his 
warm heart and noble mind had found the way hither. Edith thanked God 
for the wisdom of destiny and the soul of More. 

His appearance fitted in marvellously with the funeral pomp; there was 
nothing more to be wished for, now that he had come, this incomparable 
functionary, whose very name reminded one of death. The housekeeper 
fell upon him with whispers and in ten seconds the situation was saved. 

It goes without saying that the President of the Spinoza Society, the 
Master of Ceremonies of the Sons of the League, possessed a distinct 
oratorical gift. And that an agent for monumental stonework had cemetery 
oratory at his tongue’s end was a matter of course. Besides, as a usual 
consequence of the talent, he had an uncontrollable itch to hold forth— on 
all occasions, at the opening and closing of sessions, gatherings, congresses, 
at solemn and not-solemn occasions, weddings, anniversaries, club meet- 
ings, and harmless parties everywhere, where a speech was indicated or 
not indicated. So that now Edith was not more delighted at the President’s 
consent than he with her request. 

With a swift inquiring glance round he assured himself that nobody 
unauthorized, above all no journalist, was present. Then only did he take 
his place by the bier, lift his head as though to listen for inspiration, and 
close his anguished eyes. 

And now he began his harangue — ^which had just as much and just as 
little to do with the deceased under the pall as with anybody else in the 
world. But it was, and this was the main point, a fine speech. 

The President began by quoting Goethe, to the effect that the suffering 
and struggling man was always on the way to salvation. The imminent 
danger, in sight of so many bayaderes, to quote also the passage about “the 
fiery arms of the immortals” which “bear lost children up to heaven,” he 
avoided in the nick of time and took refuge in that less suspect strophe, 
in which the novice at the gates of paradise challenges the houris to let him 
in without fear because he has always been a man. The audience, awed 
by the incomprehensible poetry, were not amazed by the President’s invi- 
tation to picture Herr Maxi as an aspiring and struggling warrior before 

Perhaps Herr Maxi himself was the only one to feel surprised at the 
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picture — if we accept the esoteric doctrine of certain teachers, that the ‘'in- 
telligences'’ of the dead are present at their own funerals. 

But the President did not stop at Goethe. He called in Spinoza, Lessing, 
Isaiah, and Haeckel, and on this sad occasion introduced the greatest 
spirits of the world into the Grand Salon in the Gamsgasse. 

The speech rose to its climax; the President addressed the dead in stern 
and manly voice by name, making a prophecy about the stormy future; 
he praised in the departed the symbol of a blithe, free, and happy age, 
which now lay on its bier to pass away for ever. It was decreed in God’s 
wisdom that one must now take leave of this good and kindly soul, and 
perhaps, who knew, also from one’s own light-hearted youth for ever. 

At this point the smouldering sobs burst into a conflagration of loud 
wails. Ludmilla, overcome by her hopeless love, screamed into her handker- 
chief, It w^as Oscar who lay there, waiting this very day to be buried. 

Ilonka beat her breast in an access of frenzy. Manya, the callous daughter 
of grave-diggers, writhed in pain, Edith knelt with uncontrollable tears of 
contrition beside the catafalque. Only Crete, her eyes dry and burning, 
hung upon the speaker’s compelling lips. 

The speech ended on a solemn and consoling note. 

The ladies, as though waked out of an anguished dream, behaved like 
awkward schoolgirls or maidservants as the President with stern sympa- 
thetic mien shook each of them by the hand. 

Edith was the first to recover from her emotions. Gratefully she saw this 
ceremony, which was her own work and merit, take its edifying course. 
After such a moving discourse only music could have anything to say. The 
housekeeper urged Herr Nejedli towards the piano. 

But it seemed that in the course of the years the repertory of the former 
imperial and royal titulary infant prodigy of Kaiser Ferdinand the Good 
had become very restricted. Dances, marches, popular songs, yes, those his 
fingers still knew, but it was impossible to accompany the funeral procession 
with the electrifying strains of the “Gladiators’ March.” 

So they were in a quandary. Herr Nejedli’s hands were not capable 
either of a simple choral or of a Chopin funeral march. All together his pro- 
gramme was limited to three numbers: the wedding procession from 
Lohengrin, the aria from La Juit/e, and the “Barcarole” from the Tales of 
Hoffmann, 

The old man unhesitatingly rejected Lohengrin and decided on La Juive: 

“Almighty God, hear my prayer, 

' Hear my prayer, great God!” 

Nobody took offence at the lively, almost enlivening passion of this 
allegro, and when Nejedli passed over by quite unauthorized modulations 
into the “Barcarole,” they all looked at each other; for'the “Barcarole” had 
been Maxi’s favourite piece, .'at;which he 'always “had to weep like a little 
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child.” The services could not have closed more suitably or loftily than with 
these immortal strains, to which garlanded barks sailed over dark waters: 

‘‘Sweet night, thou night of love, 

Oh, quench my longing . . 

The bearers with the coffin groaned and blundered past the gilt-bronze 
Venus and the Trumpeter of Sakkingen, down the shaky, complaining stair. 
The ladies followed. But there were no more sounds of mourning, instead 
whispers and faint laughter. Had they not cried themselves out already? 
Tears, they quench the divine thirst of the soul, and thus we are happy and 
satisfied when we have wept. 

The ladies were happy and satisfied. And more, they were full of the joy 
and pride that come from everything that has gone off well. 

IX 

The firm of Blum were not only very expeditious in the erection of their 
funeral pomp but also in taking down and dismantling the draperies, 
equipages, mourning-veils, and platforms. Swiftly, like good stage-managers, 
they accomplished the change of scene between death and life. 

Particularly in the present case speed was necessary, for by evening the 
house must be open for pleasure and no reminder of death must oppress 
the spirits of the guests- 

The thing happened like magic. Scarcely had the cortege set off when all 
the windows were flung open, calling and hammer-blows resounded, and 
the Grand Salon, freed from its unnatural bonds, came back to itself 
again. And the smell native to the house, which had been suppressed by 
the incense, candle-smoke, and unnatural odours, expanded to fill the lower 
floor as of yore. When two hours later the mourners returned in their 
landaus from the cemetery, no visible shadow lay upon the rooms and they 
were as they had always been. 

With a slight feeling of strangeness the ladies passed through these rooms 
which were old and yet new, for every dwelling-place has its epochs and 
the dwellers therein feel it. Between today and today lay an abyss, the grave 
yawned, into which an hour ago they had seen lowered the naked unplaned 
box. 

President More came back with the others from the interment. Out there 
in Olschan, where he was a well-known personage, he had held himself a 
little apart for the sake of his reputation, but his withdrawal might just 
as well have been accounted for by modesty, . 

The President received unlimited regard for his moving funeral oration. 
The girls looked up at him with shy respect. And besides he was the only 
one of all the guests who had found, a human approach to themselves and 
their lives. He had come hither today with, no other purpose than to pay 
reverence to the dead and express ; his , sympathy with the survivors. 
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Fraulein Edith knew how to value the honour he had done them. With 
sincere gratitude in her eyes she went up to More^ held his hand tenderly 
in herS; and declared that now she knew who of all the friends of the house 
was a true human being and a man with a heart. 

The President gave a melancholy shrug of the shoulders and said that he 
knew life, he had understanding of the ways of the world. But that nobody 
eise^ not even Doctor Schleissner, had found his way hither, that surprised 
him. Edith expressed her view that a man was a man and pursued no other 
end than male beastliness. The President was an exception. She had known 
it all along. Nobody could fool her; she had nothing, but knowledge of 
mankind was not such bad capital after all. 

Tears came into the eyes of the honest man, to think that fate had given 
him this opportunity to show himself more virtuous than his knower of 
men expected from them in general. The actual reason for his appearance 
was forgotten. He began to believe that humanity itself, the classic masters 
of which he served unresting, had brought him hither today. 

The ladies stood round his dignified and gloomy figure as though he were 
a schoolmaster, listening to his words; and all the everyday phrases and 
sayings which had not been heard in this room for days, even now' they 
did not dare to use them, though Ilonka felt an almost irresistible itch to 
fling into the talk a few professional phrases with sap and marrow. 

The Grand Salon, the blinds of which were very properly closed, lay again 
ill the light of the illumination peculiar to it, and awaited with red plush, 
marble tables, Renaissance mirrors, and fresh-waxed parquetry floor the 
nightly conviviality. By degrees, and still in their weeds, the girls began 
to practise the weaving gait proper to the evening, wLich they had inter- 
mitted three \vhole days. 

Only Ludmilla was absent; she had remained in a suburb to visit some 
relatives. 

The President, highly self-satisfied, considered long whether as a business 
man he ought not to regard the house as a prospective client. Despite cer- 
tain moral objections he came to the conclusion that it would be a sign of 
incipient incapacity and business negligence if he let escape so favourable 
an opportunity. So he girded himself up and began, this time without 
pathos but instead in a ringing and cordial tone. 

''Children,’’ said he, making Crete and Anita sit down beside him and 
fetching a sigh, "children, man dies, and we must all die. What this death 
is, nobody knows, and he who learns knows it no longer. Good, w^e must 
come to terms with it. But the business has another hitch. . . 

, His voice now took on a tone, weighted with knowledge and resignation : 

"A grave, when it is not tended, falls to decay; I give my word, inside a 
few months it is a dung-heap. :I speak from experience.” 

. Manya confirmed this view and"More went on: - 

"Buf;the;Care of ,a •gr^v€,Tadies,_ -costs money; ugly though it may be, it 
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costs money to remember. Who gives this money? Decent and proper sur- 
vivors. But if a man has nobody, what then?” 

The President looked meaningfully from one to another, before he pro- 
ceeded to touch their hearts : 

'‘What then? Ask yourselves, if some day you will have anybody?” 

The argument Avent home. Whom would they have then? Hospital, 
asylum, dissection, at best a hard crust, that was the end of the story, they 
had heard it all so often. The President smiled a fatherly smile. 

“Well, at least Herr Max Stein has somebody left, he has girls with 
hearts like yours. But where will you all be dispersed, in the year to come? 
None of us know!” 

This went home too. Today they were employed in the first-class es- 
tablishment in the Gamsgasse and ate with silver forks and spoons. But the 
years pass, and not everybody can get to be housekeeper; prizes in life or 
in the lottery are hard to win. There had been dozens of Many as, Anitas, 
Ilonkas, who had sunk to the Napoleon and then further still and finished 
up in the provinces. 

The President had no wish to be depressing; his face suddenly brightened. 

“But I have thought of something: How would it be, if you made a little 
collection among you, to put up a stone with his name on it? I speak from 
experience. A piece of marble like that — it does not have to Be marble, 
sandstone is very nice — but marble keeps a grave green for ever. Of course 
it must be nicely done — no sculpture, just simple gilt lettering. But in the 
years to come the passer-by reads ‘Max Stein,’ says ‘Aha!’ and remembers 
him. What do you say? Shall we open a little fund? That is, only if you 
think well of it. For it is all the same to me. But I think of everything and 
I happen to have a price-list with me. From three hundred kronen upwards 
one can get quite fair stones. ...” 

The ladies’ hearts were still oppressed by the- weight of the last three 
days. Not yet did they feel at home on the parquetry of the Grand Salon. 
The vision of the cemetery was before them still. The question: Whom 
will you have? still rang in their ears. Gladly would they have bought 
themselves free of the fate that threatened them more than other people. 
And is not death, among all primitive peoples and persons, the thought that 
most rouses the instinct to sacrifice? 

Thus the words of More fell on fruitful ground. More or less eagerly they 
all sought their rooms. Their cash in hand and savings were counted over 
and over. According to the measure of generosity, faith, greed, or caprice, 
they gave. 

Valeska, the vainest and best-natured of them all, was undressing when 
the collection was made; either for that reason or just to show herself in 
her magnificence she came do wnstairs ’ stark naked, to hand in personally 
to death’s business representative the twtoty-five kronen of her tribute' to 
death. And it was a marvel to see how, when suddenly the joyful flesh- 
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'Colour .of this 'feminine body blo'ssomed in the. lingering .gloom, of the Grand 
Salon, the room seemed for the first time since 'Max's death to be coming 
back to .itself. The exhausting space smiled, wanly , and., drew, faltering 
breath, like an invalid who has turned the corner back to life. Valeska stood 
there revolving .self-absorbed round' her own lovely axis — it was a hom,ely 
and a, heartening sight. 

.; During the next .'fifteen mi.nutes More had entered, most of the girls’. real 
'n'a.mes in' .his lists with the amount' promised' appended.. Only. Fraulein 
Edith, 'tv'ho had already done all she could, an.d..Manya, the initiated, .who 
saw, .through t,he'ga.me, did not contribute. 

The agent for monumental stone booked the order in his note-book and 
actually, moved by his own magnanimity, reduced his own commission 
from the usual fifteen to seven and a half percent. 

The dressing-hour, and the hairdresser, had arrived. The wonted excite- 
ment possessed the ladies. They all rushed screaming upstairs to the 
dressing-room, Ilonka’s voice ringing above the others in her favourite 
strong language, which burst like a freed torrent from her breast. 

Grete stopped in the salon with the President. She seized his hand. 

“A big hole! And you are chucked down it. Just dirt and that’s all.” 

The presiding officer of the Spinoza Society avoided any precise state- 
ment of his views : 

“That is not the important thing about it.” 

Grete asked, astonished: 

“Why, Prexy, you don’t mean you believe in heaven, like Edith 

The President contented himself with quoting Goethe: 

“ ‘And lo, behold, we can know nothing.’ ” 

But Grete had not got to the end of her metaphysical preoccupations; 
she looked sharply at More and emphasized each word : 

“If it is true that we are going to go to heaven, then why does it rain 
every time anybody is buried?” 

There was triumph in her voice. But the President disarmed her logic 
out of his professional experience: 

“I have often in my practice seen funerals on beautiful days.” 

Crete asked suddenly: 

“I say, Prexy, what did Spinoza say?” 

“He said a great deal, my child.” 

“Did Spinoza say: ‘Sire, give freedom of thought’?” 

“No, that comes from Schiller. But that was just what Spinoza thought. 
For instance, he said: ‘Happiness is virtue, not its reward.’” 

“Happiness is not its reward! Nor mine either. That is divine.” 

Grete chuckled with satisfaction at More’s quotation. 

Her voice grew very confidential: 

; “Spinoza was Spanish, wasn’t he? Ihad a Spaniard once. . . . No, two!” 

The- President instructed het: , 
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''Spinoza was a Dutchman.” 

Crete made a disgusted face: 

"A Dutchman! Disgusting. I can’t stand them. In Hamburg, you know, 
there Vv^ere always a lot of Dutch.” 

The President, whose mind dwelt continually on the political situation, 
said: 

"They will probably remain neutral.” 

Grete pressed herself close to him. 

“You know Fm crazy about you,? Much more than'Schleissner. How 
can a man be called Schleissner? It was grand of you, Prexy, to come to- 
day!” 

The President smiled benevolently. With his large hairy hand he deli- 
cately stroked Crete’s long legs. She sighed against his breast: 

“You shall be my lover, and you needn’t give me any money.” 

But she misjudged the President. 

He drew himself up to his full height and declared that he was a guest 
of the house, like any other and would not be made an exception of. He 
would go up with her now to her room. But he would take nothing as a 
present. How could she do that and how could he.? There must be order 
in all things. 

The pair disappeared. 

At the same time Edith was hearing from Ludmilla the news that she 
would not be returning to the Gamsgasse. 

X ' ' ■ 

Here it is time to draw to a close these brief and cursory notes, for as a 
matter of fact the story of the old established house in the Gamsgasse ends 
at this point. Even what is here set down is but an inconsiderable chronicle 
of last days, if we are to assume, without exaggerated historical assumptions, 
that the famous house was founded some time after the battle on the 
White Mountain. The magnificent assumption that Charles the Fourth of 
Luxembourg had some three centuries earlier been its founder probably 
belongs to legend. But that is the way with fame: it ascribes to famous 
names the deeds of unknown men. Why should not Charles, the great city- 
builder, to whom we owe the New Town, the university, and the old bridge, 
also have laid the foundation-stone of the Grand Salon in the Gamsgasse? 

At all events it had a long and splendid life between the Thirty Years’ 
War and the Great War: a life which deserved a more romantic ending 
than to terminate with the death of a decadent, half-witted last survivor. 
But do the great kingdoms of the earth perish more grandly? They think 
to survive, they carry on wars, and before they know it they are dissolved 
and divided up as booty, , , , : . 
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; In that paradoxical moment when Herr Max lay on his bier, in, the large 
salon, the , establishment .had' fulfilled its destiny, .however , long,, it might 
linger on. TheEeirs were .no good, 'as is. sufSciently shown by the fact ..that 
Fraulein, Edith, the most pious and cautious of all housekeepers, gave notice 
in the early days, of the new regime. This notice, and the severity of the 
new, laws, gave the 

The building still stands; but it has been absorbed by the neighbouring 
leather trade; even the peculiar, once indestructible odour in the vestibule 
is said to have been wholly drowned out by the stench of Russian leather. 

Moreover, every death is a court of last appeal; and nothing dies whose 
time has not come. If today one passes by night through the streets 
glaring with electric signs, one reads at every corner the names of places 
dedicated not to joy but to the dance. The Negro saxophone wails. Real 
ladies go in and out through the glittering portals, and their magnificent 
free limbs are a plainer allure than was ever allowed in the Gamsgasse of 
yore... " ■ 

Careworn, deprived of her bread by an unlimited, unlicensed competi- 
tion, the street-walker drearily makes her round. Who knows whether 
“houses” still exist ? Perhaps this account of mine may thus possess some 
historical value if no other. 

No one will inquire into the unimportant fates of highly unimportant 
persons. In this picture they played only the part of supernumeraries. And 
the inquiry would embarrass the answeren Of course he would at once 
burst out: 

“You know, Oscar has become quite prominent; he owns the finest 
country-house in an American film city!” 

But the question itself would be silly: even a Zulu knows Oscar’s face 
on the films. 

As for Ludmilla, she is to be seen at every premiere in the theatres. She 
has not grown fatter, only in the struggle with her double chin the chin 
seems to have got the upper hand. She may still be called pretty. Her 
slender, classic legs, much advantaged by present fashions, have a daily 
triumph on the street. 

Her old friends long ago stopped venturing to greet her. She acknowl- 
edges the bow only of the gentlemen she knows, and it is exactly her old 
acquaintances whom she does not know. She looks them in the face with 
wide, childlike eyes and, however ingratiatingly they smile, she cannot, by 
the greatest effort, remember them; 

It happened not otherwise even to Oscar, on his late triumphal tour of 
the world. The staring childlike eyes did not recognize him, he read nothing 
there but the disdain of a lady bored by importunate glances. The incident 
upset him, and deprived him of iSpeech for quite a while — which proves, 

; Who'Cpuid' reproach Ludmilla for her bad' memory? The war washed 
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away ill Mood many other memories as well. And she has long since be- 
come the wife of an influential deputy of the Republic. Chance would 
have it that in the enthusiastic days of the Revolution her husband was a 
member of a parliamentary commission which under the leadership of a 
well-known feminist successfully attacked the problem of prostitution and 
decided the fate of the Grand Salon. Frau Ludmilla’s husband passes for 
an idealist, he was never involved in any of the numerous financial scan- 
dals, and is, so one hears, a great political hope. For her and for the state 
it is sincerely to be wished that he may become a minister in the next 
Cabinet. 

A START IN LIFE 

Ruth Suckow 

(1892- ) 

The SWITZERS were scurrying around to get Daisy ready by the time that 
Elmer Kruse should get through in town. They had known all week that 
Elmer might be in for her any day. But they hadn’t done a thing until he 
appeared. “Oh, it was so rainy to-day, the roads were so muddy, they 
hadn’t thought he’d get in until maybe next week.” It would have been the 
same any other day. 

Mrs. Switzer was trying now at the last moment to get all of Daisy’s 
things into the battered telescope that lay open on the bed. The bed had 
not “got made”; and just as soon as Daisy was gone, Mrs. Switzer would 
have to hurry off to the Woodworths, where she was to wash to-day. Daisy’s 
things were scattered over the dark brown quilt and the rumpled sheet 
that were dingy and clammy in this damp weather. So was the whole 
bedroom, with its sloping ceiling, and old-fashioned square-paned windows, 
the commode that they used for a dresser littered with pin trays, curlers, 
broken combs, ribbons, smoky lamp, all mixed up together; the door of the 
closet open, showing the confusion of clothes and shabby shoes. . . . They 
all slept in this room--Mrs. Switzer and Dwight in the bed, the two girls 
in the cot against the wall. 

“Mama, I can’t find the belt to that plaid dress.” 

“Oh, ain’t it somewheres around Well, I guess you’ll have to let it go. 
If I come across it I can send it out to you. Someone’ll be going past therL” 

She had meant to get Daisy all mended and "fixed up” before she went 
out to the country. But somehow * . , oh, there was always so much to 
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see to when she came home. Gone all day,. washing and cleaning for other 
people; it .didn’t, leave her much time, for .her own house. 

She was' late" now. The Woodworths liked to have her get the washing 
out early so that she could do some cleaning too before she left. But she 
couldn’t help it. She would have to get Daisy off first. She had already had 
o.n her. wraps ready to go, when Elmer came — her cleaning cap, of a blue 
faded almost into gray, and the ancient black coat with gathered sleeves 
that she wore over her work dress when she went out to wash. 

“What’s become of all your underclothes They ain’t all dirty, are they?” 

“They are, too. You didn’t wash for us last week, mama.” 

“Well, youll just have to take along what you’ve got. Maybe there’ll be 
some way of getting the rest to you.” 

“Elmers come in every week, don’t they?” Daisy demanded. 

“Yes, but maybe they won’t always be bringing you in.” 

She jammed what she could into the telescope, thinking with her help- 
less, anxious fatalism that it would have to do somehow. 

“Daisy, you get yourself ready now.” 

“I am ready. Mama, I want to put on my other ribbon.” 

“Oh, that’s ’way down in the telescope somewhere. You needn’t be so 
anxious to fix yourself up. This ain’t like going visiting.” 

Daisy stood at the little mirror preening herself — such a homely child, 
“all Switzer,” skinny, with pale sharp eyes set close together and thin, 
stringy, reddish hair. But she had never really learned yet how homely she 
was. She was the oldest, and she got the pick of what clothes were given 
to the Switzers. Goldie and Dwight envied her. She was important in her 
small world. She was proud of her blue coat that had belonged to Alice 
Brooker, the town lawyer’s daughter. It hung unevenly above her bony 
little knees, and the buttons came down too far. Her mother had tried 
to make it over for her. 

Mrs. Switzer looked at her, troubled, but not knowing how she could 
tell her all the things she ought to be told. Daisy had never been away 
before except to go to her Uncle Fred’s at Lehigh. She seemed to think 
that this would be the same. She had so many things to learn. Well, she 
would find them out soon enough — only too soon. Working for other 
people— she would learn what that meant. Elmer and Edna Kruse were nice 
young people. They would mean well enough by Daisy. It was a good 
chance for her to start in. But it wasn’t the same. 

Daisy was so proud. She thought it was quite a thing to be “starting in 
to earn.” She thought she could buy herself so much with that dollar and 
a half a week. The other children stood back watching her, round-eyed and 
impressed. They wished that they were going away, like Daisy. 

They heard a car come splashing through the mud on low. 

“There he is back! Have you: got your things on? Goldie— go out and 
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/'No, me tell liim^ me!” Dwight shouted jealously. 

‘‘Well— both of you tell him. Land! . . 

She tried hastily to put on the cover of the bulging telescope and to 
fasten the straps. One of them broke. 

“Well, you’ll have to take it the way it is.” 

It was an old thing, hadn’t been used since her husband, Mert, had “left 
off canvassing” before he died. And he had worn it all to pieces. 

“Well, I guess you’ll have to go now. He won’t want to wait. I’ll try and 
send you out what you ain’t got with you.” She turned to Daisy. Her face 
was working. There was nothing else to do, as everyone said. Daisy would 
have to help, and she might as^ well learn it now. Only, she hated to see 
Daisy go off, to have her starting in. She knew what it meant. “Well — you 
try and work good this summer, so they’ll want you to stay. I hope they’ll 
bring you in sometimes.” 

Daisy’s homely little face grew pale with awe, suddenly, at the sight of 
her mother crying, at something that she dimly sensed in the pressure of 
her mother’s thin strong arms. Her vanity in her new importance was 
somehow shamed and dampened. 

Elmer’s big new Buick, mud-splashed but imposing, stood tilted on the 
uneven road. Mud was thick on the wheels. It was a bad day for driving, 
with the roads a yellow mass, water lying in all the wheel ruts. This little 
road that led past these few houses on the outskirts of town, and up over 
the hill, had a cold rainy loneliness. Elmer sat in the front seat of the 
Buick, and in the back was a big box of groceries. 

“Got room to sit in there.?” he asked genially. “I didn’t get out, it’s so 
muddy here.” 

“No, don’t get out,” Mrs. Switzer said hastily. “She can put this right on 
the floor there in the back.” She added, with a timid attempt at courtesy, 
“Ain’t the roads pretty bad out that way?” 

“Yes, but farmers get so they don’t think so much about the roads.” 

“I s’pose that’s so.” 

He saw the signs of tears on Mrs. Switzer’s face, and they made him 
anxious to get away. She embraced Daisy hastily again. Daisy climbed 
over the grocery box and scrunched herself into the seat. 

“I guess you’ll bring her in with you some time when you’re coming,” 
Mrs. Switzer hinted. 

“Sure. We’ll bring her.” 

He started the engine. It roared, half died down as the wheels of the 
car spun in the thick wet mud. 

In that moment, Daisy had a startled . view of home— the small house 
standing on a rough rise of land, weathered to a dim color that showed 
dark streaks from the rain; the narrow sloping front porch whose edge had 
a soaked gnawed look; the chickens, , grayish-black, pecking at the wet 
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grouB.d; their play thiiigs, ..stonesj 'a. \¥agon, some., old pail covers littered 
about; a.soakedj discolored piece of ..underwear hanging' on, the line in the 
back yard. The, yard w.as tussocky and overhung the road , with shaggy long, 
grass where the yellow bank was cavedin under it. Goldie and Dwight .were 
gazing at her solemnly. She saw her mother’s' face— -a thin, weak, .loving 
face, drawn with, .neglected weeping, with its reddened eyes and poor teeth 
. . . ..in, the old coat and heavy shoes and cleaning cap', her work-worn hand 
with. its big. knuckles clutching at,.he.r coat, She saw the playthings they had 
used'- yesterdayv and the old swing' that hung from" one of the trees, the ropes 
sodden, the seat in crooked. . . 

The car "vent off, slipping on the wet clay. She waved frantically, sud- 
denly understanding that she was leaving them. They waved at her. 

Mrs. Switzer stood there a little while. Then came the harsh rasp of the 
old black iron pump that stood out under the box elder tree. She was pump- 
ing water to leave for the children before she went off to work. 

' ' ' ir 

Daisy held on as the car skidded going down the short clay hill. Elmer 
didn’t bother with chains. He was too used to the roads. But her eyes 
brightened with scared excitement. When they were down, and Elmer 
slowed up going along the tracks in the deep wet grass that led to the main 
road, she looked back, holding on her hat with her small scrawmy hand. 

Just down this litde hill— and home was gone. The big car, the feel of her 
telescope on the floor under her feet, the fact that she was going out to the 
country, changed the looks of everything. She saw it all now. 

Dunkels’ house stood on one side of the road. A closed-up white house. 
The windows stared blank and cold between the old shutters. There was a 
chair with a broken straw seat under the fruit trees. The Dunkels were 
old Catholic people ^vho seldom went anywhere. In the front yard was a 
clump of tall pines, the rough brown trunks wet, the green branches, dark 
and shining, heavy with rain, the ground underneath mournfully sodden 
and black. 

The pasture on the other side. The green grass, lush, wet and cold, and 
the outcroppings of limestone that held litde pools of rain water in all the 
tiny holes. Beyond, the low hills gloomy with timber against the lowering 
sky. 

They slid out onto the main road. They bumped over the small wooden 
bridge above the swollen creek that came from the pasture. Daisy looked 
down. She saw the little swirls of foam, the long grass that swished with 
the water, the old rusted tin cans lodged between the rocks. 

She sat up straight and important, her thin, homely little face strained 
with excitement, her sharp eyes taking in everything. The watery mud holes 
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in the road, the little thickets o£ plum trees, low and wet, in dark inter- 
lacings. She held on fiercely, but made no sound when the car skidded. 

She felt the grandeur of having a ride. One wet Sunday, Mr. Brooker 
had driven them all home from church, she and Goldie and Dwight packed 
tightly into the back seat of the car, shut in by the side curtains, against 
which the rain lashed, catching the muddy scent of the roads. Sometimes 
they could plan to go to town just when Mr. Pattey was going to work in 
his Ford. Then they would run out and shout eagerly, “Mr. Pattey! Are you 
going through town?” Sometimes he didn’t hear them. Sometimes he said, 
with curt good nature, “Well, pile in”; and they all hopped into the truck 
back. “He says we can go along with him.” 

She looked at the black wet fields through which little leaves of bright 
green corn grew in rows, at showery bushes of sumach along the roadside. 
A gasoline engine pumping water made a loud desolate sound. There 
were somber-looking cattle in the wet grass, and lonely, thick-foliaged trees 
growing here and there in the pastures. She felt her telescope on the floor 
of the car, the box of groceries beside her. She eyed these with a sharp 
curiosity. There was a fresh pineapple — something the Switzers didn’t 
often get at home. She wondered if Edna would have it for dinner. Maybe 
she could hint a little to Edna. 

She was out in the country. She could no longer see her house even if she 
wanted to-standing dingy, streaked with rain, in its rough grass on the 
little hill. A lump came into her throat. She had looked forward to playing 
with Edna’s children. But Goldie and Dwight would play all morning 
without her. She was still proud of being the oldest, of going out with 
Elmer and Edna; but now there was a forlornness in the pride. 

She wished she were in the front seat with Elmer. She didn’t see why he 
hadn’t put her there. She would have liked to know who all the people 
were who lived on these farms; how old Elmer’s babies were; and if he and 
Edna always went to the movies when they went into town on Saturday 
nights. Elmer must have lots of money to buy a car like this. He had a new 
house on his farm, too, and Mrs. Metzinger had said that it had plumbing. 
Maybe they would take her to the movies, too. She might hint about that. 

When she had gone to visit Uncle Fred, she had had to go on the train. 
She liked this better. She hoped they had a long way to go. She called out 
to Elmer: 

“Say, how much farther is your place?” 

“What’s that?” He turned around. “Oh, just down the road a ways. 
Scared to drive in the mud?” 

“No, I ain’t scared. I like to drive most any way.” 

She looked at Elmer’s back, the bid felt hat crammed down carelessly on 
his head, the back of his neck with the golden hair on the sunburned skin 
above the blue of his shirt collar. Strong, and easy and slouched a little 
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0¥er the steering wheel that, he -handled so masterly. Elmer .and Edna were 
'just , young folks; but Mrs.,Metzinger said that they, had m.ore to start with 
tha.li most , young fa.rmers did, and that they were hustlers. Daisy felt that 
the p.ride' of this be.lon.ged to her too, .now. 

.■‘'He.re wC' .are!” 

.: “Oh, .is. this, where .you folks live?” Daisy cried eagerly. 

.The house stood back from the road, beyond a space of bare 'yard with 
a little ■ scattering of grass .just .star ti.ng-— small, modern, painted .a .bright 
.new w.hi.te and. yellow. The barn w.as ' new ' too, a big splendid- barn of 
.frescoed' brick, with, a, silo of the same. There .were no trees. A raw desolate 
wind blew across the back yard as they drove up beside the back door. 

Edna had come out on the step. Elmer grinned at her as he took out the 
box of groceries, and she slightly raised her eyebrows. She said kindly 
.enough:. . 

“Well, you brought Daisy. Hello, Daisy, are you going to stay with us this 
summer?” 

“I guess so,” Daisy said importantly. But she suddenly felt a little shy 
and forlorn as she got out of the car and stood on the bare ground in the 
chilly wind. 

“Yes, I brought her along,” Elmer said. 

“Are the roads very bad?” 

“Kind of bad. Why.?” 

“Well, Fd like to get over to mama’s some time to-day.” 

“Oh, I guess they aren’t too bad for that.” 

Daisy pricked up her sharp little ears. Another ride. That cheered her. 

“Look in the door,” Edna said in a low fond voice, motioning with her 
head. ■■■'■.' 

Two little round, blond heads were pressed tightly against the screen 
door. There was a clamor of “Daddy, daddy!” Elmer grinned with a 
bashful pride as he stood with the box of groceries, raising his eyebrows 
with mock surprise and demanding, “Who’s this? What you shoutin’ 
'daddy’ for? You don’t think daddy’s got anything for you, do you?” He 
and Edna were going into the kitchen together, until Edna remembered 
and called back hastily: 

“Oh, come in, Daisy!” 

Daisy stood, a little left out and solitary, there in the kitchen, as Billy, 
the older of the babies, climbed frantically over Elmer, demanding candy, 
and the little one toddled smilingly about. Her eyes took in all of it. She 
was impressed by the shining blue-and-white linoleum, the range with its 
nickel and enamel, the bright new woodwork. Edna was laughing and 
scolding at Elmer and the baby. Billy had made his father produce the 
candy. Daisy’s sharp little, eyes looked hungrily at the lemon drops until 
Edna remembered her. ■. , 
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He would not go up to Daisy. She had to come forward and take one of 
the lemon drops herself. She saw where Edna put the sackj in a dish high 
ill the cupboard. She hoped they would get some more before long. 

“My telescope’s out there in the car,” she reminded them, 

“Oh! Elmer, you go and get it and take it up for her,” Edna said. 

“What?” 

“Her valise — or whatever it is — out in the car.” 

“Oh, sure,” Elmer said with a cheerful grin. 

“It’s kind of an old telescope,”, Daisy said conversationally. “I guess it’s 
been used a lot. My papa used to have it. The strap broke when mama was 
fastening it this morning. We ain’t got any suitcase. I had to take this be- 
cause it was all there was in the house, and mama didn’t want to get me a 
new one.” 

Edna raised her eyebrows politely. She leaned over and pretended to spat 
the baby as he came toddling up to her, then rubbed her cheek against his 
round head with its funny fuzz of hair. 

Daisy watched solemnly. “I didn’t know both of your children was hoys. 
I thought one of ’em was a girl. That’s what there is at home now— -one boy 
and one girl.” 

“Um-hm,” Edna replied absently. “You can go up with Elmer and take 
off your things, Daisy,” she said. “You can stop and unpack your valise 
now, I guess, if you’d like to. Then you can come down and help me in the 
kitchen. You know we got you to help me,” she reminded. 

Daisy, subdued, followed Elmer up the bright new stairs. In the upper 
hall, two strips of very clean rag rug were laid over the shining yellow of 
the floor. Elmer had put her telescope in one of the bedrooms. 

“There you are!” 

She heard him go clattering down the stairs, and then a kind of murmur- 
ing and laughing in the kitchen. The back door slammed. She hurried to 
the window in time to see Elmer go striding off toward the barn. 

She looked about her room with intense curiosity. It too had a bright 
varnished floor. She had a bed all of her own — a small, old-fashioned bed, 
left from some old furnishings, that had been put in this room that had the 
pipes and the hot water tank. She had to see everything, but she had a 
stealthy look as she tiptoed about, started to open the drawers of the 
dresser, looked out of her window. She put her coat and hat on the bed. 
She would rather be down in the kitchen with Edna than unpack her tele- 
scope now. 

She guessed she would go down where the rest of them were. 

Ill 

Elmer came into the house for dinner. He brought in a cold, muddy, 
outdoor breath with him. The range was going, but the bright little kitchen 
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seemed cliillyy: with the white oilcloth on the table, the baby’s varnished 
high chair, and his little fat mottled hands. ■ 

Edna. madeta significant little face at Elmer. Daisy did not see. She. was 
standing ' back from the stove, where Edna .was at work,, looking" at the 
baby. '. 

;■ '‘He can talk pretty good, can’t he? Dwight couldn’t say anything but 
'm.am.a’ when iie was that little.”'. 

' Edna’s back was turned. She said meaningly: 

“Now, E.l.m.er’s come in for dinner," Daisy, we’IIhave to hurry." You, must 
help me get. on the dinner. You can cut bread.' and' get things mn the 
table. You must help, you know. That’s what you are supposed to do.” 

Daisy looked startled, a little scared and resentful. “Well, I don’t know 
where you keep your bread.” 

“Don’t you remember where I told you to put it this morning? Right over 
in the cabinet, in that big box. You must watch, Daisy, and learn where 
things are.” 

Elmer, a little embarrassed at the look that Edna gave him, whistled as 
he began to wash his hands at the sink. 

“How’s daddy’s old boy?” he said loudly, giving a poke at the baby’s 
chin." ■ 

As Edna passed him, she shook her head and her lips just formed, “Been 
like that all morning!” 

He grinned comprehendingly. Then both their faces became expression- 
less, 

Daisy had not exactly heard, but she looked from one to the other, silent 
and dimly wondering. The queer ache that had kept starting all through 
the morning, under her interest in Edna’s things and doings, came over her 
again. She sensed something different in the atmosphere than she had ever 
known before — some queer difference between the position of herself and 
of the two babies, a faint notion of what mama had meant when she had 
said that this would not be visiting. 

“I guess I’m going to have the toothache again,” she said faintly. 

No one seemed to hear her, 

Edna whisked off the potatoes, drained the water. . . . “You might 
bring me a dish, Daisy ” Daisy searched a long time while Edna turned 
impatiently and pointed. Edna put the rest of the things on the table her- 
self. Her young, fresh, capable mouth was tightly closed, and she was mak- 
ing certain resolutions. 

Daisy stood hesitating in the middle of the room, a scrawny, unappeal- 
ing little figure. Billy— fat, blond, in funny, dark blue union-alls— was trot- 
. ting busily about the kitchen. Daisy swooped down upon him and tried 
to bring him to the table. He set up a howl. Edna turned, looked astonished, 

“I was trying to make him come to the table,” Daisy explained weakly. 
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■ :'Tou- scared him. He isn’t used to' you. He doesn’t like it. Don’t: cry, 
Billy. The girl didn’t mean any thing.”: ■ 

''Here, daddy’ll put him in his place,” Elmer said hastily. 

Billy looked over his father’s shoulder at Daisy with suffused, resentful 
blue eyes. She did not understand it, and felt strangely at a loss. She had 
been left with Goldie and Dwight so often. She had always made Dwight 
go to the table. She had been the boss. 

Edna said in a cool, held-in voice, "Put these things on the table, Daisy.” 

They sat down. Daisy and the other children had always felt it a great 
treat to eat away from home instead of at their own scanty, hastily set table. 
They had hung around Mrs. Metzinger’s house at noon, hoping to be asked 
to stay, not offended when told that “it was time for them to run off now.” 
Her pinched little face had a hungry look as she stared at the potatoes and 
fried ham and pie. But they did not watch and urge her to have more, as 
Mrs. Metzinger did, and Mrs. Brooker when she took pity on the Switzers 
and had them there. Daisy wanted more pie. But none of them seemed to 
be taking more, and so she said nothing. She remembered what her mother 
had said, with now a faint comprehension. “You must remember you’re 
out working for other folks, and it won’t be like it is at home.” 

After dinner, Edna said, “Now you can wash the dishes, Daisy.” 

She went into the next room with the children. Daisy, as she went 
hesitatingly about the kitchen alone, could hear Edna’s low contented 
humming as she sat in there rocking, the baby in her lap. The bright kitchen 
was empty and lonely now. Through the window, Daisy could see the 
great barn looming up against the rainy sky. She hoped that they would 
drive to Edna’s mother’s soon. 

She finished as soon as she could and went into the dining room where 
Edna was sewing on the baby’s rompers. Edna went on sewing. Daisy sat 
down disconsolately. That queer low ache went all through her. She said 
in a small dismal voice : 

“I guess I got the toothache again.” 

Edna bit off a thread. 

“I had it awful hard awhile ago. Mama come pretty near taking me to 
the dentist.” 

“That’s too bad,” Edna murmured politely. But she offered no other 
condolence. She gave a little secret smile at the baby asleep on a blanket 
and a pillow in one corner of the shiny leather davenport. 

“Is Elmer going to drive into town to-morrow.?” 

“To-morrow.? I don’t suppose so.” 

“Mama couldn’t find the belt of my plaid dress and I thought if he was, 
maybe I could go along and get it. I’d like to have it,” 

Daisy’s homely mouth drooped at the corners. Her toothache did not 
seem to matter to anyone, Edna did not seem to want to see that anything 
was wrong with her. She had expected Edna to be concerned, to mention 
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remedies: But it 'wasii^t toothache,., that .strange lonesome .ache all over her. 
Maybe she was going to be terribly'- sick. Ma.ma wouldn’t come home, for 
supper to be to,.ld about it. 

, 'She saw: mam.a’s face as in that last glimpse of it— drawn with crying, and 
yet trying to. smile, under the old cleaning .cap, her hand holding her coat 
together: .. ■ ■ 

Edna glanced quickly at her. The child was so mortally unattractive, un- 
appealing even in her forlornness. Edna frowned a little, but said .kindly: 

■ I'Now. you. might take Billy -into the kitchen out of my way, Daisy, and 
amuse ;.him..” 

'‘Well, he cries when I pick him up,” Daisy said faintly. 

"He won’t cry this time. Take him out and help him play with his blocks. 
You must help me with the children, you know.” 

"Well, if hell go with me.” 

“Hell go with you, won’t he, Billy boy? Won’t you go with Daisy, 
sweetheart?” 

Billy stared and then nodded. Daisy felt a thrill of comfort as Billy put his 
little fat hand in hers and trotted into the kitchen beside her. He had the 
fattest hands, she thought. Edna brought the blocks and put the box down 
on the floor beside Daisy. 

"Now, see if you can amuse him so that I can get my sewing done.” 

“Shall you and me play blocks, Billy?” Daisy murmured. 

He nodded. Then he got hold of the box with one hand, tipped out all 
the blocks on the floor with a bang and a rattle, and looked at her with a 
pleased proud smile. 

"Oh no, Billy. You mustn’t spill out the blocks. Look, you’re too little 
to play with them. No, now — now wait! Let Daisy show you. Daisy’U build 
you something real nice — shall she?” 

He gave a solemn nod of consent. 

Daisy set out the blocks on the bright linoleum. She had never had such 
blocks as these to handle before. Dwight’s were only a few old, unmatched, 
broken ones. Her spirit of leadership came back, and she firmly put away 
that fat hand of Billy’s whenever he meddled with her building. She could 
make something really w^onderful with these blocks. 

"No, Billy, you mustn’t. See, when Daisy’s got it all done, then you can 
see w^hat the lovely building is.” 

She put the blocks together with great interest. She knew what she was 
going to make — ^it was going to be a new house; no, a new church. Just as 
she got the walls up, in came that little hand again, and then with a de- 
lighted grunt Billy swept the blocks pell-mell about the floor. At the clatter, 
he sat back, pursing his mouth, to' give an ecstatic "Ooh!” 

"Oh, Billy— you mustn’t, the building wasn’t done! Look, you’ve spoiled 
it. Now you’ve got to sit ’way off here while I try to build it over again.” 

, Billy’s look of triumph turned to surprise and then to vociferous protest 
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as Daisy picked him up and firmly transplanted him to another corner of 
the room. He set up a tremendous howl. He had never been set aside 
like that before. Edna came hurrying out. Daisy looked at Edna for justifica- 
tion^ but instinctively on the defensive. 

“Billy knocked over the blocks. He spoiled the building.’’ 

“Wah! Wah!” Billy gave loud heartbroken sobs. The tears ran down his 
fat cheeks and he held out his arms piteously toward his mother. 

“I didn't hurt him/’ Daisy said^ scared. 

,/ “Never mind, lover/’ Edna was crooning. “Of^. course he can play,; with 
his blocks. They’re Billy’s blocks, Daisy,” she said. “He doesn’t like to sit 
and see you put up buildings. He wants to play, too. See, you’ve made 
him .cry now.” ; 

“Do’ wanna stay here,” Billy wailed. 

“Well, come in with mother then.” She picked him up, wiping his tears. 

“I didn’t hurt him,” Daisy protested. 

“Well, never mind now. You can pick up the blocks and then sweep up 
the floor, Daisy. You didn’t do that when you finished the dishes. Never 
mind,” she was saying to Billy, “Pretty soon daddy’ll come in and we’ll have 
a nice ride.” 

Daisy soberly picked up the blocks and got the broom. What had she 
done to Billy He had tried to spoil her building. She always made Dwight 
keep back until she had finished. Of course it was Daisy, the oldest, who 
should lead and manage. There had been no one to hear her side. Every- 
thing was different. She winked back tears as she swept, poorly and care- 
lessly. 

Then she brightened up as Elmer came tramping up on the back porch 
and then through the kitchen. 

“Edna!” 

“She’s in there,” Daisy offered. 

“Want to go now? What! Is the baby asleep?” he asked blankly. 

Edna gave him a warning look and the door was closed. 

Daisy listened hard. She swept very softly. She could catch only a little 
of what they said— “Kind of hate to go off ... I know, but if we once 
start . . . not a thing all day . , . what we got her for . . She had no 
real comprehension of it. She hurried and put away the broom. She wanted 
to be sure and be ready to go. 

Elmer tramped out, straight past her. She saw from the window that 
he was backing the car out from the shed. She could hear Edna and Billy 
upstairs, could hear the baby cry a little as he was wakened. Maybe she 
ought to go out and get on her wraps, too. 

Elmer honked the horn. A moment later Edna came hurrying down- 
stairs, in her hat and coat, and Billy in a knitted cap and a red sweater 
crammed over his union-alls, so that he looked like a little Brownie. The 
baby had on his little coat, too. , 
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Edna called out, ‘‘Come .m and get' this 'boy, daddyT;'She did not look 
at Daisy, but .said hurriedly, “We’re -going for a, little ride, Daisy. Have you 
finished • the sweeping? Weil, then, yo.u can pick up those pieces, , in the 
dining room. We won’t be, gone so very long. When it’s a quarter past five, 
you Start the fi,re, .like I showed you this noon, and slice the potatoes that 
were left,’ and the meat. .i\nd' set the .table.” 

■ . The ho,rH- was h.o,nked again. ' ■ 

' ...“Yes! Well,' well be back, Daisy.’.Come., .lover,, daddy’s in a hurry.” 
'...Daisy stood looking after them. Billy clamored to sit beside his -daddy. 
Edna took the baby from Elmer and put him beside her on the back seat. 
There was room— half of the big back seat. There wasn’t anything, really, 
to be done at home. That was the worst of it. They just didn’t want to take 
her. They all belonged together. They didn’t want to take anyone else along. 
She was an outsider. They all— even the baby— had a freshened look of 
expectancy. , 

The engine roared — they had started; slipping on the mud of the drive, 
then forging straight ahead, around the turn, out of sight. 

IV 

She went forlornly into the dining room. The light from the windows 
was dim now in the rainy, late afternoon. The pink pieces from the baby’s 
rompers were scattered over the gay rug. She got down on her hands and 
knees, slowly picking them up, sniffing a little. She heard the Big Ben clock 
in the kitchen ticking loudly. 

That dreadful ache submerged her. No one would ask about it, no one 
would try to comfort her. Before, there had always been mama coming 
home, anxious, scolding sometimes, but worried over them if they didn’t 
feel right, caring about them. Mama and Goldie and Dwight cared about 
her — but she was away out in the country, and they were at home. She 
didn’t want to stay here, where she didn’t belong. But mama had told her 
that she must begin helping this summer. 

Her ugly little mouth contorted into a grimace of weeping. But silent 
weeping, without any tears; because she already had the cold knowledge 
that no one would notice or comfort it. 
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THE DESERT ISLANDER 

Stella Benson 

(1892-1933) 


Constantine hopefully followed the Chinese servant through the un- 
known house. He felt hopeful of success in his plan of begging this English- 
man for help, for he knew that an Englishman, alone among people of a 
different colour (as this Englishman was alone in this South China town), 
treated the helping of stray white men almost as part of the White Man s 
Burden. But even without his claim of one lonely white man upon another, 
Constantine would have felt hopeful. He knew himself to be a man of 
compelling manner in spite of his ugly, too long face, and his ugly, too 
short legs. 

As Constantine stumped in on his hobnailed soles, Mr. White — who was 
evidently not a very tactful man — said, “Oh, are you another deserter from 
the Foreign Legion?” 

“I am Constantine Andreievitch Soloviev,” said Constantine, surprised. 
He spoke and understood English almost perfectly (his mother had been 
English), yet he could not remember ever having heard the word another 
applied to himself. In fact it did not — could not possibly — so apply. There 
was only one of him, he knew. 

Of course, in a way there was some sense in what this stupid Englishman 
said. Constantine had certainly been a legionnaire in Tonkin up till last 
Thursday — his narrow pipe-clayed helmet, stiff khaki greatcoat, shabby drill 
uniform, puttees, brass buttons, and inflexible boots were all the property 
of the French Government. But the core — the pearl inside this vulgar, 
horny shell — was Constantine Andreievitch Soloviev. That made all the 
difference. 

Constantine saw that he must take this Didymus of an Englishman in 
hand at once and tell him a few exciting stories about his dangerous ad- 
ventures between the Tonkin border and this Chinese city. Snakes, tigers, 
love-crazed Chinese princesses and brigands passed rapidly through his 
mind, and he chose the last, because he had previously planned several 
impressive things to do if he should be attacked by brigands. So now, 
though he had not actually met a brigand, those plans would come in useful 
Constantine intended to write his autobiography some day when he should 
have married a rich wife and'settled down. Not only did his actual life 
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seem to him a very rare one butj.aiso, lives were so , interesting, to make up, 

Constantine was a desert islander — a spiritual Robinson Crusoe. He made 
up everything himself and lie wasted nothing* Robinson Crusoe ' 
favourite book — in fact, almost the only book he had ever read — and he 
was proud to be, like his hero, a desert islander* He actually preferred 
clothing his spirit in the skins of wild thoughts that had been the prey of 
his wits and sheltering it from the world’s weather in a leaky hut of his 
brain’s own contriving, to enjoying the good tailoring and housing that 
dwellers on the mainland call experience and education. He enjoyed being 
barbarous, he enjoyed living alone on his island, accepting nothing, imi- 
tating nothing, believing nothing, adapting himself to nothing — implacably 
home-made. Even his tangible possessions were those of a marooned man 
rather than of a civilized citizen of this well-furnished world. At this mo- 
ment his only luggage was a balalaika that he had made himself out of cigar- 
boxes, and to this he sang songs of his own composition—very imperfect 
songs. He would not have claimed that either his songs or his instrument 
were better than the songs and instruments made by song-makers and 
balalaika-makers; they were, however, much more rap turously his than any 
acquired music could have been and, indeed, in this as in almost all things, 
it simply never occurred to him to take rather than There was no 

mainland on the horizon of his desert island. 

“I am not a beggar,” said Constantine. “Until yesterday I had sixty 
piastres which I had saved by many sacrifices during my service in the 
Legion. But yesterday, passing through a dark forest of pines in the twi- 
light, about twenty versts from here, I met ” 

“You met a band of brigands,” said Mr. White. “Yes, I know . . . you all 
say that,” 

Constantine stared at him. He had not lived, a desert islander, in a 
crowded and over-civilized world without meeting many rebuffs, so this 
one did not surprise him— -did not even offend him. On the contrary, for a 
minute he almost loved the uncompromising Mr, White, as a sportsman al- 
most loves the chamois on a peculiarly inaccessible crag. This was a friend 
worth a good deal of trouble to secure, Constantine saw. He realized at 
once that the desert islander’s line here was to discard the brigands and 
to discard noble independence. 

“Very well then,” said Constantine.. “I did not meet brigands. I am a 
beggar, I started without a penny and I still have no penny. I hope you will 
give me something. That is why I have come,” He paused, drawing long 
pleased breaths through his large nose. This, he felt, was a distinctly self- 
made line of talk; it set him apart from all previous deserting legionnaires. 

Mr. White evidently thought ,so too. He gave a short grunting laugh. 
“That’s better,” he said. - > ' ■/ 

' . “These English,” thought Constantine lovingly. “They are the next best 
thing, to they originals/’ “I like you,” he added 



1241 


' THE DESERT-ISLANDER 

extravagantly, aloud. “I like;the English. I am- -so gladT found an English- 
man to beg of instead- of an American— though -an American would have 
been much richer than you are^ I expect. Still, to a beggar a little is enough. 
I dislike Americans; I dislike their women's wet finger-nails.’' 

“Wet finger-nails?” exclaimed Mr. White. “Oh, you mean their manicure 
polishes. Yes . . . they do always have wet finger-nails ... ha, ha . . . so 
they do. I should never have thought of that myself.” 

“Of course not,” said Gonstantine, genuinely surprised. “/ thought of it. 
Why should you have thought of it?” After a moment he added, “I am not 
a,,: gramophone.” 

Mr. White thought that he had said, “Have you got a gramophone?” 
and replied at once with some pleasure, “Yes, I have — it is a very precious 
companion. Are you musical? But of course you are, being Russian. I 
should be very lonciy without my daily ration of Chopin. Would you like 
some music while the servants are getting you something to eat?” 

“I should like some music,” said Constantine, “but I should not like to 
hear a gramophone. I will play you some music — some unique and only 
music on a unique and only instrument.” 

“Thank you very much,” said Mr. White, peering doubtfully through his 
glasses at the cigar-box balalaika. “What good English you speak,” he 
added, trying to divert his guest’s attention from his musical purpose. “But 
all Russians, of course, are wonderful linguists.” 

“I will play you my music,” said Constantine. “But first I must tell you 
that I do not like you to say to me, ‘Being Russian you are musical’ or ‘All 
Russians speak good English.’ To me it seems so stupid to see me as one 
of many.” 

“Each one of us is one of many,” sighed Mr. White patiently. 

'‘You, perhaps — but I, not,” said Constantine. “When you notice my 
English words instead of my thoughts it seems to me that you are listen- 
ing wrongly — you are listening to sounds only, in the same way as you 
listen to your senseless gramophone ” 

“But you haven’t heard my gramophone,” interrupted Mr. White, stung 
on his darling’s behalf. 

“What does it matter what sounds a man makes — what words he uses? 
Words are common to all men; thoughts belong to one man only.” 

Mr. White considered telling his guest to go to hell, but he said instead, 
“You’re quite a philosopher, aren’t you?” 

“I am not quite an anything,” said Constantine abruptly. “I am me. All 
people who like Chopin also say, ‘You’re quite a philosopher.’ ” ^ 

“Now you’re generalizing, yourself,” said Mr. White, clinging to his 
good temper. “Exactly what you’ve just complained of my doing.” 

“Some people are general,” said Gonstantine. “Now I will play you my 
music, and you will admit, that it is. not one of many musics.” 

He sang a song with Russian words. wH did not under- 
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stand. As a matter of fact^ such was ' Constantine s horror of imitating that 
the words of his song' were just a list of the names of the diseases of horses^ 
learned, while Xonstantine was a veterinary surgeon in the Ukraine. His 
voice was certainly peculiar to himself;, it was' hoarse — so hoarse that one 
feit asdf a light cough or .a discreet blowing of that long nose would clear 
the hoarseness away; it was veiled, as though heard from behind an inter- 
vening stillness;' yet with all its hoarseness and 'insonorousness, it "was 
flexible,'" alive, '.and exciting. His instrument had the same quality of quiet 
ugliness and oddity ; it was almost enchanting. It was as if an animal— say, 
a goat— had found a way to control its voice into a crude goblin concord. 

“That’s my music,” said Constantine. “Do you like it 

“Frankly,” said Mr. White, “I prefer Chopin ” 

“On the gramophone?” 

“On-' the. gramophone.” 

“Yet one is a thing you never heard before and will never hear again— 
and the other is a machine that makes the same sound for millions.” 

“I don’t care”' ' 

Constantine chewed his upper lip for a minute, thinking this over. Then 
he shook himself. “Nevertheless, I like you,” he said insolently. “You are 
almost a persoii. Would you like me to tell you about my life, or would 
you rather I explained to you my idea about Zigzags?” 

“I would rather see you eat a good meal,” said Mr. White, roused to a 
certain cordiality — as almost all Anglo-Saxons are— by the opportunity of 
dispensing food and drink. 

“I can tell you my Zigzag idea while I eat,” said Constantine, leading the 
way towards the table at the other end of the room. “Are you not eating 
■' too'?'”.''.. ■ ■ ' ' . . 

“I’m not in the habit of eating a meat meal at ten o’clock at night.” 

“Is ^not being in the habit’ a reason for not doing it now?” 

“To me it is.” 

“Oh— oh— 0 / 2 — I wish I were like you,” said Constantine vehemently. “It 
is so tiring being me — having no guide. I do like you.” 

“Help yourself to spinach,” said Mr. White crossly. 

“Now shall I tell you my Zigzag idea?” 

“If you can eat as well as talk.” 

Constantine was exceedingly hungry; he bent low over his plate, though 
he sat sideways to the table, facing Mr. White, ready to launch a frontal 
attack of talk. His mouth was too full for a moment to allow him to begin 
to speak, but quick, agonized glances out of his black eyes implored his 
host to be silent till his lips should be ready. “You know,” he said, swallow- 
ing hurriedly, “I always think of a zigzag as going downwards, I draw it 
in the air, jq • . . a straight , holiest line, then— see — a diagonal subtle line 
'\cuts the air aWay from under it— so . .v-Do you see what I mean? I will 
■call the zig i'tQ, and ’.the zag k from. No#-—-” ’ - '' 
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is one of your legs fatter than the other?” asked Mr. White. 

“It is bandaged. Now, I think of this zigzag as a diagram of human 
minds. Always human minds are zigs or zags—a to or a /row— the brave 
is straight, so . , . the cleverer, crueller zag cuts away below. So are 
men’s- — 

“But why is it bandaged?” / 

“It was kicked by a horse. Well, so are men’s understandings. Here I 
draw the simple, faithful understanding — and here — zag — the easy, clever 
understanding that sees through the simple faith. Now below that— -see— 
zig once more — the wise, the serene, and now a zag contradicts once more; 
diis is the cynic who knows all answers to serenity. Then below, once 
more 

“May I see your leg?” asked Mr. White. “I was in an ambulance unit 
during the war.” 

“Oh, what is this talk of legs ?” cried Constantine. “Legs are all the same; 
they belong to millions. All legs are made of blood and bone and muscle — 
all vulgar things. Your ambulance cuts ofl legs, mends legs, fits bones to- 
gether, corks up blood. It treats men like bundles of bones and blood. This 
is so dull. Bodies are so dull. Minds are the only onliness in men.” 

Wes,” said Mr. White. “But minds have to have legs to walk about on. 
Let me see your leg.” 

“Very well, then, let us talk of legs. We have at least legs in common, 
you and I.” 

“Hadn’t you got more sense than to put such a dirty rag round an open 
wound?” 

“It is not dirty; it is simply of a grey colour. I washed it in a rice field.” 
Constantine spoke in a muffled voice from somewhere near his knee-cap, 
for he was now bent double, wholeheartedly interested in his leg. “I 
washed the wound too, and three boils which are behind my knee. This 
blackness is not dirt; it is a blackness belonging to the injury.” 

Mr. White said nothing, but he rose to his feet as though he had heard a 
call. Constantine, leaving his puttee in limp coils about his foot like a dead 
snake, went on eating. He began to talk again about the zigzag while he 
stuffed food into his mouth, but he stopped talking soon, for Mr. White 
was walking up and down the long room ‘and not pretending to listen. 
Constantine, watching his host restively pacing the far end of the room, 
imagined that he himself perhaps smelled disagreeable, for this was a 
constant fear of his — that his body should play his rare personality this 
horrid trick. “What is the matter?” he asked anxiously, with a shamed 
look. “Why are you so far?” 

Mr. White’s lazy, mild manner was quite changed. His voice seemed to 
burst out of seething irritation. “It’s a dam nuisance just now. It couldn’t 
happen at a worse time. I’ve a great deal of work to do — and this fighting 
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“What is so dam?’', asked Constantine, his be wildennent.,. affecting.'. his 
./'Englisk' 

‘I’ll' tell; you . what, ’’ said Mr. White,., standing in front of Constantine 
with his feet ¥/ide apart and speaking in an angry voice. “You’re going to 
bed now in my attic, and to^morrowat daylight you’re going to be waked 
up and driven down in my car, by me (damn it!) to Lao-chow, to the 
hospital— a two days’ drive — three hundred miles — over the' worst roads 
you eversaw.” ; ' ■ ■ 

Constantine’s heart gave a sickening lurch. “Why to hospital? You think 
my leg' is dangerous?” ' ' 

“If I know anything of legs,” said Mr. White rather brutally, “the doctor 
won’t let you keep that one an hour longer than he has to.” 

Constantine’s mouth began instantly to tremble so much that he could 
scarcely speak. He thought^ “I shall die — I shall die like this — of a stupid 
black leg— this valuable lonely me wiU die.” He glared at Mr. White, hungry 
for consolation. “He isn’t valuable— he’s one of many ... of course he 
could easily be brave.” 

Mr, White, once more indolent and indifferent, led the little Russian to 
the attic and left him there. As soon as Constantine saw the white sheets 
neatly folded back, the pleasant blue rugs squarely set upon the floor, the 
open wardrobe fringed with hangers, he doubted whether, after all, he did 
value himself so much. For in this neat room he felt betrayed by this body 
of his — this unwashed, unshaven, tired body, encased in coarse dirty 
clothes, propped on an offensive, festering leg. He decided to take all his 
clothes off, even though he had no other garment with him to put on; he 
would feel more appropriate to the shiny linen in his own shiny skin, 
he thought. He would have washed, but his attention was diverted as he 
pulled his clothes off by the wound on his leg. Though it was not very 
painful, it made him nearly sick with disgust now. Every nerve in his body 
seemed on tiptoe, alert to feel agony, as he studied the wound. He saw that 
a new sore place was beginning, well above the knee. With only his shirt 
on, he rushed downstairs, and in at the only lighted doorway. “Look — 
look,” he cried. “A new sore place. . . . Does this mean the danger is 
greater even than we thought.?” 

Mr. White, in neat blue-and-white pyjamas, was carefully pressing a tie 
in a tie-press. Constantine had never felt so far away from a human being 
in his life as he felt on seeing the tie-press, tliose pyjamas, those mono- 
grammed silver brushes, that elastic apparatus for reducing exercises that 
hung upon the door. 

. , . “Oh, go to bed,” said Mr. White irascibly. “For God’s sake, show a little 

Constantine was back in his attic before he thought, “I ought to have 
said,/For-,Gdd's:sake, show a little #o??$ense 'yourself.’ Sense is so vulgat”: 
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Sense, however^ was to drive him three hundred miles to safety, next 
day.'^ 

All night the exhausted Constantine, sleeping only for a few minutes at 
a time, dreamed trivial, broken dreams about establishing his own 
superiority, finding, for instance, that he had after all managed to bring 
with him a suitcase full of clean, fashionable clothes, or noticing that his 
host was wearing a filthy bandage round his neck instead of a tie. 

Constantine was asleep when Mr. White, fully dressed, woke him next 
morning. A clear, steely light was slanting in at the window. Constantine 
was always fully conscious at the second of waking, and he was im- 
mediately horrified to see Mr. White looking expressionlessly at the 
disorderly heap of dirty clothes that he had thrown in disgust on the floor 
the night before. Trying to divert his host’s attention, Constantine put on 
a merry and courageous manner. ‘‘Well, how is the weather for our motor- 
car jaunt?” 

“It could hardly be worse,” said Mr. White placidly. “Sheets of rain. God 
knows what the roads will be like.” 

“Well, we are lucky to have roads at all, in this benighted China ” 

“I don’t know about that. If there weren’t any roads we shouldn’t be 
setting oflE on this beastly trip.” 

“I shall be ready in two jiffies,” said Constantine, springing naked out of 
bed and shuffling his dreadful clothes out of Mr. White’s sight. “But just 
tell me,” he added as his host went through the door, “why do you drive 
three hundred miles on a horrible wet day just to take a perfect stranger — 
a beggar too — to hospital?” (He thought, “Now he must say something 
showing that he recognizes my value.”) 

“Because I can’t cut off your leg myself,” said Mr. White gloomily, 
Constantine did not press his question because this new reference to the 
cutting off of legs set his nerves jangling again; his hands trembled so that 
he could scarcely button his clothes. Service in the Foreign Legion, though 
it was certainly no suitable adventure for a rare and sensitive man, had 
never obliged him to face anything more frightening than non-appreciation, 
coarse food, and stupid treatment. None of these things could humiliate 
him — on the contrary, all confirmed him in his persuasion of his own value. 
Only the thought of being at the mercy of his body could humiliate the 
excited and glowing spirit of Constantine, Death was the final, most loath- 
some triumph of the body; death meant dumbness and decay— yet even 
death he could have faced courageously could he have been flattered to its 
very brink. 

The car, a ramshackle Ford, stood in the rain on the bald gravel of the 
compound, as Constantine, white with excitement, limped out through the 
front door. His limp, though not consciously assumed, had developed only 
since last night. His whole leg now felt dangerous, its skin shrinking and 
tingling. Constantine looked into the car. In the back seat sat Mr. White’s 
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coolicj clasping a conspicuously neat little white canvas kit-bag with leather 
straps. The kit-bag held Constantine’s eye and attacked his self-respect as 
the tie-press had attacked and haunted him the night before. Every one of 
his host’s possessions was like a perfectly well-balanced, indisputable state- 
ment in a world of fevered conjecture. “And a camp-bed — so nicely rolled,” 
said Constantine, leaning into the car, fascinated' and humiliated. “But only 
one, ■ ■ 

■ “I have, only .one,” said Mr. White. 

“And you are bringing it — for me?” said Constantine, looking at him 
ardently, overjoyed at this tribute. 

“I am bringing it for myself,” said Mr, White with his unamused and 
short-sighted smile. “I am assuming that a legion?iake is used to sleeping 
rough. I’m not. I’m rather fixed in my habits and I have a horror of the 
arrangements in Chinese inns.” 

“He is morally brave,” thought Constantine, though, for the first time, it 
occurred to him how satisfactory it would be to slap his host’s face. “A 
man less brave would have changed his plans about the camp-bed at once 
and said, “For you, my dear man, of course — why not?” Constantine chat- 
tered nervously as he took his seat in the car next to his host, the driver. “I 
feel such admiration for a man who can drive a motor-car. I adore the 
machine when it does not— like the gramophone— trespass on matters out- 
side its sphere. The machine’s sphere is space, you see — ^it controls space — 
and that is so admirable — even when the machine is so very unimpressive 
as this one. Mr. White, your motor-car is very unimpressive indeed. Are 
you sure it will run three hundred miles?” 

“It always seems to,” said Mr. White. “I never do anything to it except 
pour petrol, oil, and water into , the proper openings. I am completely mi- 
mechanical.” 

“You cannot be if you work a gramophone.” 

“You seem to have my gramophone on your mind. To me it doesn’t 
answer the purpose of a machine — it simply is Chopin, to me.” 

Constantine stamped his foot in almost delighted irritation, for this made 
him feel a god beside this groundling. After a few minutes of self- 
satisfaction, however, a terrible thought invaded him. He became obsessed 
with an idea that he had left fleas in his bed in Mr. White’s attic. That 
smug, immaculate Chinese servant would see them when he made the bed, 
and on Mr. White’s return would say, “That foreign soldier left fleas in our 
attic bed.” How bitterly did Constantine wish that he had examined the 
bed carefully before leaving the room, or alternatively, that he could invent 
some elaborate lie that would prevent Mr. White from believing this revolt- 
ing accusation.. Constantine’s mind, already racked with the fear of pain 
and death and with the agony of his impotence to impress his companion, 
became overcast with the hojpeiessness.and remorselessness of everything. 
Everything despairing seemed' a fact beyond dispute; everything hopeful, a 
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mere dream. His growing certainty about the fleas, the persistence of the 
rain, combined with the leakiness of the car’s side-curtains, the skiddiness 
of the road, the festering of his leg, the thought of the surgeons saw, the 
perfection of that complacent kit-bag in the back seat, with the poor cigar- 
box balalaika tinkling beside it, the overstability and overrightness of his 
friend in need — there was not one sweet or flattering thought to which his 
poor trapped mind could turn. 

The absurdly inadequate bullock-trail only just served the purpose of a 
road for the Ford. The wheels slid about, wrenching themselves from 
groove to groove. Constantine’s comment on the difficulties of the road 
^was silenced by a polite request on the part of Mr. White. “I can’t talk 
while Fm driving, if you don’t mind. Fm not a good driver, and I need all 
my attention, especially on such a bad road.” 

“I will talk and you need not answer. That is my ideal plan of conversa- 
tion. I will tell you why I joined the Foreign Legion. You must have been 
wondering about this. It will be a relief for me from my misfortunes, to 
talk.” 

“I’d rather not, if you don’t mind,” said his host serenely. 

“Mean old horse,” thought Constantine passionately, his heart contract- 
ing with offence. “It is so English to give away nothing but the bare, bald, 
stony fact of help — no decorations of graciousnesses and smilings. A Rus- 
sian would be a much poorer helper, but a how much better friend.” 

The car ground on. Constantine turned over again and again in his mind 
the matter of the fleas. The wet ochre-and-green country of South China 
streamed unevenly past, the neat, complex shapes of rice fields altering, 
disintegrating and re-forming, like groups in a country dance* Abrupt horns 
of rock began piercing through the flat rain-striped valley, and these, it 
seemed, were the heralds of a mountain range that barred the path of the 
travellers, for soon cliffs towered above the road. A village which clung to 
a slope at the mouth of a gorge was occupied by soldiers. “This is where 
our troubles begin,” said Mr. White peacefully. The soldiers were indolent, 
shabby, ineffectual-looking creatures, scarcely distinguishable from coolies, 
but their machine-guns, straddling mosquito-like about the forlorn village 
street, looked disagreeably wideawake and keen. Constantine felt as if his 
precious heart were the cynosure of all the machine-guns’ waspish glances, 
as the car splashed between them. “Is this safe.?^” he asked. “Motoring 
through a Chinese war.?” 

“Not particularly,” smiled Mr. White; “But it’s safer than neglecting that 
leg of yours.” 

Constantine uttered a small, shrill, nervous exclamation— half a curse, 
“Is a man nothing more than a leg to you.?” . 

As he spoke, from one side of the. gorge along which they v/ere now 
driving, a rifle shot cracked, like the breaking of a taut wire. Its echoes 
were overtaken by the sputtering of more shots from a higher crag. 
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Constantine had been tensely held for just .sucli an attack: ^ courage 

as this—and yet he was not ready ior it. His .body moved' instantly , by itself, 
without consulting his self-respect; it flung its arms round Mr. White. The 
car, thus immobilized at its source of energy, swerved, skidded, and stood 
still askew upon the trail. Constantine, sweating violently, recalled his pride 
and reassembled his sprawling arms. Mr. White said nothing, but he looked 
with a cold benevolence into Constantine’s face and shook his head .slightly. 
Then he started the car again and drove on in silence. There was no more 
firing. 

“Oh, oh, I do tvish you had been a little bit frightened too,” said 
Constantine, clenching his fists. He was too much of a desert islander to 
deny his own fright, as a citizen of the tradition-ruled mainland might 
have denied it. Brave or afraid, Constantine was his own creation; he had 
made himself, he would stand or fall by this self that he had made. It was 
indeed, in a way, more interesting to have been afraid than to have been 
brave. Only, unfortunately, this exasperating benefactor of his did not 
think so. 

The noon-light was scarcely brighter than the light of early morning. 
The unremitting rain slanted across the grey air. Trees, skies, valleys, 
mountains, seen through the rain-spotted windshield, were like a distorted, 
stippled landscape painted by a beginner who has not yet learned to wring 
living colour from his palette. However, sun or no sun, noontime it was at 
last, and Mr. White, drawing his car conscientiously to the side of the 
bullock trail, as if a procession of Rolls-Royces might be expected to pass, 
unpacked a neat jigsaw puzzle of a sandwich-box. 

“I brought a few caviare sandwiches for you,” he said gently: “I know 
Russians like caviare.” 

“Are your sandwiches then made of Old England’s Rosbif.?” asked 
Constantine crossly, for it seemed to him that this man used nothing but 
collective nouns. 

“No; of bloater paste.” 

They said nothing more but munched in a rather sullen silence. 
Constantine had lost his desire to tell Mr. White why he had joined the 
Foreign Legion—or to tell him anything else, for that matter. There was 
something about Mr. White that destroyed the excitement of telling 
ingenious lies — or even the common truth; and this something Constantine 
resented more and more, though he was uncertain how to define it. Mr. 
White leaned over the steering-wheel and covered his eyes with his hands, 
for driving tired him. The caviare, and his host’s evident weariness, irritated 
Constantine more and more; these things seemed like a crude insistence 
on his increasing obligation. “I suppose you are tired of the very sight of 
me,” he felt impelled to say bitterly. 

, “No, no,” said Mr. White politely, but indifferently. “Don’t worry about 
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' ‘'Whether my kg' is ■off ' or on--whether I -die in agony or will all 

be the same a hundred years hence, I suppose you would say,’’ said Con- 
stantine, morbidly goading his companion into repeating this insult to the 
priceless mystery of personality. 

“My good man, I can’t do more than I am doing about your leg, can I?” 
said Mr. White irritably, as he restarted the car. , 

“A million times more—a million times more,” thought Constantine 
hysterically, but with an effort he said nothing. 

As the wet evening light smouldered to an ashen twilight, they drove 
into Mo-ming, which was to be their night’s stopping-place. Outside the 
city wall they were stopped by soldiers; for Mo-ming w^as being defended 
against the enemy’s advance. After twenty minutes’ talk in the clanking 
Cantonese tongue, the two white men were allowed to go through the city 
gate on foot, leaving the Ford in a shed outside, in the care of Mr. White’s 
coolie. Mr. White carried his beautiful little kit-bag and expected Con- 
stantine to carry the camp-bed. 

“What — and leave my balalaika in the car.?” protested Constantine 
childishly. 

“I think it would be safe,” said Mr. White, only faintly ironic. “Hurry 
up. I must go at once and call on the general in charge here. I don’t want 
to have my car commandeered.” 

Constantine limped along behind him, the camp-bed on one shoulder, 
the balalaika faintly tinkling under his arm. They found the inn in the 
centre of a tangle of looped, frayed, untidy streets — a box-like gaunt house, 
one corner of which was partly ruined, for the city had been bombarded 
that day. The inn, which could never have been a comfortable place, was 
wholly disorganized by its recent misfortune; most of the servants had 
fled, and the innkeeper was entirely engrossed in counting and piling up 
on the verandah his rescued possessions from the wrecked rooms. An im- 
pudent little boy, naked down to the waist — the only remaining servant — 
showed Mr. White and Constantine to the only room the inn could offer. 

“One room between us.?” cried Constantine, thinking of his shameful, 
possibly verminous, clothes and his unwashed body. He felt unable to bear 
the idea of unbuttoning even the greasy collar of his tunic within sight 
of that virgin-new kit-bag. Its luminous whiteness would seem in the night 
like triumphant civilization’s eye fixed upon the barbarian — ^like the smug 
beam of a lighthouse glowing from the mainland upon that uncouth 
obstruction, a desert island. “I’m not consistent,” thought Constantine. 
“That’s my trouble. I ought to be proud of being dirty. At least that is a 
home-made condition.” 

“Yes — one room between us,” said Mn White tartly. “We must do the 
best we can. You look after things here, will you, while I go and see the 
general and make the car safe.”. 

Left alone, Constantine decided not to take off any clothes at all— even 
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his coa.rse greatcoat — ^but to say .that he had, fever, a,'Ild^ ■needed all the 
warmth' he could get. No soo,ner had he come, to, this decision, than he, felt.' 
convinced that he actually was feverish; his head and, his injured leg ached 
and throbbed as though all the hot .blood , in his body had concentrated, hi' 
those two regions, while ice ' seemed to settle rou.nd, his heart and loins. 
The room was dreary and very sparsely furnished with an ugly, too, high 
table and rigid chairs, to match. The beds, were simply recesses in the wall, 
draped ' ,wit,h dirty, ,mud-brown mosquito-veils.,. .Constantine,, however, 
s.tep.ped more brave.Iy into. this. hard, matted coffin than he, had into ,Mr. 
White’s clean attic bed. As he lay down, his leg burned and throbbed 
more fiercely than ever, and he began to imagine the amputation— -the 
blood, the yawning of the flesh, the scraping of the saw upon the bone. 
His imagination did not supply an anaesthetic. Fever came upon him now 
in good earnest; he shook so much that his body seemed to jump like a fish 
upon the unyielding matting, he seemed to breathe in heat, without being 
able to melt the ice in his bones. Yet he remained artistically conscious all 
the time of his plight, and even exaggerated the shivering spasms of his 
limbs. He was quite pleased to think that Mr. White would presently re- 
turn and find him in this condition, and so be obliged to be interested and 
compassionate. Yet as he heard Mr. White’s heavy step on the stair, poor 
Constantine’s eye fell on the fastidious white kit-bag, and he suddenly 
remembered all his fancies and fears about vermin and smells. By the time 
Mr. White was actually standing over him, Constantine was convinced 
that the deepest loathing was clearly shown on that superior, towering 
face. 

“I can’t help it — I can’t help it,” cried Constantine, between his chatter- 
ing teeth. 

Mr. White seemed to ignore the Russian’s agitation. “I think the car’ll be 
all right now,” he said. “I left the coolie sleeping in it, to make sure. The 
general was quite civil and gave me a permit to get home; but it seems it’s 
utterly impossible for us to drive on to Lao-chow. Fighting on the road 
is particularly hot, and the bridges are all destroyed. The enemy have 
reached the opposite side of the river, and they’ve been bombarding the 
city all day. I told the general about your case; he suggests you go by river 
in a sampan down to Lao-chow to-morrow. You may be fired on just as you 
leave the city, but nothing to matter, I dare say. After that, you’d be all 
right — the river makes a stiff bend south here, and gets right away from the 
country they’re fighting over. It would take you only about eighteen hours 
to Lao-chow, going down stream. I’ve already got a sampan for you. . . . 
Oh, Lord, isn’t this disgusting.?” he added, looking round the dreadful 
room and wrinkling his nose. “How I loathe this kind of thing!” 

“I can't help it. I can’t help it.” Constantine began first to moan and then 
to cry. He was by now in great pain, and he did not try to control his 
distress. It passed through his mind that crying was the last thing a stupid 
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Englishman would ' expect of ' a far so good^ therefo're— he 

was a desert islander even in his degradation. 'Yet he loathedTiimself;' all 
his morbid fears of being offensive were upon him, and the unaccustomed 
exercise of crying, combined with the fever, nauseated him. Mr. White, 
still wearing his expression of repugnance, came to his help, loosened that 
greasy collar, lent a handkerchief, ordered some refreshing hot Chinese 
tea. ■ ■ • 

“You should have known me in Odessa,” gasped Constantine in an 
Interval between his paroxysms. “Three of the prettiest women in the town 
were madly in love with me. You know me only at my worst.” 

Mr. White, soaking a folded silk handkerchief in cold water, before 
laying it on Constantine’s burning forehead, did not answer. He unrolled 
the pillow from his camp-bed and put it under Constantine’s head. As he 
did so, he recoiled a little, but after a second’s hesitation, he pushed the 
immaculate little pillow into place with a heroic firmness. 

“I wore only silk next the skin then,” snuffled Constantine. The fever 
rose in a wave in his brain, and he shouted curses upon his cruelly perfect 
friend. 

Mr. White lay only intermittently on his camp-bed that night. He was 
kept busy making use of his past experience as a member of an ambulance 
unit. Only at daylight he slept for an hour or so. 

Constantine, awakened from a short sleep by the sound of firing outside, 
lay on his side and watched Mr. White’s relaxed, sleeping face. The fever 
had left Constantine, and he was now sunk in cold, limp depression and 
fear. Luckily, he thought, there was no need to stir, for certainly he could 
not be expected — a sick man — to set forth in a sampan through such dan- 
gers as the persistent firing suggested. At least in this inn he knew the 
worst, he thought wearily, and his companion knew the worst too. “I will 
not leave him,” Constantine vowed, “until I have somehow cured him of 
these frightful memories of me — somehow amputated his memory of me. 
. . He lay watching his companion’s face — ^hating it — obscurely wishing 
that those eyes, which had seen the worst during this loathsome night, 
might remain for ever shut. 

Mr. White woke up quite suddenly. “Good Lord!” he said, peering at his 
watch. “Nearly seven. I told the sampan man to be at the foot of the steps 
at daylight.” 

“Are you mad.?” asked Constantine shrilly. “Listen to the firing— quite 
near. Besides— Fm a very sick man, as you should know by now, I couldn’t 
even walk — much less dodge through a crowd of Chinese assassins ” 

Mr. White, faintly whistling Chopin, laboriously keeping his temper, 
left the room, and could presently be heard hee-hawing in the Chinese 
language on the verandah to the hee-hawing innkeeper. 

When he came back, he said, “The sampaneer’s there, waiting— only too 
anxious to get away from the bombing they're expecting to-day. He’s tied 
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up only about a hundred yards, away.. Toulb be ■beyond- 'reach; of ^ 
firing as soon as youVe round ..the. bend.. Hurry. -.up, man;,' the sooner you 
get down to hospital, and I get off .on .the"road".homc5, the, better ...for' us 
both.*' 

Constantine, genuinely exhausted after his miserable night, did not speak, 
but lay with his eyes shut' and 'his, face obstinately turned, to the. walk He 
certainly felt too ill to be brave or to face the crackling dangers of the 
battle-ridden streets, but he was conscious of no plan except a determina- 
tion to be as obstructive as he could — to assert at least this ignoble power 
over his tyrant. 

''Get up, you damn fool,'b shouted Mr. White, suddenly plucking the 
pillow from under the sick man’s head, “or Hi drag you down to the river 
by the scruff of your dirty neck.” 

Dirty neck! Instantly Constantine sat up— hopeless now of curing this 
man's contempt, full of an almost unendurable craving to be far away 
from him — to wipe him from his horizon—to be allowed to imagine him 
dead. Invigorated by this violent impulse, he rolled out of bed and sullenly 
watched Mr. White settle up with the innkeeper and take a few packages 
out of that revoltingly refined kit-bag. 

“A small tin of water-biscuits, ” said Mr. White, almost apologetically, 
“and the remains of the bloater paste. It’s all I have with me, but it ought 
to keep you alive till you get to Lao-chow to-morrow morning. . . . I’ll 
see you down to the river first and then pick up these things.” He spoke 
as if he were trying to make little neat plans still against this disorderly 
and unwonted background. He brushed his splashed coat with a silver 
clothes-brush, wearing the eagerly safe expression Constantine had seen on 
his face as he bent over the tie-press the night before last. The orderly man 
was trying to maintain his quiet impersonal self-respect amid surroundings 
that humiliated him. Even Constantine understood vaguely that his attacker 
was himself being attacked. “Well, I’ve done my best,” added Mr. White, 
straightening his back after buckling the last strap of the kit-bag, and 
looking at Constantine with an ambiguous, almost appealing look. 

They left the inn. The steep street that led down to the river between 
mean, barricaded shops was deserted. The air of it was outraged by the 
whipping sound of rifle fire — echoes clanked sharply from wall to wall. 

“It is not safe — it is not safe,” muttered Constantine, suddenly standing 
rooted, feeling that his next step must, bring him into the path of a bullet. 

“It’s safer than a gangrenous leg.” With his great hand, Mr. White seized 
the little Russian’s arm and dragged him almost gaily down the steps. 
Constantine was by now so. hopelessly mired in humiliation that he did 
not even try to disguise his terron He hung back like a rebellious child, but 
he was tweaked and twitched along, stumbling behind his rescuer. He was 
pressed into the little boat. “Here,, take the biscuits — ^good-bye — ^good 
luck,” shouted: Mfi;, White, and a.-sinik-qf 'gaiety .broke out at last upon 
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hiS face.', -The. ;strip, ;' of rainy; ait:- and 'Water. widened, betwe,eii ;the .two 
■friends.,' ■, ■ ■ ■■ 

1‘Strike him dead, God!” said Constantine. 

The smile did not fade at once from the Englishman’s face, as his legs 
curiously crumpled into a kneeling position. He seemed trying to kneeron 
air; he clutched at his breast with one hand while the other hand still 
waved good-bye; he turned his alert, smiling face towards Constantine as 
though he were going to say again-^Good-bye— good luck.” Then he fell, 
head downward, on the steps, the bald crown of his head just dipping into 
the water. Mud was splashed over the, coat he had brushed only five 
minutes before., .■, 

There was a loud outcry from the sampan man and his wife. They 
seemed to be calling Constantine’s already riveted attention to the fallen 
man — still only twenty yards away; they seemed uncertain whether he 
would now let them row yet more quickly away, as they desired, or insist 
on returning to the help of his friend. 

“Row on— row on,” cried Constantine in Russian and, to show them 
what he meant, he snatched up a spare pole and tried to increase the speed 
of the boat as it swerved into the current. Spaces of water were broadening 
all about the desert islander — home on his desert island again at last. As 
Constantine swayed over the pole, he looked back over his shoulder and 
flaunted his head, afraid no more of the firing now that one blessed bullet 
had carried away unpardonable memory out of the brain of his friend. 


BIG BLONDE 

Dorothy Parker 

(1893- ) 


Hazel morse was a large, fair woman of the type that incites some men 
when they use the word “blonde” to click their tongues and wag their 
heads roguishly. She prided herself upon her small feet and suffered for her 
vanity, boxing them in snub-toed,, high-heeled slippers of the shortest bear- 
able size. The curious things about her were her hands, strange termina- 
tions to the flabby white arms splattered with, pale tan spots— long, quiver- 
ing hands with deep and convex nails.. She should not have disfigured them 
with little jevyels.y 
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She was not a womaa given to recollections. At her middle thirties, her 
old,, days 'were a blurred .and flickering sequence, an imperfect film, dealing 
with the actions of strangers. 

: In her,: twenties, after .the deferred death of a liazy widowed' mother, she 
had: been employed as a model in a wholesale dress establishment— it was 
, still the. day of the big woman, and she was^ then prettily colored and 
erect and^Ligh-breasted. Her job was not onerous, and she met numbers of 
men', and spent numbers of evenings with them, laughing, at their .jokes, and 
telling them she loved their neckties. Men liked her, and she took .it for 
granted that the liking of many men was a desirable thing. Popularity 
seemed to her to be worth all the work that had to be put into its achieve- 
meiit. Men liked you because you were fun, and when they liked you they 
took you out, and there you were. So, and successfully, she was fun. She 
was a good sport. Men like a good sport. 

No other form of diversion, simpler or more complicated, drew her 
attention. She never pondered if she might not be better occupied doing 
something else. Her ideas, or, better, her acceptances, ran right along with 
those of the other substantially built blondes in whom she found her 
friends. 

When she had been working in the dress establishment some years she 
met Herbie Morse. He w^as thin, quick, attractive, with shifting lines about 
his shiny, browm eyes and a habit of fiercely biting at the skin around his 
finger nails. He drank largely; she found that entertaining. Her habitual 
greeting to him was an illusion to his state of the previous night. 

“Oh, what a peach you had/’ she used to say, through her easy laugh. 
“I thought rd die, the way you kept asking the waiter to dance wdth 
■"■.yo'u.”" . 

She liked him immediately upon their meeting. She \vas enormously 
amused at his fast, slurred sentences, his interpolations of apt phrases from 
vaudeville acts and comic strips; she thrilled at the feel of his lean arm 
tucked firm beneath the sleeve of her coat; she wanted to touch the wet, 
flat surface of his hair. He was as promptly drawn to her. They were 
married six weeks after they had met. 

She was delighted at the idea of being a bride; coquetted with it, played 
upon it. Other offers of marriage she had had, and not a few of them, but 
it happened that they were all from stout, serious men who had visited the 
dress establishment as buyers; men from Des Moines and Houston and 
Chicago and, in her phrase, even funnier places. There was always some- 
thing immensely comic to her in the thought of living elsewhere than New 
York. She could not regard as iserious proposals that she share a Western 
..•residence. - . : ■ . ■ ■. ■ ■ 

* She wanted to be married. She was nearing thirty now, and she did not 
^ take the years well She spread and softened^ and her darkening hair turned 
her to inexpert dabblings with, peroxide. There were times when she had 
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little flashes of fear about her job. And she had had a couple of thousand 
evenings of being a good sport among her male acquaintances. She had 
come to be more conscientious than spontaneous about it. 

Herbie earned enough, and they took a little apartment far uptowii. 
There was a Mission-furnished dining room with a hanging central light 
globed in liver-colored glass; in the living room were an “overstuffed 
suite,” a Boston fern, and a reproduction of the Henner Magdalene with 
the red hair and the blue draperies; the bedroom was in gray enamel and 
old rose, with Herbie’s photograph on Hazel’s dressing table and Hazel’s 
likeness on Herbie’s chest of drawers. 

She cooked — and she was a good cook — and marketed and chatted with 
the delivery boys and the colored laundress. She loved the flat, she loved 
her life, she loved Herbie. In the first months of their marriage she gave 
him all the passion she was ever to know. 

She had not realized how tired she was. It was a delight, a new game, 
a holiday, to give up being a good sport. If her head ached or her arches 
throbbed, she complained piteously, babyishly. If her mood was quiet, she 
did not talk. If tears came to her eyes, she let them fall. 

She fell readily into the habit of tears during the first year of her mar- 
riage. Even in her good sport days she had been known to weep lavishly 
and disinterestedly on occasion. Her behavior at the theater was a stand- 
ing joke. She could weep at anything in a play— tiny garments, love both 
unrequited and mutual, seduction, purity, faithful servitors, wedlock, the 
triangle. ' 

“There goes Haze,” her friends would say, watching her. “She’s off 
again.”'' ^ 

Wedded and relaxed, she poured her tears freely. To her who had 
laughed so much, crying was delicious. All sorrows became her sorrows; 
she was Tenderness. She would cry long and softly over newspaper ac- 
counts of kidnaped babies, deserted wives, unemployed men, strayed cats, 
heroic dogs. Even when the paper was no longer before her, her mind 
revolved upon these things and the drops slipped rhythmically over her 
plump cheeks. 

“Honestly,” she would say to Herbie, “all the sadness there is in the 
world when you stop to think about it!” 

“Yeah,” Herbie would say. 

She missed nobody. The old crowd, the people who had brought her and 
Flerbie together, dropped from their lives, lingeringly at first. When she 
thought of this at all it was only to consider it fitting. This was marriage. 
This was peace. 

But the thing was that Herbie was not amused. 

For a time he had enjoyed being alone with her. He found the voluntary 
isolation novel and sweet.. Then it palled with a ferocious suddenness. It 
was as if one night, sitting with her in the steam-heated living room, he 
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would ask no more; and the next night he was through and done with the 
whole thing. 

He became annoyed by her misty melancholies. At first, when he came 
home to find her softly tired and moody, he kissed her neck and patted her 
shoulder and begged her to tell her Herbie what was wrong. She loved 
that. But time slid by, and he found that there w-as never anything really, 
personally, the matter. 

“Ah, for God’s sake,” he w^ould say. “Crabbing again. All right, sit here 
and crab your head off. Fm going out.” 

And he ■would slam out of the flat and come back late and drunk. 

She was completely bewildered by what happened to their marriage. First 
they were lovers; and then, it seemed without transition, they were 
enemies. She never understood it. 

There were longer and longer intervals between his leaving his office 
and his arrival at the apartment. She went through agonies of picturing 
him run over and bleeding, dead and covered with a sheet. Then she lost 
her fears for his safety and grew sullen and wounded. When a person 
wanted to be with a person he came as soon as possible. She desperately 
wanted him to want to be with her; her own hours only marked the time 
till he would come. It was often nearly nine o’clock before he came home 
to dinner. Always he had had many drinks, and their effect would die in 
him, leaving him loud and querulous and bristling for affronts. 

He was too nervous, he said, to sit and do nothing for an evening. He 
boasted, probably not in all truth, that he had never read a book in his 
life. 

“What am I expected to do — sit around this dump on my tail all night.?” 
he would ask rhetorically. And again he would slam out. 

She did not know what to do. She could not manage him. She could not 
meet him. 

She fought him furiously. A terrific domesticity had come upon her, and 
she would bite and scratch to guard it. She wanted what she called “a nice 
home,” She wanted a sober, tender husband, prompt at dinner, punctual at 
work. She wanted sweet, comforting evenings. The idea of intimacy with 
other men was terrible to her; the thought that Herbie might be seeking 
entertainment in other women set her frantic. 

It seemed to her that almost everything she read — novels from the drug- 
store lending library, magazine stories, women’s pages in the papers — dealt 
with wives who lost their husbands’ love. She could bear those, at that, 
better than accounts of neat,’ companionable marriage and living happily 
I ever after. . ; - 

She was frightened. Severd times -when Herbie came home in the eve- 
ning he found her determinedly dressed — ^she had had to alter those of her 
clothes that were not new, to: make them fasten— and rouged. 

^.‘>V;'“Let’s go wild, to-night, what say'?”.’;she would hail him. “A per-^ 
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son’s got lots of time to hang around and do nothing when they’re dead.’' 

So they would go out, to chop houses and the less expensive cabarets. 
But it turned out badly. She could no longer find amusement in watching 
Herbie diink. She could not laugh at his whimsicalities, she was so tensely 
counting his indulgences. And she was unable to keep back her remon- 
strances — “Ah, come on, Herb, you’ve had enough, haven’t you? You’ll feel 
something terrible in the morning,” 

He would be immediately enraged. All right, crab; crab, crab, crab, that 
. was all she ever did. What a lousy sport was! There would be scenes, 
and one or the other of them w’^ould rise and stalk out in fury. 

She could not recall the definite day that she started drinking, herselL 
There was nothing separate about her days. Like drops upon a window- 
pane, they ran together and trickled away. She had been married six 
months; then a year; then three years. 

She had never needed to drink, formerly. She could sit for most of a 
night at a table where the others were imbibing earnestly and never droop 
in looks or spirits, nor be bored by the doings of those about her. If she 
took a cocktail, it was so unusual as to cause twenty minutes or so of 
jocular comment. But now anguish was in her. Frequently, after a quarrel, 
Herbie would stay out for the night, and she could not learn from him 
. where the time had been spent. Her heart felt tight and sore in her breast, 
and her mind turned like an electric fan. • 

She hated the taste of liquor. Gin, plain or in mixtures, made her 
promptly sick. After experiment, she found that Scotch whisky was best 
for her. She took it without water, because that was the quickest way to its 
efiect..,." 

Herbie pressed it on her. He was glad to see her drink. They both felt it 
might restore her high spirits, and their good times together might again 
be possible. 

“ ’Atta girl,” he would approve her. “Let’s see you get boiled, baby.” 

But it brought them no nearer. When she drank with him there would 
be a little while of gayety and then, strangely without beginning, they 
would be in a wild quarrel. They would wake in the morning not sure 
what it had all been about, foggy as to what had been said and done, but 
each deeply injured and bitterly resentful. There would be days of vengeful 
silence. 

There had been a time when they had made up their quarrels, usually 
in bed. There would be kisses and little names and assurances of fresh 
starts . . , “Oh, it’s going to be great now. Herb. We’ll have swell times.. 
I was a crab. I guess I might have been tired. But everything’s going to be 
swell. You’ll see.” ' 

Now there were no gentle reconciliations. They resumed friendly rela- 
tions only in the brief magnanimity caused By liquor, before more liquor 
drew them into new battles. The scenes became more violent. There were 
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shouted, invectives and pushes,. and sometimes sharp, slaps. Once she. ha.d. a 
black .eye. Herbie was horrified., next day. at '.sight of it. 'He did not. go. to 
work; .he followed her about, suggesting remedies and heaping dark blame 
on himself. But after 'they had had a few drinks— ko pull, themselves to- 
gether”— she made so many wistful references to her bruise that he shouted 
at her, ..and; rushed out, and- was. gone for two days. 

Each time he left- the place in rage he threatened never to come back. 
She did not,..believe hi.m,,nor-did'she' consider ..separation. Somewhere in .her 
head or her heart was the lazy, nebulous hope that things would change 
and she and Herbie settle suddenly into soothing married life. Here were 
her home, her furniture, her husband, her station. She summoned no 
alternatives. ■ 

She could no longer bustle and potter. She had no more vicarious tears; 
the hot drops she shed were for herself. She walked ceaselessly about the 
rooms, her thoughts running mechanically round and round Herbie. In 
those days began the hatred of being alone that she was never to over- 
come. You could be by yourself when things were all right, but when you 
were blue you got the howling horrors. 

She commenced drinking alone, little, short drinks all through the day.’ 
It was only with Herbie that alcohol made her nervous and quick in 
offense. Alone, it blurred sharp things for her. She lived in a haze of it. 
Her life took on a dream-like quality. Nothing was astonishing. 

A Mrs. Martin moved into the flat across the hall. She was a great blonde 
woman of forty, a promise in looks of what Mrs. Morse was to be. They 
made acquaintance, quickly became inseparable. Mrs. Morse spent her 
days in the opposite apartment. They drank together, to brace themselves 
after the drinks of the nights before. 

She never confided her troubles about Herbie to Mrs. Martin. The sub- 
ject was too bewildering to her to find comfort in talk. She let it be 
assumed that her husband’s business kept him much away. It was not re- 
garded as important; husbands, as such, played but shadowy parts in Mrs. 
Martin’s circle. 

Mrs. Martin had no visible spouse; you were left to decide for yourself 
whether he was or was not dead. She had an admirer, Joe, who came to 
see her almost nightly. Often he brought several friends with him — 'The 
Boys,” they were called. The Boys were big, red, good-humored men, 
perhaps forty-five, perhaps fifty. Mrs. Morse was glad of invitations to join 
the parties — ^Flerbie was scarcely ever at home at night now. If he did come 
home, she did not visit Mrs. Martin. An evening alone with Herbie meant 
inevitably a quarrel, yet she would stay with hitp. There w'^as always her 
thin and wordless idea that, maybe, this night, things would begin to be all 

- The boys brought plenty of liquor along with them whenever they came, 
.to Mrs. Martin’s. Drinking withkhemy;Mrs.'Mqrse:became lively and good-. 
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natured and audacio.us.. She was quickly ■popular.. When s,he had :' drunk 
enough to cloud her most recent battle with Herbie, she was excited by 
their approbation. Crab, was she? Rotten sport, was she? Weil, there were 
some that „ thought . different. 

Ed was one of The Boys. He lived in Utica — had ''his own business'’ 
there, was the awed report — but he came to New York almost every week. 
He was married. He showed Mrs. Morse the then current photographs of 
Junior and Sister, and she praised them abundantly and sincerely. Soon it 
was accepted by the others that Ed was her particular friend. 

He staked her when they all played poker; sat next her and occasionally 
rubbed his knee against hers during the game. She was rather lucky. Fre- 
quently she went home with a twenty-dollar bill or a ten-dollar bill or a 
handful of crumpled dollars. She was glad of them. Herbie was getting, in 
her words, something awful about money. To ask him for it brought an 
instant row. 

"What the hell do you do with it?” he would say. "Shoot it all on 
Scotch?” 

"I try to run this house halfway decent,” she would retort. “Never 
thought of that, did you? Oh, no, his lordship couldn’t be bothered with 
that.” 

Again, she could not find a definite day tO: fix the beginning of Ed’s 
proprietorship. It became his custom to kiss her on the mouth when he 
came in, as well as for farewell, and he gave her little quick kisses of 
approval all through the evening. She liked this rather more than she dis- 
liked it. She never thought of his kisses when she was not with him. 

He would run his hand lingeringly over her back and shoulders. 

"Some dizzy blonde, eh?” he would say. “Some doll.” 

One afternoon she came home from Mrs. Martin’s to find Herbie in the 
bedroom. He had been away for several nights, evidently on a prolonged 
drinking bout. His face was gray, his hands jerked as if they were on 
wires. On the bed were two old suitcases, packed high. Only her photo- 
graph remained on his bureau, and the wide doors of his closet disclosed 
nothing but coat hangers. 

"I m blowing,” he said. "I’m through with the wEole works. I got a job 
in Detroit.” 

She sat down on the edge of the bed. She had drunk much the night 
before, and the four Scotches she had had with Mrs. Martin had only 
increased her fogginess. 

"Good job?” she said. 

"Oh, yeah,” he said. “Looks all right,” 

He closed a suitcase with difficulty, swearing at it in whispers. 

"There’s some dough in the bank,” he said. "The bank book’s in your top 
drawer. You can have the furniture and stuff.” , - 

He looked at her, and his forehead twitched,, . , 
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“God damn it, Fm through, Fm telling you,” he cried. “Fm through.” 

“All right, all right,” she said. “I heard you, didn’t I?” 

She saw him as if he were at one end of a canon and she at the other. 
Her head was beginning to ache bumpingly, and her voice had a dreary, 
tiresome tone. She could not have raised it. 

“Like a drink before you go?” she asked. 

Again he looked at her, and a corner of his mouth jerked up. 

“Cockeyed again for a change, aren’t you?” he said. “That's nice. Sure, 
get a couple of shots, will you?” 

She went to the pantry, mixed him a stiff highball, poured herself a 
couple of inches of whisky, and drank it. Then she gave herself another 
portion and brought the glasses into the bedroom. He had strapped both 
suitcases and had put on his hat and overcoat. 

He took his highball, 

“Well,” he said, and he gave a sudden, uncertain laugh. “Here’s mud in 
. your eye.”' ^ ■ 

“Mud in your eye,” she said. 

They drank. He put down his glass and took up the heavy suitcase. 

“Got to get a train around six,” he said. 

She followed him down the hall. There was a song, a song that Mrs. 
Martin played doggedly on the phonograph, running loudly through her 
mind. She had never liked the thing. 

Night and daytime, 

Always playtime. 

Ain’t we got fun? 

At the door he put down the bags and faced her. 

“Weil,” he said. “Well, take care of yourself. You’ll be all right, will 
you?” 

“Oh, sure,” she said. 

He opened the door, then came back to her, holding out his hand. 

“ ’Bye, Haze,” he said. “Good luck to you.” 

She took his hand and shook it. 

“Pardon my wet glove,” she said. 

When the door had closed behind him she went back to the pantry. 

She was flushed and lively when she went in to Mrs. Martin’s that eve- 
ning. The Boys were there, Ed among them. He was glad to be in town, 
frisky and loud and full of jokes. But she spoke quietly to him for a 

, , “Herbie blew to-day,” she said. “Going to live out West.” 

' , “That so?” he said. He looked at her and played with the fountain pen 
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“You. going,, to •live on across .the hall, just the same?” he said... “Know 
what.you’re,.gomg to do?” 

“Gee, I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t give much o£ a damn ” 

' . “Oh, come on, that’s no way to talk,” he told her. “What you need— 
you need a little snifter. How about it?” 

“Yeah,” she said. “Just straight.” 

She won forty-three dollars at poker. When the game broke up Ed took 
her back to her apartment. 

“Got a little kiss for me?” he asked. 

He wrapped her in his big arms and kissed her violently. She was entirely 
passive. He held her away and looked at her. 

“Little tight, honey?” he asked anxiously. “Not going to be sick, are 
you?” 

“Me?” she said. “I’m swell.” 

II 

When Ed left in the morning he took her photograph with him. He said 
he wanted her picture to look at, up in Utica. “You can have that one on 
the bureau,” she said. 

She put Herbie’s picture in a drawer, out of her sight. When she could 
look at it she meant to tear it up. She was fairly successful in keeping her 
mind from racing around him. Whisky slowed it for her. She was almost 
peaceful, in her mist. 

She accepted her relationship with Ed without question or enthusiasm. 
When he was away she seldom thought definitely of him. He was good to 
her; he gave her frequent presents and a regular allowance. She was even 
able to save. She did not plan ahead of any day, but her wants were few, 
and you might as well put money in the bank as have it lying around. 

When the lease of her apartment neared its end it was Ed who suggested 
moving. His friendship with Mrs. Martin and Joe had become strained 
over a dispute at poker; a feud was impending. 

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Ed said. “What I want you to have is a 
place near the Grand Central. Make.it easier for me.” 

So she took a little flat in the Forties. A colored maid came in every 
day to clean and to make coffee for her— -she was “through with that house- 
keeping stuff,” she said, and Ed, twenty years married to a passionately 
domestic woman, admired this romantic uselessness and felt doubly a man 
of the world in abetting it. 

The coffee was all she had until she went out to dinner, but alcohol kept 
her fat. Prohibition she regarded only as a basis for jokes. You could always 
get all you wanted. She was never noticeably drunk and seldom nearly 
sober. It required a larger daily allowance to keep her misty-minded. Too 
little, and she was achingly melancholy. - . . . ' ^ . .. 
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Ed brought her to Jimmy’s. He was proud, with the pride of the transient 
who would be mistaken for a native, in his knowledge of small, recent 
restaurants occupying the lower floors of shabby brov/nstone houses; 
places where, upon mentioning the name of an habitue friend, might be 
obtained strange whisky and fresh gin in many of their ramifications. 
Jimmy’s place was the favorite of his acquaintances. 

There, through Ed, Mrs. Morse met many men and women, formed 
quick friendships. The men often took her out when Ed was in Utica. 
He 'was proud of her popularity. 

She fell into the habit of going to Jimmy’s alone when she had no en- 
gagement. She was certain to meet some people she knew, and join them. 
It was a club for her friends, both men and women. 

The women at Jimmy’s looked remarkably alike, and this was curious, 
for, through feuds, removals and opportunities of more profitable con- 
tacts, the personnel of the group changed constantly. Yet always the new- 
comers resembled those whom they replaced. They were all big women 
and stout, broad of shoulder and abundantly breasted, with faces thickly 
clothed in soft, high-colored flesh. They laughed loud and often, showing 
opaque and lusterless teeth like squares of crockery. There was about them 
the health of the big, yet a slight, unwholesome suggestion of stubborn 
preservation. They might have been thirty-six or forty-five or anywhere 
betw^een. 

They composed their titles of their own first names with their husband’s 
surnames — Mrs. Florence Miller, Mrs. Vera Riley, Mrs. Lilian Block. This 
gave at the same time the solidity of marriage and the glamour of freedom. 
Yet only one or two were actually divorced. Most of them never referred 
to their dimmed spouses; some, a shorter time separate, described them 
in terms of great biological interest. Several were mothers, each of an only 
child — a boy at school somewhere, or a girl being cared for by a grand- 
mother. Often, well on toward morning, there would be displays of kodak 
portraits and of tears. 

They were comfortable women, cordial and friendly and irrepressibly 
matronly. Theirs was the quality of ease. Become fatalistic, especially about 
money matters, they were unworried. Whenever their funds dropped 
alarmingly, a new donor appeared; this had always happened. The aim of 
each was to have one man, permanently, to pay all her bills, in return for 
which she would have immediately given up other admirers and probably 
would have become exceedingly fond of him; for tlie affections of all of 
them were, by now, unexacting, tranquil, and easily arranged. This end, 
however, grew increasingly difficult yearly, Mrs. Morse was regarded as 
fortunate. ’ ' ‘ ^ 

Ed had a good year, increased heir allowance and gave her a sealskin 
coat. But she had to be careful of her moods with him. He insisted upon 
gayety. He-, would not listen ",tp^ admissions of aches or weariness. 
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/‘Hey^ listen/Vhe would, say, “I got .worries of ,my own,, and plenty. No- 
body wants to hear other people’s troubles, sweetie. What you got to 
do, you got to be a sport and forget it. See? Well, slip us a little smile, 
then. .That’s my girl” 

She never had enough interest to quarrel with him as she had with 
Herbie, but she wanted the privilege of occasional admitted sadness. It 
was strange. The other women she saw did not have to fight their moods. 
There was Mrs. Florence Miller who got regular crying jags, and the men 
sought only to cheer and comfort her. The others spent whole eveniiigs in 
grieved recitals of worries and ills; their escorts paid them deep sympathy. 
But she was instantly undesirable when she was low in spirits. Once, at 
Jimmy’s, when she could not make herself lively, Ed had walked out and 
left her. 

‘Why the hell don’t you stay home and not go spoiling everybody’s eve- 
ning?” he had roared. 

Even her slightest acquaintance, seemed irritated if she were not con- 
spicuously light-hearted. 

‘What’s the matter with you, anyway?” they w^ould say. ‘'Be your age, 
why don’t you.? Have a little drink and snap out of it” 

When her relationship with Ed had continued nearly three years he 
moved to Florida to live. He hated leaving her ; he gave her a large check 
and some shares of a sound stock, and his pale eyes were wet when he 
said good-bye. She did not miss him. He came to New York infrequently, 
perhaps two or three times a year, and hurried directly from the train to 
see her. She was always pleased to have him come and never sorry to see 
him go. 

Charley, an acquaintance of Ed’s that she had met at Jimmy’s, had long 
admired her. He had always made opportunities of touching her and 
leaning close to, talk to her. He asked repeatedly of all their friends if 
they had ever heard such a fine laugh as she had. After Ed left Charley 
became the main figure in her life. She classified him and spoke of him as 
“not so bad.” There was nearly a year of Charley; then she divided her 
time between him and Sydney, another frequenter of Jimmy’s; then Charley 
slipped away altogether. 

Sydney was a little, brightly dressed, clever Jew. She was perhaps nearest 
contentment with him. He amused her always; her laughter was not 
forced. 

He admired her completely. Her softness and size delighted him. And 
he thought she was great, he often told her, because she kept gay and 
lively when she was drunk. 

. “Once I had a gal,” he said, “used vto try to throw herself out of the 
window every time she got a can on. he added feelingly. 

Then Sydney married a rich and watchful bride, and then there was Billy. 
No — ^after Sydney came Ferd, then Billy. In her haze she never recalled 
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how men entered her life and left it. There were no surprises. She had no 
thrill at their advent nor woe at their departure. She seemed to be always 
able to attract men. There was never another as rich as Ed^ but they were 
all generous to her^ in their means. 

Once she had news of Herbie. She met Mrs. Martin dining at Jimmy’s, 
and the old friendship was vigorously renewed. The still admiring Joe, 
while on a business trip, had seen Herbie. He had settled in Chicago, he 
looked fine, he was living with some woman — seemed to be crazy about 
her. Mrs. Morse had been drinking vastly that day. She took the news 
with mild interest, as one hearing of the sex peccadilloes of somebody 
whose name is, after a moment’s groping, familiar. 

‘‘Must be damn near seven years since I saw him,” she commented. “Gee. 
Seven years.” 

More and more her days lost their individuality. She never knew dates, 
nor was sure of the day of the week. 

“My God, was that a year ago!” she would exclaim, when an event was 
recalled in conversation. 

She was tired so much of the time. Tired and blue. Almost everything 
could give her the blues. Those old horses she saw on Sixth Avenue — 
struggling and slipping along the car tracks, or standing at the curb, their 
heads dropped level with their worn knees. The tightly stored tears would 
squeeze from her eyes as she teetered past on her aching feet in the stubby, 
champagne-colored slippers. 

The thought of death came and stayed with her and lent her a sort 
of drow^sy cheer. It would be nice, nice and restful, to be dead. 

There was no settled, shocked moment when she first thought of killing 
herself; it seemed to her as if the idea had always been with her. She 
pounced upon all the accounts of suicides in the newspapers. There was an 
epidemic of self-killings — or maybe it was just that she searched for the 
stories of them so eagerly that she found many. To read of them roused 
reassurance in her; she felt a cozy solidarity with the big company of the 
voluntary dead. 

She slept, aided by whisky, till deep into the afternoons, then lay abed, 
a bottle and glass at her hand, until it was time to dress to go out for din- 
ner. She was beginning to feel toward alcohol a little puzzled distrust, as 
toward an old friend who has refused a simple favor. Whisky could still 
soothe her for most of the time, but there were sudden, inexplicable 
moments when the cloud fell treacherously away from her, and she was 
sawn, by the sorrow and bewilderment and nuisance of all living. She 
played voluptuously with the thought of cool, sleepy . retreat. She had 
never been troubled by religious belief, and no vision of an after-life in- 
timidated her: She dreamed by day of never again putting on tight shoes, 
of never having to laugh and listen and admire, of never more being 
a. good sport. Never. - ■■■ 
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how, would you do it? It made her sick to think of jumping from 
heights. She could not stand a gun. At the theater, if one of the actors 
drew a revolver, she crammed her fingers into her ears and could not even 
look at the stage until after the shot had been fired. There was no gas in 
her flat. She looked long at the bright blue veins in her slim wrists— a cut 
with a razor blade, and there you’d be. But it would hurt, hurt like hell, 
and there would be blood to see. Poison — something tasteless and quick 
and painless— was the thing. But they wouldn’t sell it to you in the drug 
stores,. becausemf the, law. , 

She had few other thoughts. 

There was a new man now — Art. He was short and fat and exacting and 
hard on her patience when he was drunk. But there had been only occa- 
sionals for some time before him, and she was glad of a little stability. 
Too, Art must be away for weeks at a stretch, selling silks, and that was 
restful. She was convincingly gay with him, though the effort shook her 
viciously. 

‘"The best sport in the world,” he would murmur, deep in her neck. “The 
best sport in the world.” 

One night, when he had taken her to Jimmy’s, she went into the dressing 
room with Mrs. Florence Miller. There, while designing curly mouths on 
their faces with lip rouge, they compared experiences of insomnia. 

“Honestly,” Mrs. Morse said, “I wouldn’t close an eye if I didn’t go to 
bed full of Scotch. I lie there and toss and turn and toss and turn. Blue! 
Does a person get blue lying awake that way!” 

“Say, listen, Hazel,” Mrs. Miller said impressively, “I’m telling you I’d 
be awake for a year if I didn’t take veronal. That stuff makes you sleep like 
a fool.” 

“Isn’t it poison or something?” Mrs. Morse asked. 

“Oh, you ,take too much and you’re out for the count,” said Mrs, Miller. 
“I just take five grains — they come in tablets. I’d be scared to fool around 
with it. But five grains and you cork off pretty.” 

“Can you get it anywhere?” Mrs, Morse felt superbly Machiavellian. 

“Get all you want in Jersey,” said Mrs. Miller. “They won’t give it to you 
here without you have a doctor’s prescription. Finished? We’d better go 
back and see what the boys are doing.” 

That night Art left Mrs. Morse at the door of her apartment; his mother 
was in town. Mrs. Morse was still sober, and it happened that there was 
no whisky left in her cupboard. She lay in bed, looking up at the black 
ceiling. 

She rose early, for her, and went to New Jersey. She had never taken the 
tube, and did not understand it. So she went to the Pennsylvania Station 
and bought a railroad ticket to Newark. She thought of nothing in par- 
ticular on the trip out. She looked at the uninspired hats of the women 
about her and gazed through the smeared window at the flat, gritty scene. 
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In Newark, in the first drug store she came to, she asked for a tin of 
talcum powder, a nail brush, and a box of veronal tablets. The powder and 
the brush were to make the hypnotic seem also a casual need. The clerk 
was entirely imconcerned. ‘'We only keep them in bottles/' he said, and 
wrapped up for her a little glass vial containing ten white tablets, stacked 
one on another. 

She w^'ent to another drug store and bought a face cloth, an orange- 
wood stick, and a bottle of veronal tablets. The clerk was also uninterested. 

“Well, I guess I got enough to kill an ox,” she thought, and went back 
to the station. 

At home, she put the little vials in the drawer of her dressing table and 
stood looking at them with a dreamy tenderness. 

“There they are, God bless them,” she said, and she kissed her finger 
tip and touched each bottle. 

The colored maid was busy in the living room. 

“Hey, Nettie,” Mrs. Morse called. “Be an angel, will you? Run around 
to Jimmy’s and get me a quart of Scotch.” 

She hummed while she awaited the girl's return. 

During the next few days, whisky ministered to her as tenderly as it 
had done when she first turned to its aid. Alone, she was soothed and 
vague, at Jimmy's she was the gayest of the groups. Art was delighted 
with her. 

Then, one night, she had an appointment to meet Art at Jimmy’s for an 
early dinner. He w^as to leave afterward on a business excursion, to be away 
for a week. Mrs. Morse had been drinking all the afternoon; while she 
dressed to go out she felt herself rising pleasurably from drowsiness to 
high spirits. But as she came out into the street the effects of the whisky 
deserted her completely, and she was filled with a slow, grinding wretched- 
ness so horrible that she stood swaying on the pavement, unable for a 
moment to move forward. It was a gray night with spurts of mean, thin 
snow, and the streets shone with dark ice. As she slowly crossed Sixth 
Avenue consciously dragging one foot past the other, a big, scarred horse 
pulling a rickety express wagon crashed to his knees before her. The driver 
swore and screamed and lashed the beast insanely, bringing the whip back 
over his shoulder for every blow, while the horse struggled to get a foot- 
ing on the slippery asphalt. A group gathered and watched with interest. 

Art was waiting, when Mrs. Morse reached Jimmy’s. 

, “What's the matter with you, for God’s sake?” was his greeting to her. 

“I saw a horse,” she said. “Gee, I — a person feels sorry for horses. I — ^it 
isn't just horses. Everything’s kind of terrible, isn’t it? I can't help getting 

“Ah, sunk, me eye,” he said. “What’s the idea of all the bellyaching? 
What have you got to be sunk about?” 
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help it, me eye,” he said. “Pull yourself together, will you? Come 
on and sit down, and take that face oil you.” 

She drank industriously and she tried hard, but she could not overcome 
her melancholy. Others joined them and commented on her gloom, and she 
could do no more for them than smile weakly. She made little dabs at her 
eyes with her handkerchief, trying to time her movements so they would 
be unnoticed, but several times Art caught her and scowled and shifted 
impatiently in his chair. 

When it was time for him to go to his train she said she would leave, too, 
and go home. 

^‘And not a bad idea, either,” he said. “See if you can’t sleep yourself out 
of it. Ill ke you Thursday. For God’s sake, try and cheer up by then, will 
you ? ” : 

“Yeah,” she said. “I will.” 

In her bedroom she undressed with a tense speed wholly unlike her usual 
slow uncertainty. She put on her nightgown, took off her hair net, and 
passed the comb quickly through her dry, varicolored hair. Then she took 
the two little vials from the drawer and carried them into the bathroom. 
The splintering misery had gone from her, and she felt the quick excite- 
ment of one who is about to receive an anticipated gift. 

She uncorked the vials, filled a glass with water, and stood before the 
mirror, a tablet between her fingers. Suddenly she bowed graciously to 
her reflection and raised the glass to it. 

“Well, here’s mud in your eye,” she said. 

The tablets were unpleasant to take, dry and powdery and sticking 
obstinately halfway down her throat. It took her a long time to swallow 
all twenty of them. She stood watching her reflection with deep, imper- 
sonal interest, studying the movements of the gulping throat. Once more 
she spoke aloud to it. 

“For God’s sake, try and cheer up by Thursday, will you?” she said. “Well, 
you know what he can do. He and the whole lot of them.” 

She had no idea how quickly to expect effect from the veronal. When 
she had taken the last tablet she stood uncertainly, wondering, still with 
a courteous, vicarious interest, if death would strike her down then and 
there. She felt in no way strange, save for a slight stirring of sickness from 
the effort of swallowing the tablets, nor did her reflected face look at all 
different. It would not be immediate, then; it might even take an hour 
or so. 

She stretched her arms high and gave a vast yawn. 

“Guess I’ll go to bed,” she said. “Gee, Fm nearly dead.” 

That struck her as comic, and she turned out the bathroom light and 
went in and laid herself down in her bed^ chuckling softly all the time. 

“Gee. Fm nearly dead,” she quoted. “That’s a hot one!” 
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■ III 

Nettie^ the colored maid, came in late the next afternoon to clean the 
■apartment and found Mrs, Morse 'in her bed. But then, that was not' un- 
usual.,. Usually, though, the sounds of cleaning, waked her, and she, did not 
like., to w,ake up, .Nettie, an agreeable girl, had learned to move softly about 
her work. '■ , 

But when she had done the living room and stolen in to tidy the Httle 
square bedroom, she could not avoid a tiny clatter as she arranged the 
objects on the dressing table. Instinctively she glanced over her shoulder 
at the sleeper, and without warning a sickly uneasiness crept over her. She 
came to the bed and stared down at the woman lying there. 

Mrs. Morse lay on her back, one flabby white arm flung up, the wrist 
against her forehead. Her stiff hair hung untenderly along her face. The 
bed covers were pushed down, exposing a deep square of soft neck and a 
pink nightgown, its fabric worn uneven by many launderings; her great 
breasts, freed from their tight confiner, sagged beneath her armpits. Now 
and then she made knotted, snoring sounds, and from the corner of her 
opened mouth to the blurred turn of her jaw ran a lane of crusted spittle. 

“Mis’ Morse,” Nettie called. “Oh, Mis’ Morse! It’s terrible late.’' 

Mrs. Morse made no move, 

“Mis’ Morse,” said Nettie. “Look, Mis’ Morse. How’m I goin’ get this bed 
made?” 

Panic sprang upon the girl. She shook the woman’s hot shoulder. 

“Ah, wake up, will yuh?” she whined. “Ah, please wake up.” 

Suddenly tlie girl turned and ran out in the hall to the elevator door, 
keeping her thumb firm on the black, shiny button until the elderly car 
and its Negro attendant stood before her. She poured a jumble of words 
over the boy and led him back to the apartment. He tiptoed creakingly in 
to the bedside; first gingerly, then so lustily that he left marks in the soft 
flesh, he prodded the unconscious woman. 

“Hey, there!” he cried, and listened intently, as for an echo. 

“Jeez. Out like a light,” he commented. 

At his interest in the spectacle, Nettie’s panic left her. Importance was 
big in both of them. They talked in quick, unfinished whispers, and it was 
the boy’s suggestion that he fetch the young doctor who lived on the 
ground floor. Nettie hurried along with him. They looked forward to the 
limelit moment of breaking their news of something untoward, something 
pleasurably unpleasant, Mrs. Morse had become the medium of drama. 
With no ill wish to her, they hoped that her state was serious, that she 
would not let them down by Being awake and normal on their return. A 
Httle fear of this determined them to make the most, to the doctor, of her 
present condition, “Matter of life and death” returned to Nettie from her 
thin store of reading. She considered startling the doctor with the phrase. 
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The doctor was in and none too pleased at interruptioii. He wore a 
yellow and blue striped dressing gown, and he was lying on his sofa, 
laughing, with a dark girl, her face scaly with inexpensive powder, who 
perched on the arm. Half-emptied highball glasses stood beside them, and 
her coat and hat were neatly hung up with the comfortable implication of a 
long stay, • 

Always something, the doctor grumbled. Couldn’t let anybody aione 
after a hard day. But he put some bottles and instruments into a case, 
changed his dressing gown for his coat, and started out with the Negroes. 

“Snap it up there, big boy,” the girl called after him. “Don’t be all night.” 

The doctor strode loudly into Mrs. Morse’s flat and on to the bedroom, 
Nettie and the boy right behind him. Mrs. Morse had not moved; her 
sleep was as deep, but soundless, now. The doctor looked sharply at her, 
then plunged his thumbs into the lidded pits above her eyeballs and threw 
his weight upon them. A high, sickened cry broke from Nettie. 

“Look like he tryin’ to push her right on th’ough the bed,” said the 
boy. He chuckled. 

Mrs. Morse gave no sign under the pressure. Abruptly the doctor aban- 
doned it, and with one quick movement swept the covers down to the foot 
of the bed. With another he flung her nightgown back and lifted the thick, 
white legs, cross-hatched with blocks of tiny, iris-colored veins. He pinched 
them repeatedly, with long, cruel nips, back of the knees. She did not 
awaken. 

“What’s she been drinking.?” he asked Nettie, over his shoulder. 

With the certain celerity of one who knows just where to lay hands on 
a thing, Nettie went into the bathroom, bound for the cupboard where 
Mrs, Morse kept her whisky. But she stopped at the sight of the two vials, 
with their red and white labels, lying before the mirror. She brought them 
to the doctor. 

“Oh, for the Lord Almighty’s sweet sake!” he said. He dropped Mrs. 
Morse’s limp legs and pushed them impatiently across the bed. “What did 
she want to go taking that tripe for? Rotten yellow trick, that’s what a 
thing like that is. Now we’ll have to pump her out, and all that stuff. 
Nuisance, a thing like that is; that’s what it amounts to. Here, George, 
take me down in the elevator. You wait here, maid. She won’t do any- 
thing.” 

“She won’t die on me, will she?” cried Nettie, 

“No,” said the doctor. “God, no. You couldn’t kill her with an ax.” . 

After two days Mrs. Morse came back to consciousness, dazed at first; 
then with a comprehension that , brought with it the slow, saturating 
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Lord,,,oh,Xord7\ she moaned, and tears for.. 'herself , and. /for: life 
■'striped, her cheeks, /, ,;, 

.' . NettiC'Came in at'the sound. For two days,.she had done the uglypinces- 
sant tasks in the nursing of the unconscious, for two nights she had caught 
'broken, .bits of sleep on the living room couch. She looked coldly, at, the 
big, blown woman in the bed. 

, “W,hat,you been tryin’ to do, Mis’ Morse?” she said. “What,kine o’ work 
is,,that, takin’ all' that stuff?” 

, “Oh, /Lord,” moaned M,rs. Morse again, and she tried ' to cover her eyes 
with her arms. But the joints felt stiff and brittle, and she cried out at their 
ache,. 

'‘Tha’s no way to ack, takin them pills,” said Nettie. ‘Tou can thank 
you’ stars you heah at all. How you feel now?” 

“Oh, I feel great,” said Mrs. Morse. “Swell, I feel.” 

Her hot, painful tears fell as if they would never stop. 

“Tha’s no way to take on, cryin’ like that,” Nettie said. “After what you 
done. The doctor, he says he could have you arrested, doin’ a thing like 
that. He was fit to be tied, here.” 

“Why couldn’t he let me alone?” wailed Mrs. Morse. “Why the hell 
couldn’t he have?” 

“That’s terr’ble, Mis’ Morse, swearin’ an’ talkin’ like that,” said Nettie, 
“after what people done for you. Here I ain’ had no sleep at all, an’ I had 
to give up goin’ out to my other ladies!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Nettie,” she said. “You’re a peach. I’m sorry I’ve given you 
so much trouble. I couldn’t help it. I just got sunk. Didn’t you ever feel like 
doing it? When everything looks just lousy to you?” 

“I wouldn’t think o’ no such thing,” declared Nettie. “You got to cheer 
up. Tha’s what you got to do. Everybody’s got their troubles.” 

“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “I know.” 

“Come a pretty picture card for you,” Nettie said. “Maybe that will cheer 
you up.” 

She handed Mrs. Morse a post card, Mrs. Morse had to cover one eye 
with her hand, in order to read the message; her eyes were not yet focusing 
correctly. 

It was from Art. On the back of a view of the Detroit Athletic Club he 
had written: 

Greeting and salutations. Hope you have lost that gloom. Cheer up and don’t 
take any rubber nickels. See you on Thursday. 

She dropped the card to the floor. Misery crushed her as if she were 
between great smooth stones. There passed before her a slow, slow 
pageant of days spent lying in/her flat,; of evenings at Jimmy’s being a good 
sport, making herself laugh and coo, at Art and other Arts; she saw a long 
parade of weary horses and shivering beggars and all beaten, driven, stum- 
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bling things. Her , feet throbbed as if she had crammed ■ them ■; into the 
stubby . champagne-colored slippers. Her. heart seemed to swell .and fester. 

“Nettie,” she cried, ‘‘for heaven’s sake, pour me a drink, will you : 

The maid looked doubtful. 

“Now you know, Mis’ Morse,” she said, “you been near daid. I don’ know 
if the doctor he let you drink nothin’ yet.” 

“Oh, never mind him,” she said. “You get me one and bring in the bottle. 
Take,: one yourself.” 

“Well,” said Nettie., 

She poured them each a drink, deferentially leaving hers in the bathroom 
to be taken in solitude, and brought Mrs. Morse’s glass in to her. 

Mrs. Morse looked into the liquor and shuddered back from its odor. 
Maybe it would help. Maybe, when you had been knocked cold for a few 
days, your very first drink would give you a lift. Maybe whisky would be 
her friend again. She prayed without addressing a God, without knowing a 
God. Oh, please, please, let her be able to get drunk, please keep her always 
drunk. 

She lifted the glass. 

“Thanks, Nettie,” she said. “Here’s mud in your eye” 

The maid giggled. “Tha’s the way, MiskMforse,” she said. “You cheer up^ 
now.” 

“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “Sure ” , - ^ ' 



ORPHMT' 'ANNIE 

Thyra Samter Winslow 


I 

"Yestejuday, for the first time in perhaps, yes, at least five yearSj I saw Annie 
Robinson. Seeing her startled me just a little. It brought back so many 
things, mostly about Annie herself. , ^ 

Strangely, Annie had not changed in the five years since I last saw her, 
nor, for that matter, was she in any outward way different from the Annie 
of five years before that, when I first met her. Somehow, when we see old 
friends, after a space of years, we expect to see upon them some definite 
signs of disintegration and decay,. eveisi while ;eac,h of us says to himself, “I 
haven’t gone down like that — why. I’ve .hardly changed at all — in years.” 
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Perhaps there ' were signs of age in Annie' that I did' not • observe^, but 
the usual signs were missing. There were no sagging of tliroat muscles, 
or lines around the eyes, or loosening of contour. She was, so far as I could 
tell, the same Orphant Annie of Rutgers & Olds, Advertising; Bingham & 
V./ Son, Brokers — the others. 

‘'How are you, Annie?’' I asked. “What have you been doing?” The usual 
' questions. 

1 She was quite well, she told me. Yes, she was still working— had an 

ij: awfully good position — confidential secretary to S. B. Hubbard of the 

i i i S. B. Hubbard Company. Yes, her family was vvelL Did I remember Ethel, 

I ' her sister? Ethel was married— an awfully nice chap— they were housekeep- 

f ing — an apartment in West Seventy-eighth Street. Lester was married, too. 

Yes, thank you, her father was better — he always felt better when warm 
r ' weather came. The family was living on Long Island now. Yes, they were 

buying a home in Flushing — ^liked it there, awfully well^ — ^the country air 
! was good for her mother, too. Yes, it was pleasant, after all these years. . . . 

I Looking at Orphant Annie, and later, thinking about her, after we parted, 

, her story came back to me, much as stories often come back to us, pieced 

\\\ out, a patchquilt of information and hints and intuitions. Paths cross and 

||| . break, a stranger, here, offers his bit of color, an old acquaintance, two 

months later, fits in a missing pattern. Annie ... 

She was nicknamed Orphant Annie when I first met her, at Rutgers & 
Olds. I’ve no idea that the nickname stuck to her nor that anyone else re- 
members it. She was named, perhaps, because of the old jest — that she was 
not an orphan. At that, she had supposed orphan-like attributes. She was, 
as she is now, a little thing, slender, with grey eyes set wide apart. Although 
she is, in a way, even plump, because she is small-boned she has always 
given the impression of extreme fragility. She was, and is, pale, too, 
though her mouth is full and ripe-looking. Her face is a bit broad, her 
cheek-bones a trifle high for artistic perfection. Her skin is smooth and 
delicate-looking and her hair an unnoticeable light brown and straight. 
Her nose is slender and straight, with just a suspicion of a tilt to it, and, 
though her hips and waist are slender, her breasts are well rounded. 

I wonder if I have given you a complete enough description. Perhaps her 
greatest characteristic is that, when you first meet her, she seems to fade 
completely into her background. It is only after you have seen her often, a 
dozen times, that she becomes complete, a person. Her clothes, of the 
most modest type, her soft voice, her little air of self-depreciation, all add 
to her neutral qualities, on first acquaintance. She is the type of whom it 
is so natural to say: 

“Don’t mind Miss Robinson, my confidential secretary, you know; say 
what you lik6 in front of her—” : 

One, then, does ignore Annie, quite logically, at first. It is only at subse- 
quent meetings' that :A’nnie’s;'!persdnaIity\unfolds, that she becomes even 
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Orphant Annie— Orphant ' Annie .of a .tenement in Sixteenth Str.ee t, an 
apartment .uptown, now,. a hom.e in Flushing, Lo.ng Is.land« 0.rphant .Annie 
—the perfect flower of our best urban civilization. 

11 , 

Annie robinson was born in .Tenth Street. She never .remembered the 
house in which she was born, but it is safe to say that it was much like 
those which became subsequently her homes. By the time she was fourteen 
and began to think seriously about things, the family had progressed up- 
town as far as West Sixteenth Street. The house she lived in, which re- 
sembled every other house in which Annie had ever lived in, except in 
street number, was of dingy red brick, called, by courtesy, an apartment 
house. The difference between it and a tenement was, perhaps, an almost 
imperceptible degree of cleanliness, an attempt at janitor service, an every- 
third-year papering and painting. The house was one of a long row of four- 
storied houses, which, in a previous, more prosperous era, had been 
“private homes,” each house being occupied, unbelievable to the present 
tenants, by a single family. Now, each house was divided and subdivided, 
made over into apartments by the additions of kitchens, hall toilets and 
running w^ater on each floor. Each floor was given over to one or two 
families, depending upon the comparative opulence of the occupants. 

The first floor fronts had not been remodeled. Each house still had a 
neat bay window to the left of the once-white stone steps. Now, each bay 
window inevitably gave signs of a more commercial tenancy than the origi- 
nal dwellers could ever have dreamed of. Dingy hair-dyeing establishments, 
doubtful beauty parlors, doctors of little-known but vaguely unpleasant 
diseases were sandwiched between purveyors of imitation pearls and of 
other wares far less genuine. 

Children were always tumbling out of the doors of these houses or get- 
ting under the feet of pedestrians. They were well-nourished children, their 
paleness due more to over- than to under-feeding. They were always 
dressed in rather thick, unfitting clothes with soiled neckbands. Their 
stockings were forever coming down, their hair rough, their noses un- 
pleasantly moist. They were usually sucking too-red lollypops or hinting for 
pennies for a new supply. They were sometimes accompanied by dogs of 
spiritless disposition and uncertain breed which ran mostly to short grey 
hair, occasionally black spotted. 

This, then, was the atmosphere in which Annie Robinson lived until 
and when she was fourteen. Her own family lived in the third floor front 
of one of the red houses. The family had three rooms. The front room, 
logically called “the front room,*’ was the living room and served as a bed- 
room for the two daughters, Annie and Ethel, who slept together on the 
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wide cot 'w4ich served, day times,. disguised' with a rather dirty' half of a 
.p'air of .portieres, 'as. a. couch. ■There was a'big red-plush rocker in .the room, 
outlined elaborately with. ■machine xarv.ing, three, sm.aller .chairs .of lesser 
beauty, a big golden oak table with carved legs and, in the corner, a sort 
of whatnot, a bit wabbly, bought, second-hand a few years before and con- 
taining various art treasures: an enormous shell, a doll from Coney Island, a 
small set of dishes with handle-less cups and a book of Whittier’s poems, 
mysteriously come by. There was a red rug in the room, violently patterned 
in spots but worn in other places to a softer gentility, torn, near the door, 
whtrt you were apt to get your foot caught, if you happened to forget it. 

The second room, opening off this, with the other half of the pair of 
portieres ready to provide privacy, if ever necessary, was the bedroom of 
Mr. and Mrs. Robinson. The furniture here was, on account of the siz;e of 
the room, necessarily limited to a huge brass bed and a less elegant chest 
of drawers. Maud, the youngest child, also shared this room with her 
parents until she was about seven, when she moved into the front room 
’With her sisters. 

The third room was the kitchen, complete with stove, sink and table. 
The family ate in the kitchen. In the general hall were the necessary toilet 
facilities. The hall and the stairs were always dark, lit by a small, flickering 
gas flame and full of a horrible mingling of smells, each one unpleasant. 

The head of the house was most inappropriately named Harold, which 
had shortened to Hal and which seemed to fit him poorly enough, even 
then. He was a big man, with a sort of pulpy quality. In his youth he had 
been a longshoreman and exceedingly proud of his muscle. As with many 
longshoremen, he had taken up boxing as a fad. He had belonged to sev- 
eral athletic clubs, which had combined politics and sports most advantage- 
ously to both elements. He had been a big fellow with long arms, but not 
especially '‘game” or courageous. He had never become more than a fairly 
interesting amateur. He had a quarrelsome nature that prevented those 
higher up from taking an interest in him. He was forever engaging in some 
long and stupid dispute. He always "had it in” for someone or was "getting 
ready to settle with that fellow.” 

After his marriage, the occupation of longshoreman became too strenu- 
ous for him. Gradually, his muscle disappeared and in its place came un- 
healthy-looking fat. Now, he was employed in the freight department of 
one of the big steamship companies whose docks extend, stretched out for 
blocks, along the North River. He was always getting rheumatism, com- 
plaining that he couldn’t work along the river, laying off, spending a 
couple of weeks at home as a most quarrelsome and cursing invalid, and 
then, when the money disappeared, getting another job at the docks. There 
really was nothing else, now^ that he, could do. He walked with a peculiar 
swaying, boneless sort of gait and his skin, though tanned, had a spongy 
'quality, too. ,His nose w^sda-rjje.'andxed-'Veiiied. His mouth had a childish, 
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weak-Iooking expression .and his chin was a series of ' loose, pulp-like folds, 
His hair was ligh.t and' thin — he was bald at forty—and his eyes were small 
and light and wea,k, too, ■ 

Mrs. Robinson had come from slightly better stock, though she, as well 
as her husband, had been born in New 'York s East Side. She had married 
Robinson when he was a husky and athletic longshoreman. She had ad- 
mired him tremendously and had felt unbelievably happy and lucky when 
she found that he really wanted to marry her. Never very bright nor 
acquisitive and believing that the man, especially her man, was head of the 
family, she had, through years of child-bearing and motherhood and house- 
work, lapsed into an almost silent, rather timid wisp of a woman. She 
always felt lucky because she didn't have to go to work, the way so many 
married women did. Her husband supported her, he did! Even Robinson’s 
gradual disintegration did not bother her. She had always been taken care 
of. — she’d be looked out for. 

She had simple beliefs. She did her buying of clothes at the end of the 
season and put them away for the next year, when she could. You got bet- 
ter material that way. She thought that a girl who had “gone wrong” was 
better off dead. She dismissed every new idea — and this included night 
school, music, books of all kinds and everything with any possible cultural 
trend as “nonsense.” She saw that her children had one good hot meal a 
day — usually a stew — and she drank innumerable cups of tea and coffee. 
One or the other of these beverages was always simmering on her kitchen 
stove. 

Lester was the oldest of the family. Two years older than Annie, at 
sixteen, he w^as starting to be “wild,” not ah entirely undesirable trait in a 
boy, his parents felt. He hung around the corner cigar store and poolroom, 
smoked cigarettes and made remarks about girls. He worked, with fair 
stability, in a paper box factory, but had already been in one shady deal, 
which required police investigation and ended in a warning. 

Annie followed Lester in age, to be followed in turn by Ethel, who at 
twelve was still at the loose-stocking, moist-nose age. So was Frank, who 
was ten, and, nights, with Lester, slept in the kitchen. Maud, about seven, 
was the beauty of the family and had thin, pale curls. There had been a 
younger child who had died. 

Annie, at fourteen, was pale and thin and mouse-like, no more noticeable 
at first glance then than later. There is no reason to start her history at four- 
teen, in fact, save that at that age she made to her parents her first unusual 
and unassisted request. Needless to say it was dismissed immediately. 

Annie dared to ask that she be allowed to go to High School! High 
School, mind you! When the family had been waiting for her to “gradu- 
ate” from the public school so she could start to work. One can start to 
work when one has reached the. age of , sixteen, no matter what one’s 
scholastic accomplishments, or, more grandly, at whatever younger age one 
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may have finished the work laid out by the Board o£ Education for the 
Grammar Schools. Annie was graduated from School Number One Hun- 
dred Something, a dingy, red-brick school with a treeless, grassless yard 
when she was fourteen. Instead of great joy at this release from a formal 
education she had actually asked to go on — to go to High School. Three 
weeks later she had a very good job in a paper pattern house in lower Sixth 
Avenue. 

Ill 

The family watched annie a bit closely for a while. Something unusual, 
here. Still, she seemed all right. There were no outbursts. She brought her 
money home, regularly, Saturdays, and only made the usual requests for 
unnecessary finery. Of course, she did take walks by herself way over to 
Fifth Avenue — and to Fourteenth Street — you got to watch girls like that — 
Fourteenth Street at night is no place for a young girl, alone — might go 
wrong— -still, outside of that. It wasn’t as if Annie was one of these flashy 
girls — a quiet little thing like Annie — 

If it hadn’t been for those walks, Annie might have settled down to 
years of the factory by day, neighborhood gossip or boys from the factory 
or neighborhood by night, a courtship, then, kissed in dark, unsavory 
halls, amusements at places just a trifle more pleasant, marriage, another 
dingy apartment, children. But Fourteenth was but two blocks to the South 
— and Fifth Avenue just a little more than two long blocks away. 

Funny, Annie thought, even then, why so few of the girls she knew 
ever walked over to Fifth Avenue. Her own home was just West of Seventh 
Avenue. The girls walked farther every day. They walked as far East as 
Sixth, all the time. Somehow, something about Fifth frightened them. It 
didn’t frighten Annie. She liked the width of it and the quiet and the 
dignified, smooth traffic — the buses. She went for bus rides, by herself, 
Saturday afternoons and Sundays. The girls she knew didn’t think that was 
any fun. It wasn’t fun, exactly. It wasn’t that. It left you even unhappier 
than you were when you started. Yet it drove you on. Seated on top of a 
bus, Saturday afternoon, her clothes never quite warm enough except in 
the warmest weather, Annie drank in what she saw — the people mostly. 
Not that her thoughts about them were kind and gentle, nor even just 
mildly curious. She hated them all. One after another. 

*‘How I hate that old thing,” she would mutter about a woman, fur clad, 
and not necessarily old. "'Nasty little child,” she’d say to herself, “nasty, fat 
little thing.” 'A 

She would poke her nose in the air disdainfully at people in automobiles 
and think, “I hate you, old fbols,” after they had passed. 

Yet, too, she had a sharp curiosity about these very people. As the bus 
jogged up Fifth' AVeiiue of 'Riverside ■•Drive, she would peer into apartment- 
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house, windows. Tn .winter, when the days grew da.rk early, she was .glad 
when folks forgot to pull down the window shades. 

''Lace curtains/’ she’d tell herself, "big pictures there, in wide gold 
frames^ — a big blue lamp shade — rich folks,” and then, "Gee, I hate them 
all. They don’t know me, not one of them.” 

Sometimes she would, wistfully, put herself in the way of people, hoping 
to be discovered, somehow, a West Sixteenth Street Cinderella. She would 
be pushed aside with a careless, "look where you’re going, child.” No one 
ever discovered her.. 

She even tried to pretend that she was adopted, asked her mother artful 
questions that might lead to a disclosure of her true origin. Well she knew 
that the Robinsons wouldn’t have adopted anyone. There were too many 
Robinsons as it was. She looked too much like Ethel and Frank to be an 
adopted child, anyhow. 

Annie grew ambitious in an unformed sort of way, restless, perhaps, 
more than ambitious. If she had had money, a few decent pleasures, a fairly 
comfortable home, she might have been satisfied. Folding paper patterns in 
a Sixth Avenue loft by day, not especially savory food and West Sixteenth 
Street by night did not make life seem especially complete at fourteen. 

Annie kept to the pattern of things. It’s hard to break away at fourteen, 
at fifteen, even. She grew a bit sullen, a bit more envious of people who 
were more prosperous. Now, in Fifth Avenue she w^ould issue pathetic and 
— she knew it, too — empty defiances to the street and the well-dressed 
crowds who passed her, there— -"you just wait— -I’ll show you — 111 have 
nice things — ” 

How do you get nice things? That’s it. Other folks’ fathers provide them. 
Robinson grew more pulpy every day. His periods of being out of work 
grew longer. His weak, droopy mouth issued more frequent curses. No 
help there. 

Ethel, at fourteen, went to work, too. Ethel was "fresh,” a gayer, saucier 
type than Annie, though looking like her, in a way. Ethel worked at a 
milliner’s and was forever bringing home rather wild and not entirely truth- 
ful stories of her adventures. Lester, who had changed jobs several times 
a year, now clerked in a chain cigar store and assumed a set of manners 
which fitted not at all with his usual behavior. At eighteen, he had already 
"got into trouble over a girl” and only the fact that the girl was older than 
he was and was wild, too, kept him from paying for his folly. 

When Annie was sixteen she had passed from the loft in Sixth Avenue 
to a press clipping bureau and then to a Sixth Avenue department store. 
She didn’t like the department store, really, but it was better than anything 
she had done. She was a cash girl for the basement aluminum ware and 
had a promise of being put "on the floor” when she was a year or two 

Annie disliked the girls she worked with, much as she disliked her neigh- 
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hors. They seemed , stupid, dull, without any sort of an urge or inner feel- 
ing. Sometimes she would try to' put out feelers, to see if , the other girls 
felt the. restless., rebellio.n that she felt so frequently. There, was never 
a re.sponse of any kind. They thought the store was “all, right/’ the, hou,rs 
“kind-a-long.” They spoke of “fellas” and “steadies” and clothes. Marriage, 
perhaps only a few years off, was the only thing they looked forward .to. 
Sometimes, looking into their complacent or shallow, petulant faces, Annie 
wanted to, stick pins into them to find out if they would squeal or scream. 
They laughed at her, called her a queer one, let it go at that. 

Annie went to the store’s school. She was not especially ambitious, now, 
ill a scholastic way, as she had been at fourteen. Still, the more you know 
the faster you get ahead. She had a quick mind. She never said much about 
the school, at home. 

When she was seventeen, Annie discovered boys— or boys discovered her. 
Anyhow, she found herself suddenly with masculine attention. Until then, 
she hadn’t thought much about boys. They were all right, in a way. She 
hated boys of Lester’s type, fresh and forward. She “couldn’t stand” the 
slovenly youths of West Sixteenth Street. She was so quiet and mouse-like 
that other types never presented themselves to her. Ethel, at fifteen, al- 
ready had beaux. But then, Ethel was a “fresh kid” and, besides, was satis- 
fied with almost any kind of youthful masculine attention. 

At seventeen, Annie found that the peculiar chemistry of sex brought her 
unconsciously with boys and men. Some young clerk or wrapper or delivery 
boy was always waiting at the side door of the store for her at closing time. 
She wasn’t one of the “awfully popular” girls, and yet there was always 
someone. 

She liked these boys, for a while. They were “good company.” They were 
full of a sort of comfortable repartee. They took her to the movies, nights, 
and bought innumerable sodas. Beyond that they could not go. What 
could they do.^ Most of them lived at home and helped support a home 
quite similar to the one Annie came from. They certainly were not mar- 
riageable, and, if they had been, the marriage would have meant a transfer 
from one poor apartment to another. They were a transient pleasure. Some 
of them got fresh. They didn’t get far with Annie. One didn’t mind a kiss or 
two. That sort of paid for the evening’s entertainment. They didn’t go 
farther than that, Annie knew how to hold her own. You can’t live in West 
Sixteenth Street without learning something about the world. 

Roger Burson clerked in the silk department. He was a most elegant 
young fellow, with long white fingers. Quite unobtrusively Annie brought 
herself to his notice. She was clerking in the second-floor dress-notions, 
now. There was something different about Roger Burson. Annie watched 
him, when she could^ at his work. He unrolled long bolts of silk, letting the 
material slip through his fingers.. She: watched him talking to feminine 
customers — ^jealous of them as she ivatcbed-^and was always surprised at his 
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smooth flow of conversation, his little deferences to his customers, his smile. 
He put back his .head and half closed his eyes when he smiled— he seemed, 
mysterious— deep, then. She liked his writing on his checks, a sort of large, 
clear, round writing.„She kept a check that he had written and discarded. 
She was as familiar with his store number as most girls are with the tele- 
phone number of more fortunate young men. 

After a seemingly long period of indifference, Burson began paying atten- 
tion to Annie, He waited for her, after closing hours. She was just a bit 
dizzy when she saw him waiting, the first time, his sleek brown hair, his 
slender rather pale face. What a nice fellow he was! 

Of course she couldn’t ask Burson to call! He lived in an uptown apart- 
ment with a widowed mother, who had a little money. She didn’t dare let 
him see the Sixteenth Street apartment. She did meet him, after supper, 
on several occasions. He took her to the theatre a couple of times. She en- 
couraged him as much as she could. He held her hand in the theatre. He 
hinted at further and more violent love-making. What could come of it? 
He couldn’t marry — ^had to do his share toward supporting his mother — ^it 
took all they had just to get along. His conversation was not as thrilling as 
Annie had hoped it would be. It was quite dull, in fact, little rather feminine 
gossipy things about the store and about styles, tales of his yearly two weeks’ 
vacation, tales of his bowling club, which met once each week. She tried to 
get him to talk about some of the vague, restless things that were in her 
own mind. He never seemed to know what she was talking about. 

One warm Spring evening they took a bus-ride to Central Park and then 
walked through the park slowly. Annie walked close to Burson, took his 
arm, encouraged him in every way. He kissed her. Oh, what of it? What if 
he did kiss her? Could anything come of it all? She’d better be careful — . 
falling in love would be easy enough— too easy. That wouldn’t get her 
anywhere. After that, Annie avoided Burson. It was easy enough, after all. 

A few nights afterward, Annie, all alone, walked up Fourteenth Street. 
It was a hdt night and the white lights of the street, the cheap colors from 
the shows and the shop windows seemed suddenly to sicken her. She was 
eighteen! Eighteen! She used to think, when she was a little girl, that 
something grand would happen to her. Nothing would. Not unless she 
made things happen. It was like waking up, somehow, just w^alking down 
Fourteenth Street. Her street — two blocks from her home! 

In one store there was an auction. A man with a persuasive voice was 
begging customers to bid on an elaborately boxed tea-set of red and white 
Japanese china. Annie ventured inside the door. Half a dozen youths smiled 
invitingly, even moved toward her. She waited for a minute, hurried out 
again. Idly enough, she ventured into a penny arcade two doors away. The 
place was full of a poorly dressed, shuffling, crowd, leering men, bold-eyed 
women. A mechanical piano blared out a popular song. A wax figure, dirty, 
slightly melted, held a sign which told of a fortune to be had for a penny. 
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There were.' peep-shows for pennies, too, showing' partly 'nude, women of 
generous proportions, music for pennies, with long and unbelievably un- 
sanitary tubes to be fitted into your ears if you cared to receive music in 
this fashion. There were weighing machines and machines. which told your 
strength or gave you a penny’s worth of electricity. A fellow in a sailors 
uniform grinned at Annie and pointed toward one of the peep-shows. 

"‘Seen this?” he asked. “It’s hot stuff!” 

Annie gave him what she hoped was a reproving stare, hurried down the 
street, turned up Fifth Avenue. 


Yes, here she was— eighteen — and she had nothing. They were getting 
poorer and poorer all the time. Lester was always getting into trouble or 
out of work, grumbling when he had to help at home and threatening to 
go elsewhere to live. Ethel put her money on her back and wouldn’t do a 
great deal to support the family. Her father’s rheumatism, which usually 
disappeared in summer, seemed worse than ever, now. At least, he had 
more time at home for cursing and complaining about it Even now, she 
knew he was sitting, a huge sponge which overflowed the red plush chair, 
cursing the weather and his rheumatism and his family. She couldn’t ex- 
actly blame him. After ail, he didn’t get a great deal out of life. 

Well, what did she get out of life? Working all day in the store wasn’t 
fun, either. She wasn’t the type who got ahead, got to be a buyer. She knew 
that. She might stay there forever, just behind a counter. Marriage? Whom 
could she get? Oh, any one of half a dozen fellows, if she tried hard enough. 
What would she have then ? A home like she had now’^ and babies — or no 
babies and a job, if she found a man who believed that a woman should 
keep on working after she was married. That wasn’t much fun. 

Men? They were easy enough — easy to get them interested, but they 
wouldn’t do anything for you. There was old Blakeman. He had seemed 
interested. He had been awfully insulting, even offered her an apartment 
— ^he had pulled a lot of stuff about “making an old man happy.” He 
hadn’t helped her get ahead in the store. Of course not. Men don’t help girls 
in that way. And women don’t help other women, unless you happen to 
be the type — ^know how to get in with them and sym*pathize and kow-tow. 
Well, she wasn’t the type. Men though — simple things — if there was some 
way — ^i£ she knew anything. Men — why of course — if she knew anything. 
The girl who got ahead was the girl who had a profession and knew men 
—how to manage things— there, was Leah Fisher — a stenographer — she had 
married her boss, finally^ There were other ways of getting ahead, too, no 
doubt. A stenographer. Good money, right there.. Of course. Why hadn’t 
she thought of it? All of these years .wasted— and she was eighteen. 

When Ahpie-' told .her parents that .she was going to night school they 
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did not protest as much as she had thought they would. Going to High 
School, day times, was one thing. Going to a free night school, after you 
had already earned money during the day, that was something else. Why 
any big, overgrown girl of eighteen would want to keep on going to school. 
. , . Still, if what Annie said was true — if she really could make more 
money that way — well, she ought to be able to know her own mind at 
eighteen — time most girls were marrying and settling down. « . . 

Her parents encouraged Annie, as a matter of fact. If she married, they 
would be deprived of her earnings. If, on the other hand, night school would 
mean larger earnings. . . . 

Learning stenography, when one has been out of school four years and 
only went through grade school, then, isn’t an easy job. Especially, it isn’t 
easy, if one has stood up all day selling things in a noisy store, where the 
air isn’t any too good. Still, others did it. It took Annie a year to learn to be 
a stenographer. It was a year of long days in the store, long hours on her 
feet, her head aching, frequently, a hurried and not especially good supper 
and then more hours in a bare schoolroom at an uncomfortable desk, an 
impatient teacher, impossible fellow students. That year remained a memory 
of never quite enough sleep or rest, trudging dully from one task to an- 
other, trying to learn word-signs between sales, during the day, and trying 
to keep awake sufficiently to recall those same w^ord-signs at night. The 
year ended, finally. Annie was a stenographer! 

Hunting for a position, then. It wasn’t as easy as she had supposed. How 
many stenographers there were! Girls, just out of high school, not much 
younger than she was, but so much fresher and seemingly more eager and 
so full of the knowledge that high school must surely bring. There were 
college girls looking for jobs, even! 

Annie gave up her job in the store— they wouldn’t give her a trial as a 
stenographer there, though that didn’t bother her a great deal. She had 
tried, at first, hunting a job in her lunch-hour. That didn’t do. All good 
jobs were taken, by noon. 

She would read the want-ads, the first thing in the morning, snatch a 
bite of breakfast, a roll spread with gelatinous factory-made preserves and 
coffee, usually, and start out looking for a job. She wore neat; colorless 
clothes, rather faded into the background. 

Her parents were rather difficult, those weeks. She had been the steady 
one of the family. Her father and Lester had always been more or less out 
of work. Ethel couldn’t be depended upon. Annie’s money had come in 
steadily, without a question. Now, it almost seemed to her as if they thought 
her the whole support of the family. They made fun of her ambitions to 
better herself, even while they urged that she find something to do. To heat 
her father, melting cut over the red plush rocker, you would have thought 
that Annie had already entered into a life of vice and crime because, for a 
week or two, she didn’t contribute to . the fatnily’s upkeep. ^ , 
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■ “Shill: Bp about' me,’* she .said, finally.. “I don’t know why Fm the family 
' goat, but if l am, I am, and that’s all there is to it. Fll get something.” ' 

. .She did.,Sh.e:gGt a stenographic positioii'in.. a small. hardware company. 
The proprietor insulted her,- finally, so she 'quit. She could have.: “called 
him down,” kept on. with her job. What 'was the use? There were other 
jobs. There weren’t any possibilities there, anyhow, excepting the small 
salary — a salary only a degree better than she had had as a clerk in the de- 
partment . store, That proprietor! What a stupid, lazy, dusty fellow! If she 
wanted to be insulted she’d never had chosen him to do it. Certainly not. 
Oh, well . . . might as well get experience. . . . 

She was a better stenographer now. A few weeks more of idleness and 
Annie was with the Cutter Rubber Company, in lower Broadway. 

This was something like it — a clean office, with glass partitions, brisk 
girls, sleek young men, busy, pompous officials. For the first time in her 
life Annie felt that she fitted in. This was what she had wanted all of the 
time — in a way. At least she had always wanted cleanliness and order. You 
can’t afford those when you are poor. She rather liked the work, even. She 
developed into rather a good stenographer, a bit uncertain, perhaps, as to 
punctuation, but always willing enough to consult the dictionary as to the 
spelling of a difficult word. 

Annie began to wear the neat, unobtrusive business clothes that became 
almost a part of her personality laten Up to that time she had worn odds 
and ends of things that did not seem to belong together — a suit bought at 
a closing-out sale, a blouse her mother had picked up at a bargain. Annie 
insisted that she had to dress well now. As her salary was larger, her 
mother began to respect her almost enough to allow her to buy clothes 
without reproach for the money she was “throwing away on style.” 

For some time, Annie was satisfied at the office. She always arrived on 
time. She did her work fairly well, almost eagerly. She spent the usual 
amount of time gossiping with other girls in the rest room, of course, but 
this was more from a desire to see how the other girls lived and to find out 
what they knew than from any time-wasting motive. She had always had a 
curiosity about people. 

At home things were just as bad. Lester and her father worked spas- 
modically, with wonderfully good excuses for their idleness. Ethel still 
cared for cheap finery. Frank had a job as messenger boy, but didn’t make 
much money, Maud, the beauty of the family, wore yellow curls still, and, 
of course, had to have wearing apparel harmonious with her loveliness, 
Mrs. Robinson had dreams for Maud. 

, There ought to be some way to improve things. Certainly things couldn’t 
go on that way always, that disordered apartment, never quite enough 
money; for actual necessities, never any touch of pleasant living. Annie 
thought about this a lot. Her position was pleasant enough, in a way. It 
wasn’t exciting, now that she was- accustdmed' to the routine of the office. 
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Certainly^.in the normal course of events.smo great change would take place. 
She might get a slight raise once or twice a year. She might keep her posi- 
tion.for years and years. There were several stenographers at the Cutter' 
Rubber Company who had been there for ten years. They received only a. 
slightly larger salary than Annie/ were laughed at a bit for their faithfulness 
— certainly nothing to look forward to. 

Occasionally a girl in the office got-married. Annie would meet the 'lucky 
man/' like as not.,. When, he was, a ■fellow- employee, his salary was. just 
about, the size. 'of , Annie’s owm. She couldn't -afford to marry a man. like 
that. Once in a while one of the girls managed a vacation to one of the 
nearby summer resortS' and returned engaged, and with stories of great 
luxuries ahead. Annie found that these summer-vacation catches were in- 
variably old and homely and not as rich as they were supposed to be. Any- 
how, Annie couldn’t have managed a summer-resort vacation if it would 
have resulted in an engagement to the Prince of Wales. 

Yes, marriage was all right — :if you could afford it— if you had only your- 
self to look out for or if you found a rich man. Certainly no rich man was 
going to mdrry Annie, She knew that. Occasionally girls did find rich men 
—married their bosses, even. No such luck for her. 

Then Margery Miller had an “affair/Mt was not the most savory sort of 
an affair, but Annie drank in the details eagerly. Old Man Bruntage — the 
last person in the world you’d suspect, unless you were familiar with busi- 
ness offices — took the dashing Miss Miller to Atlantic City for the week- 
end. Actually. Before going, he bought Miss Miller an entirely new outfit 
of clothes, which, rumor said, she needed badly, especially the silk under- 
neaths. Well, Bruntage and Miss Miller returned, after the week-end, but 
Bruntage ’s wife got wind of the affair— that does happen sometimes — and, 
though she wasn’t the sort who wanted a divorce, preferring the money 
and position which went with being Bruntage’s wife, she did insist on 
“something being done about it." Something was done about it. Miss Miller 
was fired. 

The girls talked it over in the rest room. 

“What a fool she was!" Lucile Stork volunteered. “She ought to have 
known it would get out. Those things always do, sooner or later. And when 
a girl’s reputation is gone, there is Just nothing she can do." Lucile was 
holding out for matrimony. 

“There’s another thing, too," this from Mabel Foster, “as soon as you 
give in to a man he doesn’t care for you any more. He’s interested only as 
long as you keep him guessing. All Margery has got is a few clothes. You 
bet, if I was going to do a thing like that— though of course I wouldn’t 
think of such a thing ...” 

The girls were right. Annie felt that., And yet, if you didn’t do anything 
at all — excepting your work, day after day;;., ,.* ^ , 
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if you kept your head— well, 


Of course if you weren’t a Margery Miller 
that might be a way, too. 

Annie was' given the position' made vacant, by Miss Miller’s, departure, 
Annie was Bruntage’s private secretary!' 


Annie was a little mouse. Of course. She dropped her eyes when Bruntage 
spoke to her suddenly. She said ‘*yes, sir,” and ‘'no, sir,” with unnecessary 
frequence. She saw that her blouses were always fresh and dainty. She 
pouted her lips over her pencil when she was thinking. Bruntage told her 
that she was "very good, indeed. Quite satisfactory in the position.” Was 
that all? What a plain thing Margery Miller was, actually! Wasn’t Annie 
even that nice looking? It worried her just a little — Bruntage was awfully 
respectful. 

Perhaps men were simpler than she had imagined them to be. At least 
Bruntage was. Annie found that out. She began wearing rather thin stock- 
ings to the ojfBce. Bad taste? She had thought so, from things she had read 
in "advice to the working girl.” After all, though, perhaps she and the 
woman who wrote the advice weren’t quite in accord as to results, after all 

Annie’s nice office oxfords gave way to thin slippers with buckles on 
them. She crossed her legs a bit. Simple? Of course. Weren’t men simple? 
She continued wearing her plain little clothes. Occasionally her hand 
touched his as she was taking dictation. She would pull it away and say, 
"Oh, pardon me,” rather dreadfully embarrassed. She kept one flower on 
her desk, in a glass of water. 

There were a lot of questions Annie had to ask Bruntage. Men are so 
much wiser and more sensible than girls! 

"Oh, thank you, sir — I knew you’d know. Fm sorry I had to take up your 
time. There was no one else around here who could have told me.” And, "1 
don’t mind working overtime, really. I know how particular you are about 
the reports, sir. Fd rather take a lot of time and feel that they were right.” 

One day she was crying. She brushed tears away, unobtrusively, as she 
typed a letter. 

Oh, dear! Had Mr. Bruntage noticed? Annie was so sorry. It wasn’t any- 
thing — anything he could do, really. Her — her father was ill — ^had been ill 
a long time and now there were doctors’ bills. Quite a lot of them. Oh, yes, 
she helped pay the expenses — had the burden of things, rather . . . had 
worked since she was fourteen . . . went to night school to learn stenog- 
raphy. Oh, she had wanted to ask someone there— didn’t know who to ask 
. . . oh, if she could ... if there were: some way to — to get some money 
: . . . yes, it was awful to be. poor . . . not a great deal— nothing to Mr. 
Bruntage * . . two hundred dollars . . . she’d pay it off . . . pay it every 
week a few -dollars at a time. ^ 
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It was lovely of Mr. Bruntage.! She ■ could pay him— not haveat go through 
the office at all Oh, he was lovely to her . . , she hadn’t dreamed . . . 

Bruntage gave Annie the money, a little roll of bills not very new ones. 
Annie started a bank account the next day, at noon. Not a great deal, of 
course. Still! She put three one-dollar bills on Mr. Bnintage’s desk every 
Friday, after the cashier came around with the pay-envelopes. She hadn’t 
signed any paper, of course — this had been too personal for that— just be- 
tween them. How good of Mr. Bruntage! 

It was a few weeks later that Mr. Bruntage proposed a trip to Atlantic 
City. He’d be more discreet this time. Anyhow, what if he was found out— 
though he wouldn’t be, of course. A nice, discreet little thing, Miss Robin- 
son. Young, too, and innocent. There were preliminary things, of course. 
Then, plans. 

Annie would need clothes, of course. She dropped her eyes. A tear 
showed in the corner of one of them. 

“I’ve — I’ve never had any pretty things,” she said. 

That could be remedied easily enough — easily enough. After they got to 
Atlantic City . . . 

Annie shook her head. She didn’t like to say anything— she— she was 
ashamed of the things she had . . . wouldn’t embarrass Mr, Bruntage by 
being seen with him. Still — she didn’t know much about buying things. . . . 

Mr. Bruntage was clever about buying things, it seemed. Three days later, 
on a Thursday, he met Annie, by appointment, in a little tea shop in East 
Fifty-seventh Street. He took her to some shops he knew about . . . yes, 
Annie had naturally good taste, it seemed— the saleswoman said so. She 
chose rather plain things— her style, really, but awfully expensive and well- 
made. Bruntage paid cash for the things. Annie had them sent to her home. 
Her mother wasn’t clever about things like that— if clothes didn’t have a 
lot of trimming her mother wouldn’t think they were expensive. 

Friday, modest and shy as ever Annie appeared at the Cutter Rubber 
Company. Sometimes, during the day, she caught Mr. Bruntage’s eyes, 
dropped her own eyes, smiled. There was a delicious secret between them. 
They were to meet at two, on Saturday, at the Pennsylvania Station, to 
begin their holiday. 

That evening, Annie ate the half-cold stew without protest. She didn’t 
have anything to say when her father set forth his usual complaints— his rheu- 
matism was worse, it seemed, and some freight that was being unloaded at 
the docks had gone wrong and of course he had been unjustly blamed for it. 

After the evening meal, Annie wrote a letter. Letters were written seldom 
enough in the apartment-house in West Sixteenth Street. They were almost 
an event, in fact. Annie had brought Lome a new box of writing paper, a 
new bottle of ink and an office pen for the occasion. Now, she cleared off 
the table herself, put an old Saturday Evening Post on it, in lieu of a desk 
blotter, and sat down to write, , . , 
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“Writing a . letter?” asked her mother, with' a nice mixture : or social 
interest, and' curiosity. ' 

“Why, yes,”: said Annie simply, -and^ didn’t explain. She had learned that 
you. don’t, have to explain, if you don’t want to. ■ . ■ 

. “You' needn’t be so grumpy about it,” her mother answered, with' quite 
.unnecessary anger, considering her question and Annie’s reply/ “A lot of 
plea.s,U're I get from my children, ■ n . , running around at all hours . .doing 
all kinds of things under my very nose. . . . It seems to me that your 
mother '. ,; 

Annie was writing her letter. She wrote it in pencil, first, on a piece of 
Maud’s tablet paper, crossing out one sentence, substituting another. Then 
she copied it carefully in ink on her new paper. It was plain white paper 
and the ink was black. When she had copied her letter she addressed an 
envelope, put the letter in and sealed it. She started to tear up the first 
penciled draft, thought better of it, tucked it into her purse instead. After 
all, she had tried hard on that letter. This is what Annie had written: 

My' DEAR Mr. Bruntage: 

I don’t know how to tell you, after all of your kindness to me. I can’t go — 
that’s the easiest way of saying it. I just can’t. I’ve thought it over and over. 
Maybe it’s because of the home training I had when I was a little girl. I don’t 
know. It just doesn’t seem RIGHT, that’s all. I never could come back to my 
parents and my little sister, if I did such a thing. I hope you will understand 
how I feel. Fm not coming back to the office, but I want you to know that I shall 
always remember your kindness to me — we have always been poor and never 
before have I ever had any pretty things — and your goodness to my father 
during his illness. 

Sincerely, 

Annie Robinson 

Annie put on her hat and coat and called to her mother. 

“I’m going out to mail my letter, Ma, and I may take a bus ride before I 
come back.” 

It w^as customary, in the Robinson household, to make some explanation 
of one’s departure. 

At the corner, Annie dropped the letter into a letter-box. She smiled as 
she saw, in her mind, Bruntage’s expression as he read it. He’d open it 
himself — she had marked it “Personal” and he always opened personal mail. 
That stupid little Martin girl would probably be in his office, in her place. 
What an old fool Bruntage was! Well, he’d never show that letter to his 
wife, at any rate. 

Annie climbed onto a bus at the cpmer and chose a seat on top. She had 
always liked bus-riding. Now, as she' rode uptown, she thought over things 
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much as she had' done when she. -was' .a little girl. She was^ a.'.little.more 
defi,nite about things now. She felt a certain exaltation, a slight wave, of 
success, such as she had' never felt . before. After all— she had. accom.plished 
something, Old Bruntage!' What a fool he, was! Yet she knew , from office 
gossip that he had taken at least four other girls on week-end trips, besides 
the stupid Miss Miller, who had preceded her as private secretary. None 
of the other girls had rebelled. Silly little flies — they had walked into his 
net, perhaps even grateful to get the few things he had given them, the 
couple of days at a good hotel. Horrid old man! Ugh! How mad he’d be at 
that letter! She’d chosen expensive clothes, too, and had paid back only a 
trifle of that two hundred dollars. Well, he had picked her out as a poor, 
simple little office worm. Let him be more careful next time— the old fool. 

Not that he’d see through it. He’d probably just wish she hadn’t been so 
virtuous. That was just as well. She hoped she’d never see him again. At 
that, the office would have to give her good recommendations. She’d tele- 
phone in the morning— say she was ill. Bruntage wouldn’t dare say any- 
thing. Not he! The old fool. 

There were days ahead . . . other things. For the first time life offered 
a pleasant pathway, with a narrow, glittering lane of possibilities. Of course, 
there were limits. Annie knew she wasn’t the type her employer married. 
Anyhow, few enough employers really married their stenographers— outside 
of romantic short stories. Of course offices weren’t devilish holes of iniquity. 
Certainly not. There were thousands of business men who never noticed a 
pretty face during business hours. Of course. Still, there were thousands 
more not above a stolen kiss, awfully susceptible to flattery, easy to prey 
upon, no doubt because they thought that they were the stronger power. 
Perhaps. She would see. 

As the bus jostled her uptown, Annie looked into shop windows and 
then into homes and apartments much as she had done when she was a lit- 
tle girl. She still hated these people, their comfort and their smugness. Each 
of these families with some man at the head earning money. Imagine her 
father earning enough money for the family. Cleanliness . . . nice, smooth- 
flowing lives . . . pretty things. Oh, well. 

She could get a good salary. She was a good stenographer now, had 
learned about offices. Lower New York, of course. Brokers, advertising 
men, officials, men like that. Big offices. That was where to go. Men who 
dealt in abstract things — stupid men who thought they were ^‘deep” be- 
cause they knew a few seemingly important facts. Those were the men who 
believed silly things, who looked for a sort of pseudo-romantic relation 
mixed in with their dry business facts. A conference in the morning, a long 
luncheon with a couple of men, peppered with seemingly important busi- 
ness details, letters dictated during the; afternoon to a sympathetic little 
secretary. Of course. .. .. 

If she had only herself! That .would be easy enough. These girls who 
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spoke so much about being self-supporting, when all they had to do was 
to support themselves! Of course — she could get a-way — it would be 
physically possible just to get out — out of the whole thing, out of helping 
to support the family and keeping an eye on Ethel and trying to put some 
sort of ideas into Maud’s head. The family would get along somehow. 
Families always did, she supposed. However, the burden of support, started 
when Annie was fourteen, couldn’t be thus easily swept aside. After all, she 
was, in a way, fond of her family, even — certainly she was fond of Frank 
and Maud! yes, even of Lester and Ethel and her mother and father. After 
all, none of them had any too much, either. Maybe they liked nice things, too. 

Two hundred dollars! In the bank! To do with what she wanted to! Nice 
clothes, too, a good coat and dress and blouses and a couple of hats. She 
could give Ethel a hat and a blouse and still have nicer things than she had 
ever had before. 

Two hundred dollars! The bus lumbered past apartment-houses, blank, 
factory-like, solidly respectable, each with its little squares of light to indi- 
cate the families who lived, in cliff-dwelling fashion, each in its own little 
portion. Flow funny — all of these little families, each member of each family 
coming home each day, like little homing pigeons to a particular little nest 
in the cliff. Nice little nests! Why, if her family could live like this — clean 
and respectable — ^if Frank and Maud could have a chance. Why not.? There 
was even the university up here — classes at night — ^you don’t even have to 
be graduated from a high school—Annie had heard that. If Maud could 
come up here to live and go to school — If Frank could “get” this neighbor- 
hood — ^Ethel and Lester, even. Why, the only reason Ethel and Lester liked 
cheap things, probably, was because they hadn’t ever had any better to like, 
if they had wanted to. After all — ^Annie knew she had had to fight for 
everything she had — stenography even. Even now — oh, well, there wasn’t 
any better way that she could think of. 

Why not? The two hundred dollars would pay for moving and for . . . 
Moving — that old trash? The broken-down table, the hideous brass bed— 
the red-plush rocker her father melted into and went to sleep in every night 
after dinner — the cot in the living-room. It would be great — living up here 
— up-town — in a new apartment, clean and new — with a bedroom for the 
girls and another for Lester and Frank and one for her parents — and a 
living-room for — ^why, for company even . . . and a regular dining-room 
and a clean — may-be even a white kitchen. It could be done! Why not? 
The most that could happen was that they could be put out. Even that 
might be more fun than Sixteenth Street. 

; > Annie knew that her father had always been against moving, had said that 
the Sixteenth Street apartment was near his work. Let him complain. Why, 
he was out of work most of the time, anyhow. Let him take a subway to 
work. And he would work! She’d see to that. She’d be boss now. Lester 
would work, 4qo,;br:he-co.uldn\'Come''home. Absolutely. 'As for the others 
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—well, her. mother, would agree,' dough-like, with the .strongest— aad the 
, kids would welcome anything, even if they, couldn’t, see that it,wo,uld. help 
them. , ' ■ ■ 

Annie nodded' abstractedly to her. mother when she came in. Her father 
.was asleep in the red. rocker, a big, awkward figure, his weak mouth slightly 
open, a three-days’ growth of hair, on his face. Maud was the only young 
person at home. .Ma.ud was thirteen now, and finishing grade school, a 
-round-faced girl, pretty in a dull, usual sort of way, but .with, goo.d. features. 
Her mother still considered Maud a beauty. 

■ AnniC' called -to Maud: , . 

“Come out in the kitchen while I get a drink.” 

Wondering, Maud followed her elder sister. She rather obeyed Annie. 

Drinking from the kitchen tin cup, Annie said : 

“Now, don’t yell about this— not one word to anyone else, understand. 
You’re the only one I’m going to tell.” 

“All right,” nodded Maud, importantly, eager for a confidence. 

“If you lived in a swell— I mean, well, a grand apartment uptown, which 
had a bathroom and a big living-room where you could have company and 
near the park and all, would you keep on going to school— to high school, 
I.mean.?”,^.'..'■'^^'■ 

“Say, who’s going to leave the family a fortune?” asked Maud. 

“Nobody. You answer me. Give me your word of honor you’ll keep on 
going to school — clear through high school — ^and — and college, maybe?” 

“Sure,” said Maud. She’d just as soon go to school. She never made very 
good grades, but, anyhow, it certainly was better than working. Then: 

“But say, what’s that got to do with us? Thinking of moving? A swell 
chance this family has got for anything. What’s it all about, anyhow?” 

“Nothing,” said Annie, “only you go in there — and not a word out of 
you — understand. Only you got something to think about ” 

VII 

Annie went to sleep that night with a wonderfully warm feeling of 
sacrifice. She was going to do a lot of things — for her little sister — for the 
rest of the family. Yet even, through all this she sensed something else. Of 
course it wasn’t all for her little sister— not quite all — it was more than that 
— a desire for nice things, a few comforts— and under that— a desire to try 
her own skill — to sort of get into a battle. 

She dreamed about apartments and new furniture — ^kept walking up 
steps that tumbled do-wh as she Walked on them and woke up with a hor- 
rible picture in her mind, of herself istriiggling with a man who had a knife 
in his hand. The picture would have frightened her even more if she hadn’t 
remembered that she had seeh' that same picture iii front of a show on 
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Fourteenth Street just a "day before. Oh, well, hadn’t she heard some place 
that dreams go by contraries or that they show your disposition or some- 
thing? 

' She didn’t tell her family she "had, quit working. She left, .dressed in. her 
new, coat and hat, at her usual hour, but .took a bus uptown. Annie was 
apartment hunting! 

t At "ten, ns' a, slow-moving janitor was showing her through a far „ too 
. elaborate ■eight-room apartment-might as well look at all kinds, and .get 
an idea of how other folks live— Annie glanced at her cheap wristwatch 
and laughed. At ten was the time Bruntage got to the office and looked over 
his mail. What a fool the man was, anyhow. 

Annie found a six-room apartment three days later. It was in One Hun- 
dred and Twelfth Street and was convenient to the One Hundred and Tenth 
Street Subway station, the buses, Central Park and Columbia University. To 
city dwellers with exacting tastes, the apartment might not have been 
exactly without faults. Annie dared not consider anything more expensive. 

Anyhow, it was quite a step from West Sixteenth Street. The long, rather 
dark hall might not have been the last word in apartment buildings, but 
there was a nice, though not extremely large, front living-room, with three 
windows, three bedrooms, with a court v/indow to each of them, a bath- 
room with quite modern appointments, a square dining-room with a dome, 
a plate rail and two court windows, and a nice kitchen, complete with gas 
stove, ice-box and built-in cupboards. Annie examined it carefully, spoke 
about decorations, gave her father’s business address, explained that he 
was “in the shipping business” and made a deposit. 

A few days later she called at the apartment again, made final arrange- 
ments for decorating — as much ivory paint as the owner would allow and 
tan wall-paper throughout the house — she hadn’t read magazines all these 
years without profiting by them. The renting agent was glad enough to get 
the apartment rented, it seemed. He had not inquired too closely into the 
references. Annie paid a month’s rent in advance. 

Well, that was done! She’d get the money somehow. She’d always 
worked, when it came to that — ^always expected to . . . probably. Lots of 
men had made advances — men always did that — what had she ever got out 
of it? She’d see. 

A few pleasant, exciting days, now, of applying for positions in the morn- 
ing — or writing letters of application — and furniture hunting in the after- 
noon, Life was fun these days! 

A job then — at a better salary than she had ever had. Nothing doing 
there. She found that out in a few days. Such respectable people. Still, she 
had to have something — expenses went on — the apartment was nearly ready. 

During her lunch .hour, one . day, she made final arrangements about the 
furniture. She bought it at a large tinie^payment house. An instalment would 
be due the.'fitst of- every~month.T£:there .,weje more than two lapses in pay- 
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rneiit— she believed it was two—the furniture would be taken , away. Fa,ir 
enough!' She gave her father’s business address — he was working,..tem- 
porarilyj again— Ethel’s employer’s name and her own. She made a first 
payment on the .furniture. There would be just enough of the. t'wo hundred 
dollars left for moving the small amount of w’-earing apparefi the few 
things her mother probably wouldn’t part with. 

She liked the furniture she picked out. There was a davenport, covered 
ill a cotton tapestry, though the design wasn’t half bad. This opened out 
into, the salesman assured her, ‘'a full-sized bed.” This was for Maud. You 
couldn’t put three people into one of those tiny bedrooms! There was a 
wing chair to match it, and another chair covered in blue velour. After all, 
her father had to have some chair in which he could sprawl — relax after 
his day’s work or his day’s idleness. There were several smaller chairs, a 
stylish ‘library table,” a small, open book-shelf, though, so far, the family 
owned no books, a plain tan rug. For the bedrooms there were inexpensive 
“sets,” nearly alike, in grey, white and ivory enamel. For the dining-room 
there was a plain round oak table, a buffet, ten chairs — three extra for pos- 
sible company. The Robinsons had never had company at mealtime. The 
kitchen needed no furniture save a plain table and a couple of chairs. Well, 
that was done. 

The furniture was delivered on Saturday. Saturday w^as a half-holiday for 
Annie. She went to the apartment on the Subway, sitting in a nervous ten- 
sion the whole way. She reached the apartment before the furniture did. 
The floors had been varnished. The smell of paint was clean. The empty 
rooms were fresh with the cheap tan paper. Annie had a pleasant, electric 
feeling of adventure. What would the family say.? How had she dared.? 

The men came with the furniture. There was much untying of string, 
setting of bedroom mirrors in the dressing-table frames. The furniture was 
in place! The papers were pushed onto the dumbwaiters. The apartment 
was finished! 

To Annie it looked perfect. Cheap, perhaps. What of it? There was a 
floor lamp, with a yellow silk shade. There were bright rag rugs for each 
room. How well the tapestry pieces looked and the big blue chair! Empty 
— well, perhaps. Still, when the family got in, put a scarf on the table, get a 
Victrola, maybe, later, and a few books and magazines. Gee, v/hat would 
the family say? 

Annie had arranged for gas and electricity and — yes — a telephone. She 
could hardly believe her own daring. She didn’t know anyone to telephone 
to, excepting a few girls who had worked where she had. What of that? 
She’d meet people. It would be nice for .Maud and Ethel, too. It’s awfully*^ 
hard for girls to get invitations to things if they haven’t a telephone. 

She closed the apartment, opened it again with her own key, to see if it 
were really there, took a bus home.: A cheap apartment— what could it 
mean to all of these people in cars, who passed, smug in expensive clothes. 
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What did they,,, know — of — ^a.nything, . those fat-faced, women, w^ho never 
earned a cent in their lives, with their sleek husbands next to them. 

She looked hate at them, as she had when she was a little girl. She’d— -no 
—she couldn’t show them— it wasn’t that . . . exactly . . . she’d get things 
, . . her way— something, anyhow, 

VIII 


Annie was trembling when she got home. She took off her coat, hung 
it carefully on a hanger in the crowded closet— she and Ethel would have a 
closet all of their own now. . 

She went into the kitchen, began, mechanically, to set the table. 

‘'Time you’re getting home,” her mother growled at her. “Saturday after- 
noon, and you and Ethel walk the streets all day . . , a lot of help you 
are to me. . . 

She didn’t answer. She peeled potatoes. 

All of the family were home except Lester, She waited until they had 
finished the thin fried steak and the watery potatoes. She started, me- 
chanically, to eat the canned peaches. Then: 

“We — we move tomorrow,” she said. 

“What do you mean , , , ? What are you talking about. 

Annie felt triumphant, a bit dizzy. She went on: 

“I don’t want one word out of anyone here. I’m tired of — this dirt and — 
and everything. Sixteenth Street — ^it isn’t good for Maud — or Ethel, either. 
Fve got a place all picked out — ” 

“You’ve got a place picked out,” her mother said, “you — ” 

“Yes, I have,” said Annie. “I got the furniture, too. Everything. It’s ready 
this minute. The family can come with me or not, as you want to. I’m going. 
Not one cent of mine goes into this house again. You keep that place up 
nice or Fm gone. I bring in the money and Fm boss. I spoke to Thompson 
— on the corner — ^he’s coming for the things. You can get boxes from the 
grocer in the morning. Thompson will give you a price on things. Fm — ^I’m 
boss in this family.” 

There were squeaks, groans, curses. Annie felt as if she were living in a 
sort of dream. She loved it. It was the first big dramatic moment she had 
ever had. And to think — she had been able to create this — this scene — out 
of her own mind! Anything was possible! 

. Mrs. Robinson, Ethel and Maud w^ere finally moved to inspect the apart- 
ment at once. Annie went with them. They got into their coats and made 
the trip on the Subway. Annie never found out what they thought of it 
, — they were too incoherent for that. At least they were going to move! 

At twelve that night, Hal Robinson was swearing and saying things about 
“an ungrateful daughter— after all the years Fve spent working for this 
family. . . .”;At,oney the next" -day'^there: were so few things to move it 
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might as well be done right away^..if,it was Sunday — ^^Robkisoii .was bawling 
out orders to Thom,pson and talking about -‘his new apartment”' and what 
he was '‘getting ready to do, moving uptown ” Annie was boss, though. 
The family recognized that. If her mother wailed a bit about “girls who 
don’t confide in their mothers” and “girls who go wnong, these days,” her 
wails were tempered a bit and became almost a gentle accompaniment to 
living. After all~it was rather nice, having a six-room apartment uptown 
. . . easier to keep clean, too, though Annie did seem to be getting an 
awful crank about wanting things too particular. 

Annie left the new job after three months of it. Outside of borrowing one 
hundred dollars for an operation for her mother — she was to pay it back 
three dollars at a time until the sympathetic boss told her “not to mind” 
after the fifth pitiful payment — Annie’s relations wdth the firm were quite 
businesslike. They were only too glad to give her excellent recommenda- 
tions when she found a more remunerative position. 

It was at Rutgers & Olds, Advertising, that Annie got it. It was a good 
position, secretary to Rutgers, the president, a bluff old man, though with 
rather a good reputation. He liked to drink a bit, but then, didn’t most 
men of his age? He was nearly sixty, with heavy ^vhite hair and a white 
mustache of which he was perhaps unnecessarily proud. Mrs. Rutgers was 
an invalid who traveled rather constantly. Rutgers accompanied her fre*^ 
quently — that is, he was always able to get away for a six weeks’ winter va- 
cation at Palm Beach or Lake Placid, a two months’ European trip in the 
summer. He seemed fairly content, so far as his friends could tell, with 
both his domestic and business arrangements. 

The office force at Rutgers & Olds knew that Annie came in answer to 
an advertisement. She came in quiet, mouse-like, unobtrusive. A slender 
little thing, with mild grey eyes and a nice mouth, a pale little thing with 
a low, gentle voice. Certainly no one to make a fuss about. You could tell 
why the old man picked her out from among the dozens who applied for 
the position. She was just the sort of a private secretary a man would pick 
out if he wanted his work done well and quietly, without any nonsense. 

It was at Rutgers & Olds that she got her nickname. It was quite probable 
that she knew of it right away. She learned soon enough, and, for some 
reason, didn’t seem to resent it. It is certain that she never altered her man- 
ner nor her mode of dressing. 

It was Quigley, one of the usual and always present smart alecks, who 
xiamed her. 

“What’s the new stenog’s name?” he asked, elegantly. 

“Robinson— Annie Robinson, I believe,” someone told him, 

“I thought so— Annie i . . as I live, ‘Little Orphant Annie’ to the life. 
To think that Orphant Annie’s come to our office to play! Ain’t she grand?” 

The office force all rather resented; Qliigley. We— for it was there that I 
first met Orphant Annie— took up ior her. A nice little thing— did her work 
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Vv-'ell—quiet: and ,s%. it— better than the usual office vamp 

who hung': around . tryi,ng , to , start- -soniething. ■ Grphant , Annie , never tried 
anything, with: the office iorcey that hard'-working, smalksalaried contingent 
which did all: of the work' except the “conferences,.” 

,“Orp.ha:nt Annie isn't an orphan -.at ■all,” Miss, Drucker, Olds' secretary, re-* 
porte4 a .few weeks later. '‘SheV got 'a lot of parents— two , of them— and 
■she lives up near, Columbia .and studies nights”— we somehow felt that she 
. did— .‘and, her father’s, a w,fully ill and about to. have an, operation.” , :, 

■ No. one, knew how Miss. Drucker, found out:a,bout the, operation. It. came 
to several hundred dollars,. it^ se.emed.-Rutge.rs lent her the money. 

It was the furniture, next, I believe. Everyone felt sorry about, that. It 
leaked out as such things usually do. Little Orphant Annie— who would 
have heen . better off,' do.ub.tl.ess,.. if she... had, 'been an orphan, but who was' 
supporting invalid parents, instead, was buying furniture on the instalment 
plan. She had paid the first instalment and perhaps even the second one. 
Then illness had come to the household — the illness that had necessitated 
the operation on her father. Now the furniture was threatened — every piece 
was to be taken away. Rutgers wasn’t in town — Palm Beach, I believe, I 
think we were all ready to add our names to a subscription when someone 
— perhaps Olds — came to the rescue. Anyhow, the furniture was not re- 
moved. Orphant Annie, smaller and more mouse-like than ever, continued 
at the office. She had Rutgers’ private room, all alone, now, and seated at 
his enormous desk, took care of all of his private correspondence while he 
was away. 

A little thing, then — a rumor — scarcely that — concerning a certain Jacob- 
son, one of the firm’s clients — yes, the collar man — and our little Orphant 
Annie. Jacobson had a way of breezing in — which meant a “conference,” 
when Rutgers or Olds was about. Now, he would go into Rutgers’ office and 
have a chat with Orphant Annie — business, of course. If it had been anyone 
else except Orphant Annie, with her pale face and candid eyes, everyone 
in the office would have gossiped— that Miss Flint, now, who used too much 
rouge — or the young and quite too flip Bailey girl. Orphant Annie! We all 
felt that someone ought to warn Annie — ^Jacobson’s reputation — all that. She 
seemed too young and untouched. No one had the indelicacy to say any- 
thing. 

Someone saw them together at luncheon — ^it could have been a business 
luncheon, of course. Another time, one of the less important and perhaps 
quite jealous stenographers was sure she saw the two of them pass her, 
Saturday afternoon, in Jacobson’s limousine. That was about all — excepting 
Jacobson’s reputation and the fact that he was married. 

The book-keeper, a quiet, rather lanky and certainly slow and stupid chap 
named Western, rather fell in love with Grphant Annie. We could see him, 
mooning around after her.. We were a trifle surprised because she didn’t 
encourage him more— afternll,. he was a nipe boy— only a book-keeper and 
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not apt to go higher, but young and pleasant' . . . after ally:Orphant Annie 
was only a stenographer, herself. He 'quite 'forced his attentions on her— 
little things — flowers and candy and a book, ..occasionally. Finally,. he con-, 
fcssed to someone that Annie had allo'wed him to give her a..n.ng— not.a 
large diamond, you know — they really .weren’t engaged — but, if she had the 
diamond, he fek that she’d be prejudiced a bit in his favor., He’d bee.n out 
to call, too, awfully nice, their apartment — he’d met the mother and a 
younger sister or two. 


IX 

We all felt sorry when Orphant Annie left Rutgers & Olds. In a way, in 
spite of her quiet, mouse-like personality, she had added interest to the 
place. Rutgers had got back by that time and he and Olds were sorry, too. 
We heard that they even called off the small debts she owed them— she’d 
been paying a couple of dollars at a time. Western took it hardest of all. 
He knew a lot of inside stuff, it seemed, though gradually a little of it 
leaked out to the rest of us. Jacobson was at the bottom of it. If we had only 
warned her ! We were all sorry enough. We hadn’t wanted to worry her. So, 
Jacobson, dog that he was, had led her on, tempted her with a promise of— 
well, of things a girl like Annie doesn’t have. We remembered things she 
had said, little things, “I’ve never had anything pretty all of my life” — 
things like that. A sick father and a mother who wasn’t strong! Worked 
since she was fourteen! Going to school at night! Little and quiet and grey- 
eyed! And Jacobson had tempted her! 

She had nearly yielded to him, it seemed. Western didn’t blame her for 
that any more than the rest of us did. Poor little Orphant Annie. Jacobson 
had given her presents — had planned a trip — the trip was to Paris — we heard 
even that — had bought her things preparatory to sailing — had helped her 
when her father needed a second operation. Then , . , well, she couldn’t 
go on. ... 

We never knew how Western found out about it all — even about the note 
Annie had written. 

“He won’t forget that in a hurry,” Western told us. “She was noble, that 
little girl. Only outside, in a most superficial way, was she tempted at ail. 
You can see how that was. The things she said in her letter— how she 
couldn’t go through with it. At the last minute she saw it wasn’t right — told 
him so. She — she don’t care for me — ^but she said she’d keep my ring — and 
if she ever did care ...” 

It is so easy to lose track of a mere ’oJEce acquaintance in New York. I 
lost track of Orphant Annie for, over, a,, year, then. Then, it happened that 
a friend of mine, a Miss Dorset, -was, employed by the firm of Bingham & 
Sons, Brokers. Calling for her, one afterdoon, I saw Orphant Annie— nice 
little Annie— in a big office , , . cladiin a neat little frock, her smooth hair 
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as tidy and her. eyes as candid as, ever. Somehow, Annie and I got to talking, 
a talk that was Gontinued over a dozen teacups and Annie told me, in a 
most iragmcnt ary:,, way, the 'things that I have put down' here . other 
things,, too,., .Rutgers, for instance— sly old Rutgers .with the white, hair and 
whi'te whiske.rs — to think that he. , . . 

. . 'Miss Dorset told' me, at the time, that Annie was well liked at Bingham 
& Sons. No — she didn’t know anything about her history — ^hadn’t heard 
that she was called Orphant Annie, even. I didn’t tell Miss Dorset more than 
that. To be truthful, she didn’t ask me. She v/as all sympathy for Annie, all 
full of little tales about her. Annie’s oldest brother — his name was Lester, 
it seemed— had got into trouble over money — hadn’t quite understood 
about it— and was threatened with arrest — a jail sentence, even. Annie had 
come to Mr. Bingham, the youngest Mr. Bingham, about it, and of course 
he had loaned Annie the money— he had an awfully good heart. Annie had 
started to pay the money back, a little at a time, every week— it was just 
pitiful the way she tried— but Miss Dorset had heard that Bingham was 
just going to call the debt settled. After all, a poor little thing like Miss 
Robinson — did I know that her mother was an invalid? 

I didn’t keep up with Orphant Annie, I wish, now, that I had had more 
time for her. She was — and is — ^worth cultivating, I’m sure. A year after I 
talked with her at Bingham & Sons, her name came up, at a business 
luncheon one day. A man was telling a story. 

'It served the fellow right,” he was saying. “Men try to get away with 
too much in business. If the girl had been the usual office vamp. I’d have 
thought it was blackmail and might even have sympathized with the fellow, 
but in this case the conditions were exactly the opposite. You could tell by 
the way the girl acted. At that, she escaped just in time — probably always 
will carry the memory of the thing — the nicest sort of a girl — modest — lives 
at home with her folks — her mother is ailing — some sort of an incurable 
disease. . . . Well, I’m glad she got some money out of the fellow — under 
the circumstances. . . 

What was the girl’s name? I wanted to know. 

Ordinarily, he couldn’t have told me, of course, but as long as she was so 
absolutely innocent, absolutely without blame — everyone who knew the de- 
tails was in absolute sympathy with her — ^Robinson or Robertson the name 
was . . . girl’s first name was Annie— oh, a nice, decent little thing. Did I 
know her? 

The name sounded familiar. I admitted that. Yes — an ordinary enough 
name, to be sure. 

: The other bits that have come to me about Annie have fitted in, as such 
things always fit in, as we always meet just the one old friend we think we 
never will see again — ^just as we always come across old acquaintances and 
old names-^forming more complete pictures than we had ever thought it 
possible to form^when we were^ young*- * f;' L. - - • ^ 
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Recently^ at a dinner,' a woman said, ‘1 want you to meet' someone' you 
used to know,”, and .there was a stranger 'who ■ turned out to be a, former 
certain . little Rose • Smith, whom . Fd gone to .school with— second grade 
public school, St. Louis, when I was seven. Last week I had a picture post- 
card from India with the signature of an Irish lad Fd known fifteen years 
ago— he’d been a Russian dancer in vaudeville, then. 

So there is nothing odd, then, in the fact that yesterday, I should have 
seen Orphant Annie. I shall see her again, I hope, through the years. Per- 
haps, too, when I do not see her I shall hear little things, like the things I 
have heard that complete, in a way, the picture of her that I carry with me 
. , . the story of Hanson, the builder, who fell in love with her and wanted 
to divorce his wife — the story of Dewit, who fell at her feet and apologized 
— and was overheard — because he had misjudged her . . . Piniiet, who sent 
Annie’s little sister through college. 

A house in the country — Lester and Ethel married — Frank well estab- 
lished in business — little Maud grown up and graduated from college. I al- 
most shed a tear over Orphant Annie — a sentimental tear for her goodness 
and her gentleness — a shy little thing in quiet clothes, a dear little thing 
with big grey eyes and a pale eager little face. Then I thought of Hilden 
and the money he lent her for that always-necessary family operation, of 
Lewis and the letter his wife received by mistake. 

But, after all, Orphant Annie doesn’t need any sort of a tear, Fm sure. 
She did what she could, in her way. 

‘1 wouldn’t have made things the way they are,” she told me, one day, 
“I just tried to get something out of the world, the best way I can.” 

I see her, jogging along up Fifth Avenue, on top of a bus, looking into 
windows to see how “nice folks” live, hating folks that had things without 
even wishing for them, wondering about things. How many of us , . . 
well . . . who are we to say.? ... 
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What HAVE I BEEN DOING sincc you saw me last.?” Miss Penny repeated my 
question in her loud, emphatic voice. “Well, when did you see me last?” . 
“It must have been June,” I computed. 

“Was that after Fd been proposed to by the Russian General?’' , , 
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, ■■‘'Yes; i .remember hearing about the Russian General A. ; : 

..'...Miss Penny threw back. her head' and- laughed. Her long. ear-rings swung 
and. rattled— corpses hanging in chains ; .an agreeably.: literary, s.imile. And her 
laughter was like b.rass3, but' .that had been said:, before. 

“That, was an uproarious incident. It’s sad you should, have heard '.of it. 
I love my. Russian General story. 'Vos yeux me rendens fouf She laughed 
again." ''... 

■ '. Vos yetiX’—shc .h.ad.. eyes like a hare’s, ,fiush ,with her head and very .bright 
. withn sup.erficial and. expressionless brightness. What a formidable' woman. 
I felt sorry for the Russian General. 

*"Sans coeur ei sans entrailles , ” she went on quoting the poor devil’s 
words. “Such a delightful motto, don’t you think.? Like 'Sans peur et sans 
reproche! But let me think; what have I been doing since then?” Thought- 
fully she bit into the crust of her bread with long, sharp, white teeth. 

“Two mixed grills,” I said parenthetically to the waiter. 

“But of course,” exclaimed Miss Penny suddenly. “I haven’t seen you since 
my German trip. All sorts of adventures. My appendicitis; my nun.” 

“Your nun?” 

“My marvellous nun. I must tell you all about her.” 

“Do.” Miss Penny’s anecdotes were always curious. I looked forward to 
an entertaining luncheon. 

“You knew Fd been in Germany this autumn?” 

“Well, I didn’t, as a matter of fact. But still ” 

“I was just wandering round.” Miss Penny described a circle in the air 
with her gaudily jewelled hand. She always twinkled with massive and 
improbable jewellery. “Wandering round, living on three pounds a week, 
partly amusing myself, partly collecting material for a few little articles. 
‘What it Feels Like to be a Conquered Nation’ — sob-stuff for the Liberal 
press, you know — and ‘How the Hun is Trying to Wriggle out of the In- 
demnity,’ for the other fellows. One has to make the best of all possible 
worlds, don’t you find? But we mustn’t talk shop. Well, I was wandering 
round, and very pleasant I found it. Berlin, Dresden, Leipzig. Then down 
to Munich and all over the place. One fine day I got to Grauburg. You know 
Grauburg? It’s one of those picture-book German towns with a castle on a 
hill, hanging beer-gardens, a Gothic church, an old university, a river, a 
pretty bridge, and forests all round. Charming. But I hadn’t much oppor- 
tunity to appreciate the beauties of the place. The day after I arrived there 
— bang! — ^I went down with appendicitis — screaming, I may add.” 

“But how appalling!” 

“They whisked me off to hospital, and cut me open before you could say 
knife. Excellent surgeon, highly . efficient Sisters of Charity to nurse me — I 
couldn’t have been in better, hands. But it was a bore being tied there by 
the leg for four weeks — a great bore. Still, the thing had its compensations. 
.There iwas mymuiii for -example. ,AE> here’s, the food, thank Heaven!” 
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The mixed grill proved to be excellent. Miss Penny’s description of the 
nun came to me in scraps and snatches. A round, pink, pretty face in a 
winged coif; blue eyes and regular features; teeth altogether too perfect 
—false, in fact; but the general effect extremely pleasing. A youthful Teu- 
tonic twenty-eight. 

“She wasn’t rny nurse,” Miss Penny explained. “But I used to see her quite 
often when she came in to have a look at the tolle 'England erin. Pier name 
was Sister Agatha. During the war, they told me, she had converted any 
number of wounded soldiers to the true faith — which wasn’t surprising, 
considering how pretty she w^as.” 

“Did she try and convert you?” I asked. 

“She wasn’t such a fool.” Miss Penny laughed, and rattled the miniature 
gallows of her ears. 

I amused myself for a moment with the thought of Miss Penny’s conver- 
sion— Miss Penny confronting a vast assembly of Fathers of the Church, 
rattling her earrings at their discourses on the Trinity, laughing her ap- 
palling laugh at the doctrine of the Immaculate Conception, meeting the 
stern look of the Grand Inquisitor with a flash of her bright, emotionless 
hare’s eyes. What was the secret of the woman’s formidableness? 

But I was missing the story. What had happened? Ah yes, the gist of it 
was that Sister Agatha had appeared one morning, after two or three days’ 
absence, dressed, not as a nun, but in the overalls of a hospital charwoman, 
with a handkerchief instead of a winged coif on her shaven head. 

“Dead,’’ said Miss Penny; “she looked as though she were dead. A walk- 
ing corpse, that’s what she was. It was a shocking sight. I shouldn’t have 
thought it possible for anyone to change so much in so short a time. She 
walked painfully, as though she had been ill for months, and she had great 
burnt rings round her eyes and deep lines in her face. And the general ex- 
pression of unhappiness— that was something quite appalling.”* 

She leaned out into the gangway between the two rows of tables, and 
caught the passing waiter by the end of one of his coat-tails. The little 
Italian looked round with an expression of surprise that deepened into 
terror on his face. 

“Half a pint of Guinness,” ordered Miss Penny, “And, after this, bring 
me some jam roll,” 

“No jam roll to-day, madam.” 

“Damn!” said Miss Penny. “Bring me what you like, then.” 

She let go of the waiter’s tail and resumed her narrative. 

“Where was I? Yes, I remember. She came into my room, I was telling 
you, with a bucket of water and a brush, dressed like a charwoman. Natu- 
rally I was rather surprised. ‘What oh earth are you doing, Sister Agatha?’ I 
asked. No answer. She just shook. her. head, and began to scrub the floor. 
When she’d finished, she lef t, the, rooih:, without so much as looking at me 
again. ‘What’s happened to Sister Agatha? M: asked my nurse when she next 
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came in. ‘Gaii't say3— Won’t, say,’ I said. No answer. It took nearly a week 
to find out wliat really had happened. Nobody dared tell me; it was 
vcrboten, as they used to say in the good old days. But I wormed it out in 
the long run. My nurse, the doctor, the charwomen — I got something out 
of all of them. I always get what I want in the end,” Miss Penny laughed 
like^a',liorse. 

'Tm sure you do,” I said politely. 

“Much .obliged,” acknowledged Miss - Penny. “But to proceed., -My infor- 
mation came to me in fragmentary whispers. ‘Sister Agatha ran away with 
a man.’— Dear me! — ‘One of the patients.’— You don’t say so. — ‘A criminal 
out of the jail.’ — The plot thickens.— ‘He ran away from her.’— It seems to 
grow thinner again. — ‘They brought her back here; she’s been disgraced. 
There’s been a funeral service for her in the chapel— coffin and all. She had 
to be present at it— her own funeral. She isn’t a nun any more. She has to do 
charwoman’s work now, the roughest in the hospital. She’s not allowed to 
speak to anybody, and nobody’s allowed to speak to her. She’s regarded as 
dead.’” Miss Penny paused to signal to the harassed little Italian. “My 
small ‘Guinness,’ ” she called out. 

“Coming, coming,” and the foreign voice cried “Guinness” down the lift, 
and from below another voice echoed, “Guinness.” 

“I filled in the details bit by bit. There was our hero, to begin with; I had 
to bring him into the picture, which was rather difficult, as I had never 
seen him. But I got a photograph of him. The police circulated one when 
he got away; I don’t suppose they ever caught him.” Miss Penny opened 
her bag. “Here it is,” she said. “I always carry it about with me; it’s become 
a superstition. For years, I remember, I used to carry a little bit of heather 
tied up with string. Beautiful, isn’t it? There’s a sort of Renaissance look 
about it, don’t you think? He was half-Italian, you know.” 

Italian. Ah, that explained it. I had been wondering how Bavaria could 
have produced this thin-faced creature with the big dark eyes, the finely 
modelled nose and chin, and the fleshy lips so royally and sensually curved. 

“He’s certainly very superb,” I said, handing back the picture. 

Miss Penny put it carefully away in her bag. “Isn’t he?” she said. “Quite 
marvellous. But his character and his mind were even better. I see him as 
one of those innocent, childlike monsters of iniquity who are simply un- 
aware of the existence of right and wrong. And he had genius — the real 
Italian genius for engineering, for dominating and exploiting nature. A 
true son of the Roman aqueduct builders he was, and a brother of the 
electrical engineers. Only Kuno — ^thatwas his name — didn’t work in water; 
he worked in women. He knew how to harness the natural energy of pas- 
sion; he made devotion drive his mills. The commercial exploitation of 
love-power, that was his specialty^ I , sometimes wonder,” Miss Penny added 
in a different tone, ‘‘whether L shall ever be exploited, when I get a little 
more middle-aged- and- ccHbat^’, by. one of these- young engineers of the 
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passions. It would be humiliating, particularly as Fve done so little exploit- 
ing from ijiy side.'’ . 

She frowned and was silent for a moment. No, decidedly, Miss Penny 
was not beautiful; you could not even honestly say that she had charm or 
was attractive. That high Scotch colouring, those hare’s eyes, the voice, the 
^ terrifying laugh, and the size of her, the general formidableness of the 

woman. No, no, no. ■ 

■'You said he had been in prison,” I said. The silence, with all its implica- 
1 tions, was becoming embarrassing. 

f Miss Penny sighed, looked up, and nodded. "He was fool enough,” she 

said, "to leave the straight and certain road of female exploitation for the 
dangerous courses of burglary. We all have our occasional accesses of folly. 
They gave him a heavy sentence, but he succeeded in getting pneumonia, 
I think it was, a week after entering jail. He was transferred to the hospital. 
Sister Agatha, with her known talent for saving souls, was given him as his 
particular attendant. But it was he. I’m afraid, who did the converting.” 

Miss Penny finished off the last mouthful of the ginger pudding which 
the waiter had brought in lieu of jam roll. 

"I suppose you don’t smoke cheroots,” I said, as I opened my cigar-case. 

"Well, as a matter of fact, I do>” Miss Penny replied. She looked sharply 
round the restaurant. “I must Just see if there are any of those horrible 
little gossip paragraphers here to-day. One doesn’t want to figure in the 
social and personal column to-morrow morning: 'A fact which is not so 
generally known as it ought to be is, that Miss Penny, the well-known 
woman journalist, always ends her luncheon with a six-inch Burma cheroot. 
I saw her yesterday in a restaurant — not a hundred miles from Carmelite 
Street — smoking like a house on fire.’ You know the touch. But the coast 
seems to be clear, thank goodness.” 

She took a cheroot from the case, lit it at my proffered match, and went 
on talking. 

"Yes, it was young Kuno who did the converting. Sister Agatha was con- 
verted back into the worldly Melpomene Fugger she had been before she 
became the bride of holiness.” 

"Melpomene Fugger?” 

"That was her name. I had her history from my old doctor. He had seen 
all Grauburg, living and dying and propagating, for generations. Mel- 
pomene Fugger— -why, he had brought little Melpel into the world, little 
Melpchen. Her father w=^as Professor Fugger, the great Professor Fugger, the 
berumter Geolog, Oh, yes, of course, I know the name. So .well ... He 
was the man who wrote the standard work on Lemuria— you know, the 
hypothetical continent where the lemUrs come from. I showed due respect. 
Liberal-minded he was, a disciple o£ Herder, a world-burgher, as they 
beautifully call it over there. Anglophile, too, and always ate porridge for 
breakfast— ‘up^ till August Theh^'on-the xadiant mornipg ,of the fifth, 
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, he 'renounced it, for 'ever, 'soIemnly...and with tears in his eyes. The national 
food of a people who had betrayed culture and civilisation— -ho\y could he 
, go on eating it.?,' , It would' stick in. 'his throat.. In future he, would .have a 
lightly.' boiled, .egg. .He sounded, I thought, altogether charming. And his 
,, 'daughte.r, Melpomene — s,h,e sounded, charming, too; and such ■thick, .yellow 
pigtails -.when she was young! Her mother.,, was dead, and , a,: sister.' of' the 
great Professor’s ruled the house with an iron rod. Aunt Bertha was her 
name.'.Well',. Melpomene g,rew'up, very plump and appetising.. When" she 
was seventeen, something very odious and disagreeable happened to her. 
Even the doctor didn’t know exactly what it was; but he wouldn’t have 
been surprised if it had had something to do with the then professor of 
Latin, an old friend of the family’s, who combined, it seems, great erudition 
with a horrid fondness for very young ladies.” 

Miss Penny knocked half an inch of cigar ash into her empty glass. 

'‘If I wrote short stories,” she went on reflectively "(but it’s too much 
bother), I should make this anecdote into a sort of potted life history, be- 
ginning with a scene immediately after this disagreeable event in Melpo- 
mene’s life. I see the scene so clearly. Poor little MelpeTis leaning over the 
bastions of Grauburg Castle, weeping into the June night and the mulberry 
trees in the garden thirty feet below. She is besieged by the memory of what 
happened this dreadful afternoon. Professor Engelmaan, her father’s old 
friend, with the magnificent red Assyrian beard . . . Too awful— *too awful! 
But then, as I was saying, short stories are really too much bother; or 
perhaps I’m too stupid to write them. I bequeath it to you. You know how 
to tick these things off.” 

"You’re generous.” 

"Not at all,” said Miss Penny, "My terms are ten per cent commission 
on the Americah sale. Incidentally there won’t be an American sale. Poor 
Melpchen’s history is not for the chaste, public of Those States. But let me 
hear what you propose to do with Melpomene now you’ve got her on the 
castle bastions.” 

"That’s simple,” I said. "I know all about German university towns and 
castles on hills, I shall make her look into the June night, as you suggest; 
into the violet night with its points of golden flame. There will be the black 
silhouette of the castle, with its sharp roofs and hooded turrets, behind her. 
From the hanging beer-gardens in the town below the voices of the students, 
singing in perfect four-part harmony, will float up through the dark-blue 
spaces. ''Roslcin, Rdslein, Rdslein rpf and *Das Ringlein sp?'ang hi zmet — 
the heart-rendingly sweet old songs will make her cry all the more. Her 
tears will patter like rain among the leaves of the mulberry trees in the 
garden below. Does that seem to you adequate?” 

"Very ^ nice,” said Miss Penny. '.'But ho'^r are you going to bring the sex 
problem and allits horrors into'^c^uf^iandscape?”^ • . . 

'.'■"Well, kt me.think*’f’l^oaUed’ta'jmemory those distant foreign summers 
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when I was completing my education. ‘1, know I shall, suddenly bring 
a swarm of "moving,; candles and Chinese lanterns under the mulberry trees. 
You imagine the rich lights and shadows, the jewel-bright leafage, the faces 
and moving limbs of men and women, seen for an instant and gone again. 
They are students and girls of the town come out to dance, this windless, 
blue June night, under the mulberry trees. And now they begin, thumping 
round and round in a ring, to the music of their own singing: 

‘ ‘Wir kdnnen spielen 
Vio-vio-vio-lin, 

Wir konnen spielen 
Vi-o-iin. 

Now the rhythm changes, quickens : 

“Und wir konnen tanzen Bums tarara, 

Bumstarara, Bumstarara, 

Und wir konnen tanzen Bumstarara, 

Bumstarara-rara. 

The dance becomes a rush, an elephantine prancing on the dry lawn under 
the mulberry trees. And from the bastion Melpomene looks down and 
perceives, suddenly and apocalyptically, that everything in the world is sex, 
sex, sex. Men and women, male and female— always the same, and all, in the 
light of the horror of the afternoon, disgusting. That’s how I should do it, 
Miss Penny.”' 

“And very nice, too. But I wish you could find a place to bring in my 
conversation with the doctor. I shall never forget the way he cleared his 
throat, and coughed before embarking on the delicate subject. ‘You may 
know, ahem, gracious Miss,’ he began— you may know that religious 
phenomena are often, ahem, closely connected with sexual causes,’ I replied 
that I had heard rumours which might justify me in believing this to be 
true among Roman Catholics, but that in the Church of England — and I 
for one was a practitioner of Anglicanismus — it was very different. That 
might be, said the doctor; he had had no opportunity in the course of his 
long medical career of personally studying Anglicanismus. But he could 
vouch for the fact that among his patients, here in Grauburg, mysticismus 
was very often mixed up with the Geschlechtsleben. Melpomene was a case 
in point. After that hateful afternoon she had become extremely religious; 
the Professor of Latin had diverted her emotions out of their normal 
channels. She rebelled against the placid Agnosticismus of her father, and 
at night, in secret, when Aunt Bertha’s dragon eyes were closed, she would 
read such forbidden books as The Life of St, Theresa, The Little Flozirers of 
St. Francis, The Imitation of Christ, and the horribly enthralling Boo\ of 
Martyrs. Aunt Bertha confiscated these works whenever she came upon 
them; she considered them more pemicious than the novels of Marcel 
Prevost. The character of a good potential housewife might be completely 
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undermined 'by reading o£ this' kind:. It was rather a relief for Melpomene 
when Aunt 'Bertha shuffled off, in the summer of 1911,' this, mortal' coil. She 
was one of those indispensables of whom one makes the discovery, when 
they are gone, that one can get on quite as well without them. Poor Aunt 
Bertha!” '■ ' ■ ■■■ 

'‘One can imagine Melpomene trying to believe she was sorry, and hor- 
ribly ashamed to find that she was really, in secret, almost glad.” The sug- 
gestion seemed to me ingenious, but Miss Penny accepted it as obvious. 

“Precisely,” she said; “and the emotion would only further confirm and 


give new force to the tendencies which her aunt’s death left her free to in- 
dulge as much as she liked. Remorse, contrition — they would lead to the 
idea of doing penance. And for one who was now wallowing in the martyr- 
ology, penance was the mortification of the flesh. She used to kneel for 
hours, at night, in the cold; she ate too little, and when her teeth ached, 
which they often did, — for she had a set, the doctor told me, which had 
given trouble from the very first,— she would not go and see the dentist, 
but lay awake at night, savouring to the full her excruciations, and feeling 
triumphantly that they must, in some strange way, be pleasing to the 
Mysterious Powers. She went on like that for two or three years, till she was 
poisoned through and through. In the end she went down with gastric 
ulcer. It was three months before she came out of hospital, well for the 
first time in a long space of years, and with a brand new set of imperishable 
teeth, all gold and ivory. And in mind, too, she was changed — for the bet- 
ter, I suppose. The nuns who nursed her had made her see that in morti- 
fying herself she had acted supererogatively and through spiritual pride; in- 
stead of doing right, she had sinned. The only road to salvation, they told 
her, lay in discipline, in the orderliness of established religion, in obedi- 
ence to authority. Secretly, so as not to distress her poor father, whose 
Agnosticismus was extremely dogmatic, for all its unobtrusiveness, Mel- 
pomene became a Roman Catholic. She was twenty-two. Only a few 
months later came the war and Professor Fugger’s eternal renunciation of 
porridge. He did not long survive the making of . that patriotic gesture. In 
the autumn of 1914 he caught a fatal influenza, Melpomene was alone in 
the world. In the spring of 1915 there was a new and very conscientious 
Sister of Charity at work among the wounded in the hospital of Grau- 
burg. Here,” explained Miss. Penny, jabbing the air with her forefinger, 
“you put a line of asterisks or dots to signify a six years’ gulf in the nar- 
rative. And you begin again right, in the middle of a dialogue between Sister 
Agatha and the newly convalescent Kuno.” 

“What’s their dialogue to be, about?” 1 asked. 

“Oh, that’s easy enough,” said Miss Penny. “Almost anything would do. 
What about this, for example , You , explain that the fever has just abated; 
for the first time for days the. young man is. fully conscious. He feels him- 
self to be W'ell, reborn,;, in a hew world— a world so bright and 
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novel 'and Jolly that: he/ can’t help laughing-.at . the sight' of it. He looks 
about him-;, the flies on the ceiling strike him, as being extremely .comic. 
How,, do they manage to walk upside down? They have' sucke.rs on their 
feetj says Sister Agatha, and wonders if her natural history is quite sound. 
Suckers oh their feet — ha, ha! What an uproarious notion! Suckers on their 
feet— that’s good, that’s damned good! You can say charming, pathetic, 
positively tender things about the irrelevant mirth of convalescents — the 
more so in this particular case, where the mirth is expressed by a young 
man who is to be taken back to jail as soon as he can stand firmly on his 
legs. Ha, ha! Laugh on, unhappy boy! It is the quacking of the Fates, the 
Parcae, the Norns!” 

Miss Penny gave an exaggerated imitation of her own brassy laughter. At 
the sound of it the few lunchers who still lingered at the other tables 
looked up, startled. 

“You can write pages about Destiny and its ironic quacking. It’s tre- 
mendously impressive, and there’s money in every line.” 

“You may be sure I shall.” 

“Good! Then I can get on with my story. The days pass and the first 
hilarity of convalescence fades away. The young man remembers and grows 
sullen; his strength comes back to him, and with it a sense of despair. His 
mind broods incessantly on the hateful future. As for the consolations 
of religion, he won’t listen to them. Sister Agatha perseveres — oh, with 
what anxious solicitude! — in the attempt to make him understand and 
believe and be comforted. It is all so tremendously important, and in this 
case, somehow, more important than in any other. And now you see the 
Geschlechtsleben working yeastily and obscurely, and once again the 
quacking of the Norns is audible. By the way,” said Miss Penny, changing 
her tone and leaning confidentially across the table, “I wish you’d tell me 
something. Tell me, do you really — ^honestly, I mean — do you seriously 
believe in literature?” 

“Believe in literature?” 

“I was thinking,” Miss Penny explained, “of Ironic Fate and the quack- 
ing of the Norns and all that.” 

“ ’M yes.” 

“And then there’s this psychology and introspection business; and con- 
struction and good narrative and word pictures and le mot juste and verbal 
magic and striking metaphors.” 

I remembered that I had compared Miss Penny’s tinkling ear-rings to 
skeletons hanging in chains. ' 

“And then, finally, and to begin with-^Alpha and Omega— there’s our- 
selves: two professionals gloating, with an absolute lack of sympathy, over 
a seduced nun, and speculating on the best method of turning her mis- 
fortunes into cash. It’s all very curious, isn’t it? — when one begins to think 
about it dispassionately ” - . • . . ; 
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; ''Very curious,” ! agreed/"But, then, so is everything else i£ you look at it 
like' that,” ' 

“No, no,” 'said Miss Penny. “Nothing s so curious as our business'. But I 
shall never get to the end of my. story if I get started on .first :principles ” . 

: ' Miss Penny continued her narrative. I , was still thinking of literature. Do 
you believe in it? Seriously? Ah! Luckily the question was quite meaning- 
less. The story came to me rather vaguely, but it seemed that the young 
man was getting better; in a, few more days, the doctor had said, he would 
be well— well enough to go back to jail. No, no. The question was mean- 
ingless. I would think about it no more. I concentrated my attention again. 

“Sister Agatha,” I heard Miss Penny saying, “prayed, exhorted, indoc- 
trinated. Whenever she had half a minute to spare from her other duties she 
would come running into the young man s room. ‘I wonder if you fully 
realise the importance of prayer?’ she would ask, and, before he had time 
to answer, she would give him a breathless account of the uses and virtues 
of regular and patient supplication. Or else, it was : 'May I tell you about 
St. Theresa?’ or 'St. Stephen, the first martyr — you know about him, don’t 
you?’ Kund simply wouldn’t listen at first. It seemed so fantastically 
irrelevant, such an absurd interruption to his thoughts, his serious, despair- 
ing thoughts about the future. Prison was real, imminent and this woman 
buzzed about him with her ridiculous fairy-tales. Then, suddenly, one day 
he began to listen, he showed signs of contrition and conversion. Sister 
Agatha announced her triumph to the other nuns, and there was rejoicing 
over the one lost sheep. Melpomene had never felt so happy in her life, 
and Kuno, looking at her radiant face, must have wondered how he could 
have been such a fool as not to see from the first what was now^ so obvious. 
The woman had lost her head about him. And he had only four days now 
— four days in which to tap the tumultuous love power, to canalise it, to set 
it working for his escape. Why hadn’t he started a week ago? He could 
have made certain of it then. But now? There was no knowing. Four days 
was a horribly short time.” 

“How did he do it?” I asked, for Miss Penny had paused. 

“That’s for you to say,” she replied, and shook her ear-rings at me. “I 
don’t know. Nobody knows, I imagine, except the two parties concerned 
and perhaps Sister Agatha’s confessor. But one can reconstruct the crime, 
as they say. How would you have done it? You’re a man, you ought to be 
familiar with the processes of amorous engineering.” 

“You flatter me,” I answered* “Do you seriously suppose ” I extended 

m^^rms. Miss Penny laughed like a horse. “No. But, seriously, it’s a prob- 
lem. The case is a very special one. The person, a nun; the place, a hos- 
pital; the opportunities, few. There could be no favourable circumstances — 
no moonlight, no distant music; and. any form of direct attack would be 
sure to fail. That audacious confidence which is your amorist’s best weapon 
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“Obviously,” said Miss Penny. ■ “But there are surely other methods. 
There is the approach through pity and the maternal instincts. And there’s 
the approach through Higher Things,' through' the soul Kuno must have 
worked on those. lines, don’t you think?' One can imagine him letting, him- 
self be converted,: praying with her, and at the same time appealing for her 
sympathy and even threatening— with a great air of seriousness—- to kill 
himself rather than go back to jail. You can write that up easily and con- 
vincingly enough. But it’s the sort of thing, that bores me' 'so frightfully ■ to 
do. That’s why I can never bring myself to write fiction. What is the point 
of it all? And the way you literary men think yourselves so important — ^par- 
ticularly if you write tragedies. It’s all very queer, very queer indeed ” 

I made no comment. Miss Penny changed her tone and went on with 
the narrative. 

“Well,” she said, “whatever the means employed, the engineering process 
was perfectly successful. Love was made to find out a way. On the after- 
noon before Kuno was to go back to prison, two Sisters of Charity walked 
out of the hospital gates, crossed the square in front of it, glided down 
the narrow streets towards the river, boarded a tram at the bridge, and 
did not descend till the car had reached its terminus in the farther suburbs. 
They began to walk briskly along the high road out into the country. 
‘Look!’ said one of them, when they were clear of the houses; and with the 
gesture of a conjurer produced from nowhere a red leather purse. ‘Where 
did it come from?’ asked the other, opening her eyes. Memories of Elisha 
and the ravens, of the widow’s cruse, of the loaves and fishes, must have 
floated through the radiant fog in poor Melpomene’s mind. ‘The old lady 
I was sitting next to in the tram left her bag open. Nothing could have 
been simpler.’ ‘Kuno! You don’t mean to say you stole it?’ Kuno swore 
horribly. He had opened the purse. ‘Only sixty marks. Who’d have thought 
that an old camel, all dressed up in silk and furs, would only have sixty 
marks in her purse. And I must have a thousand at least to get away.’ It’s 
easy to reconstruct the rest of the conversation down to the inevitable, 
‘For God’s sake, shut up,’ with which Kuno put an end to Melpomene’s dis- 
mayed moralising. They trudge on in silence. Kuno thinks desperately. 
Only sixty marks; he can do nothing with that. If only he had something 
to sell, a piece of jewellery, some gold or silver — anything, anything. He 
knows such a good place for selling things. Is he to be caught again for lack 
of a few marks? Melpomene is also thinking. Evil must often be done that 
good may follow. After all, had not she herself stolen Sister Mary of the 
Purification’s clothes when she was asleep after night duty? Had not she 
run away from, the convent, broken her vows? And yet how convinced she 
was that she was doing rightly! The mysterious Powers emphatically ap- 
proved; she felt sure of it. And now there was the red purse. But what was 
a red purse in comparison with a saved soul— and, after all, what was she 
doing but saving Kuno’s soul?” Miss Penny, who had adopted the voice and 
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gestures of a debater asking rhetorical questions, brought her hand with a 
slap on to the table. “Lord, what a bore this sort of stuff isP’ she exclaimed. 
“Let’s get to the end of this dingy anecdote as quickly as possible. By this 
time, you must imagine, the shades of night were falling fast — the chill 
November twilight, and so on; but I leave the natural descriptions to you. 
Kuno gets into the ditch at the roadside and takes off his robes. One 
imagines that he would feel himself safer in trousers, more capable of 
acting with decision in a crisis. They tramp on for miles. Late in the eve- 
ning they leave the high road and strike up through the fields towards 
the forest. At the fringe of the wood they find one of those wheeled huts 
wdiere the shepherds sleep in the lambing season. 

“The real 'Maison du Berger.’ ” 

“Precisely,” said Miss Penny, and she began to recite : 

“Si ton coeur gemissant du poids de notre vie 
Se traine et se debat comme un aigle biesse. . . . 

How does it go on? I used to adore it all so much when I was a girl: 

“Le seuil est perfume, I’alcove est large et sombre, 

Et la parmi les fieurs, nous trouverons dans Tombre, 

Pour nos cheveux unis un lit silencieux, 

I could go on like this indefinitely.” 

“Do,”Isaid. 

“No, no. No, no. I’m determined to finish this wretched story. Kuno 
broke the padlock of the door. They entered. What happened in that little 
hut.?” Miss Penny leaned forward at me. Her large hare’s eyes glittered, the 
long ear-rings swung and faintly tinkled. “Imagine the emotions of a virgin 
of thirty, and a nun at that, in the terrifying presence of desire. Imagine the 
easy, familiar brutalities of the young man. Oh, there’s pages to be made out 
of this — the absolutely impenetrable darkness, the smell of straw, the voices, 
the strangled crying, the movements! And one likes to fancy that the emo- 
tions pulsing about in that confined space made palpable vibrations like a 
deep sound that shakes the air. Why, it’s ready-made literature, this scene. 
In the morning,” Miss Penny went on, after a pause, “two woodcutters 
on their way to work noticed that the door of the hut was ajar. They 
approached the hut cautiously, their axes raised and ready for a blow if 
there should be need of it. Peeping in, they saw a woman in a black dress 
lying face downward in the straw* Dead.? No; she moved, she moaned. 
'What’s the matter.?’ A blubbered face, smeared with streaks of tear-clotted 
grey dust, it lifted to wards ■ them. What’s the matter.?’ — 'He’s gone!’ What 
a queer, indistinct utterance* The woodcutters regard one another. What 
does she say? She’s a foreigner, perhaps. What’s the matter?’ they repeat 
once more. The woman bursts out violently crying. 'Gone, gone! He’s gone,’ 
.she sobs'^ut-inh^f v.a^e,;inartifulate';way. 'Oh,;gone.’ That’s^ what she says. 
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■Who’s gone?’— He’s left ^ me/— What?— Left 'me . . /—What' the 'devil 
. . . ? Speak a little more distinctly/— I can’t/ she wails; he’s taken iiiy 
teeth/— Your, what.?’ — 'My teeth!— and the shrill voice breaks into "a 
scream, and she falls back sobbing into the straw. The woodcutters look 
significantly at one another. They nod. One of them applies a thick yellow- 
nailed forefinger to his forehead.” 

Miss Penny looked at her watch. 

“Good heavens!” she said, “it’s nearly half-past three. I must fly. Don’t 
forget about the funeral service/’ she added, as she put on her coat. “The 
tapers, the black coffin in the middle of the aisle, the nuns in their white- 
winged coifs, the gloomy chanting, and the poor cowering creature without 
any teeth, her face all caved in like an old woman’s, wondering whether she 
wasn’t really and in fact dead — wondering whether she wasn’t already in 
hell. Good-bye.” 


THE RICH BOY 

F. Scott Fitzgerald 

(1896- ) 


Begin with an individual, and before you know it you find that you have 
created a type; begin with a type, and you find that you have created — 
nothing. That is because we are all queer fish, queerer behind our faces 
and voices than we want any one to know or than we know ourselves. 
When I hear a man proclaiming himself an “average, honest, open fellow,” 
I feel pretty sure that he has some definite and perhaps terrible abnormality 
which he has agreed to conceal — and his protestation of being average and 
honest and open is his way of reminding himself of his misprision. 

There are no types, no plurals. There is a rich boy, and this is his and 
not his brothers’ story. All my life I have lived among his brothers but this 
one has been my friend. Besides, if I wrote about his brothers I should have 
to begin by attacking all the lies that the poor have told about the rich and 
the rich have told about themselves“-such a wild structure they have 
erected that when we pick up a book about the rich, some instinct prepares 
US for unreality. Even the intelligent and impassioned reporters of life have 
made the country of the rich as unreal as fairy-land/ 

Let me tell you about the very rich /They are different from you and me. 
They possess and enjoy early^ and flt does something to them, makes them 
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soft .where, are,,, a.ad cynical where we are. trastfuh in a. way that 
unless, you... were born rich,, it .is very difficult tOvunderstand. They.' thinkj 
deep in their hearts, that they are better than we are because we had to dis- 
cover the compensations and refuges of life for ourselves. Even when they 
enter deep into our world or sink below us, they still think that they are 
better than we are. They are different. The only way I can describe young 
Anson Hunter is to approach him as if he were a foreigner and cling stub- 
bornly to my point of view. If I accept his for a moment I am lost— I have 
notliing to show but a preposterous movie. 


Anson was the eldest of six children who would some day divide a for- 
tune of fifteen million dollars, and he reached the age of reason — is it seven ? 
— at the beginning of the century when daring young women were already 
gliding along Fifth Avenue in electric ‘‘mobiles.” In those days he and his 
brother had an English governess who spoke the language very clearly and 
crisply and well, so that the two boys grew to speak as she did — their words 
and sentences were all crisp and clear and not run together as ours are. 
They didn’t talk exactly like English children but acquired an accent that 
is peculiar to fashionable people in the city of New York, 

In the summer the six children were moved from the house on 71st 
Street to a big estate in Northern Gonnecticut. It was not a fashionable 
locality — ^Anson’s father wanted to delay as long as possible his children’s 
knowledge of that side of life. He was a man somewhat superior to his class, 
which composed New York society, and to his period, which was the snob- 
bish and formalized vulgarity of the Gilded Age, and he wanted his sons 
to learn habits of concentration and have sound constitutions and grow 
up into right-living and successful men. He and his wife kept an eye on 
them as well as they were able until the two older boys went away to 
school, but in huge establishments this is difficult — it was much simpler 
in the series of small and medium-sized houses in which my own youth was 
spent — I was never far out of the reach of my mother’s voice, of the sense of 
her presence, her approval or disapproval. 

Anson’s first sense of his superiority came to him when he realized the 
half-grudging American deference that was paid to him in the Connecticut 
village. The parents of the boys he played with always inquired after bis 
father and mother, and were vaguely excited when their own children were 
asked to the Hunters’ house. He accepted this as the natural state of things, 
and a sort of impatience with all groups of which he was not the center — 
in money, in position, in authority^-^remained with him for the rest of his 
life. He disdained to struggle 'with other boys for precedence — he expected 
it to be given him freely, and when it wasn’t he withdrew into his family. 
His family was. sufeient;,^ for in^^the East. money is still a somewhat feudal 
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thing, a clan-forming thing. In the snobbish West, money separates fami- 
lies '^to form ''sets.” 

At eighteen, when he went to New Haven, Anson was tall'and thick-set, 
with a clear .complexion and a healthy color from the,orde,red life .he had 
led in school ..His hair was yellow and grew in a funny way on his head, his 
nose was beaked — these two things kept him from being handsome—but 
he had a confident charm and a certain brusque style, and the upper-class 
men who passed him on the street knew without being told that he was a 
rich boy and had gone to one of the best schools. Nevertheless, his very 
superiority kept him from being a success in college — the independence 
was mistaken for egotism, and the refusal to accept Yale standards with the 
proper awe seemed to belittle all those who had. So, long before he gradu- 
ated, he began to shift the center of his life to New York. 

He was at home in New York — there was his own house with "the kind 
of servants you can’t get any more” — and his own family, of which, because 
of his good humor and a certain ability to make things go, he was rapidly 
becoming the center, and the debutante parties, and the correct manly 
world of the men’s clubs, and the occasional wild spree with the gallant 
girls whom New Haven only knew from the fifth row. His aspirations 
were conventional enough — they included even the irreproachable shadow 
he would some day marry, but they differed from the aspirations of the 
majority of young men in that there was no mist over them, none of that 
quality which is variously known as "idealism” or "illusion.” Anson 
accepted without reservation the world of high finance and high extrava- 
gance, of divorce and dissipation, of snobbery and of privilege. Most of 
our lives end as a compromise — ^it was as a compromise that his life began. 

He and I first met in the late summer of 1917 when he was just out of 
Yale, and, like the rest of us, was swept up into the systematized hysteria 
of the war. In the blue-green uniform of the naval aviation he came down 
to Pensacola, where the hotel orchestras played "Fm Sorry, Dear,” and we 
young officers danced with the girls. Everyone liked him, and though he 
ran with the drinkers and wasn’t an especially good pilot, even the instruc- 
tors treated him with a certain respect. He was always having long talks 
with them in his confident, logical voice — talks which ended by his getting 
himself, or, more frequently, another young officer, out of some impending- 
trouble. He was convivial, bawdy, robustly avid for pleasure, and we were 
all surprised when he fell in love with a conservative and rather proper girl 

Her name was Paula Legendre, a dark, serious beauty from somewhere 
in California. Her family kept a winter residence just outside of town, and 
in spite of her primness she was enormously popular; there is a large class 
of men whose egotism can’t endure humor in a woman. But Anson wasn’t 
that sort, and I couldn’t understand the attraction of her “sincerity”-“that 
was the thing to say about her^for his keen and somewhat sardonic mind. 

Nevertheless, they fell in love— and op her terms. He no longer joined 
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the twilight gathering at the De Sota bar, and whenever they were seen 
together they were engaged in a long, serious dialogue, which must have 
gone on several weeks. Long afterward he told me that it was not about 
anything in particular but was composed on both sides of immature and 
even meaningless statements — the emotional content that gradually came to 
fill it grew up not out of the words but out of its enormous seriousness. It 
was a sort of hypnosis. Often it was interrupted, giving way to that emascu- 
lated humor we call fun; when they were , alone it was resumed again, 
solemn, low-keyed, and pitched so as to give each other a sense of unity in 
feeling and thought. They came to resent any interruptions of it, to be 
unresponsive to facetiousness about life, even to the mild cynicism of their 
contemporaries. They were only happy when the dialogue was going on, 
and its seriousness bathed them like the amber glow of an open fire. 
Toward the end there came an interruption they did not resent — ^it began 
to be interrupted by passion. 

Oddly enough, Anson was as engrossed in the dialogue as she was and 
as profoundly affected by it, yet at the same time aware that on his side 
much was insincere, and on hers much was merely simple. At first, too, he 
despised her emotional simplicity as w^ell, but with his love her nature 
deepened and blossomed, and he could despise it no longer. He felt that if 
he could enter into Paula’s warm safe life he would be happy. The long 
preparation of the dialogue removed any constraint — he taught her some 
of what he had learned from more adventurous women, and she responded 
with a rapt holy intensity. One evening after a dance they agreed to marry, 
and he wrote a long letter about her to his mother. The next day Paula 
told him that she was rich, that she had a personal fortune of nearly a mil- 
lion dollars. 

m 

It was exactly as if they could say “Neither of us has anything: we shall 
be poor together” — ^just as delightful that they should be rich instead. It 
gave them the same communion of adventure. Yet when Anson got leave in 
April, and Paula and her mother accompanied him North, she was im- 
pressed with the standing of his family in New York and with the scale on 
which they lived. Alone with Anson for the first time in the rooms where 
he had played as a boy, she was filled with a comfortable emotion, as though 
she were pre-eminently safe and taken care of. The pictures of Anson in a 
skull cap at his first school, of Anson on horseback with the sweetheart of 
a mysterious forgotten summer, of Anson in a gay group of ushers and 
bridesmaids at a wedding, made her jealous of his life apart from her in the 
past, and so completely did his authoritative person seem to sum up and 
typify these possessions of his that she was inspired with the idea of being 
married immediately and returning, to Pensacola as his wife. 

.But an immediate marriage wasn’t. discussed-— even the engagement was 
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tO' be secret until after the war. When she realized that only two 'days of 
his leave remained, her dissatisfaction crystallized in the intention of mak- 
ing him as unwilling to wait as she was. They were driving to the country 
for dinner and she determined to force the issue that night. 

Now a cousin of Paula’s was staying with them at the Ritz, a severe, bit- 
ter girl who loved Paula but was somewhat jealous of her impressive engage- 
ment, and as Paula was late in dressing, the cousin, who wasn’t going to the 
party, received Anson in the parlor of the suite. 

Anson had met friends at five o’clock and drunk freely and indiscreetly 
with them for an hour. He left the Yale Club at a proper time, and his 
mother’s chauffeur drove him to the Ritz, but his usual capacity was not in 
evidence, and the impact of the steam-heated sitting-room made him sud- 
denly dizzy. He knew it, and he was both amused and sorry. 

Paula’s cousin was twenty-five but she was exceptidrially naive, and at 
first failed to realize what was up. She had never met Anson before, and 
she was surprised when he mumbled strange information and nearly fell off 
his chair, but until Paula appeared it didn’t occur to her that what she Had 
taken for the odor of a dry-cleaned uniform was really whisky. But Paula 
understood as soon as she appeared; her only thought was to get Anson 
away before her mother saw him, and at the look in her eyes the cousin 
understood too. 

When Paula and Anson descended to the limousine they found two men 
inside, both asleep; they were the men with whom he had been drinking 
at the Yale Club, and they were also going to the party. He had entirely 
forgotten their presence in the car. On the way to Hempstead they awoke 
and sang. Some of the songs were rough, and though Paula tried to reconcile 
herself to the fact that Anson had few verbal inhibitions, her lips tightened 
with shame and distaste. 

Back at the hotel the cousin, confused and agitated, considered the hi- 
cident, and then walked into Mrs. Legendre’s bedroom, saying: ‘Isn’t he 
funny?” 

“Who is funny?” 

“Why — Mr. Hunter. He seemed so funny.” 

Mrs. Legendre looked at her sharply, 

“How is he funny ? ” 

“Why, he said he was French. I didn’t know he was French.” 

“That’s absurd. You must have misunderstood.” She smiled: “It was a 
joke.” 

The cousin shook her head stubbornly. 

“No. He said he was brought up in France. He said he couldn’t speak any 
English, and that’s why he couldn’t talk to me. And he couldn’t 1” 

Mrs. Legendre looked away with impatience just as the cousin added 
thoughtfully, “Perhaps it W'as because he was so drunk,” and walked out of 
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This cu.rious report was "true. Anson, 'fi.nding his voice thick and 'uncon- 
troHable, had .taken the unusual -refuge of announcing ..that he spoke no 
English. Years afterwards he. used to tell that part of the story, and he in- 
variably communicated the uproarious laughter which the' memory aroused 
in him. ■ 

■ Five times in the next hour Mrs. Legendre tried' to get Hempstead on the 
phone. .,Whc,n she succeede-d, there was a ten-minute delay before she heard 
Paula’s voice on the wire. 

' ''‘Gousin Jo told , me Anson was intoxicated.” 

“Oh, yes. Cousin Jo says he was intoxicated. He told her he was French, 
and fell off his chair and behaved as if he was very intoxicated. I don’t want 
you to come home with him.” 

“Mother, he’s all right! Please don’t worry about ” 

“But I do worry. I think it’s dreadful. I w^ant you to promise me not to 
come home with him.” 

“I’ll take care of it, mother. . . 

“I don’t want you to come home with him.” 

“All right, mother. Good-by.” 

“Be sure now, Paula. Ask some one to bring you.” 

Deliberately Paula took the receiver from her ear and hung it up. Her 
face w'^as flushed with helpless annoyance- Anson was stretched asleep out 
in a bedroom upstairs, while the dinner-party below was proceeding lamely 
toward conclusion. 

The hour’s drive had sobered him somewhat — ^his arrival was merely 
hilarious — and Paula hoped that the evening was not spoiled, after all, but 
two imprudent cocktails before dinner completed the disaster. He talked 
boisterously and somewhat offensively to the party at large for fifteen 
minutes, and then slid silently under the table; like a man in an old print 
— but, unlike an old print, it was rather horrible without being at all quaint. 
None of the young girls present remarked upon the incident — ^it seemed 
to merit only silence. His uncle and two other men carried him upstairs, 
and it w^as just after this that Paula was called to the phone. 

An hour later Anson awoke in a fog of nervous agony, through which he 
perceived after a moment the figure of his uncle Robert standing by the 
door, 

. I said are you better.?” 

“What?” 

“Do you feel better, old man?” 

“Terrible,” said Anson. 

“Fm going to try you on another bromo-seltzer. If you can hold it down, 
it’ll do you good to sleep.” , ‘ ' 

With an effort Anson slid his legs from the bed and stood up, . ; , , 

, “Tm all right,” he said dully ♦ , , ; 
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''Take it easy.” 

"I thin’ if you gave me .a glassbrandy I could go down-stairs.” ■ 

"Oh, no ” ■ ■ 

"Yes, that’s thc' only thin’. I’m all right now. ■, ■. . I suppose Fm in Diitch 
dow’ there.” 

"They know you’re a little under the weather,” said his uncle depre- 
catingIy.'"But don’t worry about it. Schuyler didn’t even get here. He passed 
away in the locker-room over at the Links.” 

Indifferent to any opinion, except Paula’s, Anson was nevertheless de- 
termined to save the debris of the evening, but when after a cold bath he 
made his appearance most of the party had already left. Paula got up im- 
mediately to go home. 

In the limousine the old serious dialogue began. She had known that he 
drank, she admitted, but she had never expected anything like this — it 
seemed to her that perhaps they were not suited to each other, after all. 
Their ideas about life were too different, and so forth. When she finished 
speaking, Anson spoke in turn, very soberly. Then Paula said she’d have 
to think it over; she wouldn’t decide tonight; she was not angry but she 
was terribly sorry. Nor would she let him come into the hotel with her, but 
just before she got out of the car she leaned and kissed him unhappily on 
the cheek. 

The next afternoon Anson had a long talk with Mrs, Legendre while 
Paula sat listening in silence. It was agreed that Paula was to brood over the 
incident for a proper period and then, if mother and daughter thought it 
best, they would follow Anson to Pensacola. On his part he apologized 
with sincerity and dignity — that was all; with every card in her hand Mrs. 
Legendre was unable to establish any advantage over him. He made no 
promises, showed no humility, only delivered a few serious comments on 
life which brought him off with rather a moral superiority at the end. 
When they came South three weeks later, neither Anson in his satisfaction 
nor Paula in her relief at the reunion realized that the psychological moment 
had passed forever. 

rv 

He dominated and attracted her, and at the same time filled her with 
anxiety. Confused by his mixture of solidity and self-indulgence, of senti- 
ment and cynicism — ^incongruities which her gentle mind was unable to 
resolve— Paula grew to think of him as two alternating personalities. When 
she saw him alone, or at a formal party, or with his casual inferiors, she felt 
a tremendous pride in his strong, attractive presence, the paternal, under- 
standing stature of his mind. In other company she became uneasy when 
what had been a fine imperviousness to mere gentility showed its other 
face. The other face was gross, humorous, reckless of everything but 
pleasure. It startled her mind tempbr^ily awayirom him, even led her into 
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a short covert experiment with an old beau, but it was no use— after four 
months of Anson s enveloping vitality there was an anemic pallor in all 
other men. . ■■■■ 






In July he was ordered abroad, and their tenderness and desire reached 
a crescendo. Paula considered a last-minute marriage- — decided against it 
only because there were always cocktails on his breath now, but the parting 
itself made her physically ill with grief. After his departure she wrote him 
long letters of regret for the days of love they had missed by waiting. In 
August Anson’s plane slipped down into the North Sea. He was pulled 
onto a destroyer after a night in the water and sent to hospital with pneu- 
monia; the armistice was signed before he was finally sent home. 

Then, with every opportunity given back to them, with no material 
obstacle to overcome, the secret weavings of their temperaments came be- 


» tween them, drying up their kisses and their tears, making their voices less 

*' I loud to one another, muffling the intimate chatter of their hearts until the 

1 old communication was only possible by letters, from far away. One after- 

j noon a society reporter waited for two hours in the Hunters’ house for a 

confirmation of their engagement. Anson denied it; nevertheless an early 
issue carried the report as a leading paragraph— they were “constantly seen 
- together at Southampton, Hot Springs, and Tuxedo Park.” But the serious 

; dialogue had turned a corner into a long-sustained quarrel, and the affair 

, i was almost played out. Anson got drunk flagrantly and missed an engage- 

I ment with her, whereupon Paula made certain behavioristic demands. His 

[ despair was helpless before his pride and his knowledge of himself : the en- 

; gagement was definitely broken. 

“Dearest,” said their letters now, -‘Dearest, Dearest, when I wake up in 
the middle of the night and realize that after all it was not to be, I feel that 
I I want to die. I can’t go on living any more. Perhaps when we meet this 

; summer we may talk things over and decide differently — we were so 

; excited and sad that day, and I don’t feel that I can live all my life without 

you. You speak of other people. Don’t you know there are no other people 
1| for me, but only you. . . 

Ij But as Paula drifted here and there around the East she would sometimes 

i| mention her gayeties to make him wonder, Anson was too acute to wonder. 

I When he saw a man’s name in her letters he felt more sure of her and a 

I little disdainful — ^he was always superior to such things. But he still hoped 
that they would some day marry. 

Meanwhile he plunged vigorously into all the movement and glitter of 
T post-bellum New York, entering a brokerage house, joining half a dozen 

I I clubs, dancing late, and moving in three worlds — ^his own world, the world 

!.l of young Yale graduates, and that section of the half-world which rests one 


end on Broadway. But there was always a thorough and infractible eight 
hours voted to his work in Wall .Street, where the, combination of his influ- 
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ential family connection, hiS' sharp, intelligence, and his abundance,, of sheer 
physical energy brought him almost immediately forward. He had one of 
those invaluable minds with, partitions in it; sometimes he appeared, at his 
office refreshed by less than an hours sleep, but such occurrences were 
rare. So early as 1920 his income in salary and commissions exceeded twelve 
thousand dollars. 

As the Yale tradition slipped into the past he became more and more of 
a popular figure among his classmates in New York, more popular than he 
had ever been in college. He lived in a great house, and had the means of 
introducing young men into other great houses. Moreover, his life already 
seemed secure, while theirs, for the most part, had arrived again at pre- 
carious beginnings. They commenced to turn to him for amusement and 
escape, and Anson responded readily, taking pleasure in helping people 
and arranging their affairs. 

There were no men in Paula’s letters now, but a note of tenderness ran 
through them that had not been there before. From several sources he 
heard that she had “a heavy beau,” Lowell Thayer, a Bostonian of wealth 
and position, and though he was sure she still loved him, it made him 
uneasy to think that he might lose her^ after all. Save for one unsatisfactory 
day she had not been in New York for almost five months, and as the 
rumors multiplied he became increasingly anxious to see her. In February 
he took his vacation and went down to Florida. 

Palm Beach sprawled plump and opulent betw^een the sparkling sapphire 
of Lake Worth, flawed here and there by house-boats at anchor, and the 
great turquoise bar of the Atlantic Ocean. The huge bulks of the Breakers 
and the Royal Poinciana rose as twin paunches from the bright level of the 
sand, and around them clustered the Dancing Glade, Bradley’s House of 
Chance, and a dozen modistes and milliners wdth goods at triple prices 
from New York. Upon the trellised veranda of the Breakers two hundred 
women stepped right, stepped left, wheeled, and slid in that then cele- 
brated calisthenic known as the double-shuffle, while in half-time to the 
music two thousand bracelets clicked up and down on two hundred arms. 

At the Everglades Club after dark Paula and Lowell Thayer and Anson 
and a casual fourth played bridge with hot cards. It seemed to Anson that 
her kind, serious face was wan and tired-r-she had been around now for 
four, five, years. He had knowm her for three. 

‘'Two spades.” 

“Cigarette? . . . Oh, I beg your pardon. By me.” 

“HI double three spades.” , ■ " ' 

There were a dozen tables of bridge in the room, which was filling up 
with smoke. 'Anson’s eyes met Paula’s, held them persistently even when 
Thayer’s glance fell between them. . 

“What was bid?” he asked abstractedly. ^ ' ^ 
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“Rose of Washington Square,” 
sang the young' people ill the corners: 

‘Tm withering there 
In basement air ■” 

The smoke banked like fog, and the opening of a door filled the room 
with blown swirls of ectoplasm. Little Bright Eyes streaked past the tables 
seeking Mr. Conan Doyle. among the Englishmen, who were posing as Eng- 
lishmen about the lobby. 

“You could cut it with a knife.” 

. cut it with a knife.” 

' . . a knife..” 

At the end of the rubber Paula suddenly got up and spoke to Anson in a 
tense, low voice. With scarcely a glance at Lowell Thayer, they walked out 
the door and descended a long flight of stone steps — in a moment they were 
walking hand in hand along the moonlit beach. 

“Darling, darling. . . They embraced recklessly, passionately, in a 
shadow. . . . Then Paula drew back her face to let his lips say what she 
wanted to hear — she could feel the words forming as they kissed again. 
. . . Again she broke away, listening, but as he pulled her close once more 
she realized that he had said nothing — only '"Darling! Darling!'* in that 
deep, sad whisper that always made her cry. Humbly, obediently, her emo- 
tions yielded to him and the tears streamed down her face, but her heart 
kept on crying: “Ask me — oh, Anson, dearest, ask me!” 

“Paula. . . . Paula!'* 

The words wrung her heart like hands, and Anson, feeling her tremble, 
knew that emotion was enough. He need say no more, commit their 
destinies to no practical enigma. Why should he, when he might hold her 
so, biding his own time, for another year — forever.? He was considering 
them both, her more than himself. For a moment, when she said suddenly 
that she must go back to her hotel, he hesitated, thinking, first, “This is the 
moment, after all,” and then: “No, let it wait — she is mine. . . 

He had forgotten that Paula too was worn away inside with the strain of 
three years. Her mood passed forever in the night. 

He went back to New York next morning filled with a certain restless dis- 
satisfaction. Late in April, without warning, he received a telegram from 
Bar Harbor in which Paula told him that she was engaged to Lowell 
Thayer, and that they would be married immediately in Boston, What he 
never really believed could happen had happened at last, 

Anson filled himself with whisky that morning, and going to the office, 
carried on his work without a break— rather with a fear of what would hap- 
pen if he stopped. In the evening he vyent out as usual, saying nothing of 
what had occurred; he was cordial, humorous, unabstracted. But one thing 
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he could. fiot.Help—for. three .days^ in any place, in any com,pa,ny, he would 
suddenly bend his head into his hands and cry like a child. 

V ' 

In 1922 when Anson went abroad with the junior partner to investigate 
some London loans, the journey intimated that he was to be taken into the 
firm. 'He was twenty-seven now, a little heavy . without being definitely 
stout, and with a manner older than his years. Old people and young people 
liked him and trusted him, and mothers felt safe when their daughters 
were in his charge, for he had a way, when he came into a room, of putting 
himself on a footing with the oldest and most conservative people there. 
‘You and I,” he seemed to say, “we’re solid. We understand.’' 

He had an instinctive and rather charitable knowledge of the weaknesses 
of men and women, and, like a priest, it made him the more concerned for 
the maintenance of outward forms. It was typical of him that every Sunday 
morning he taught in a fashionable Episcopal Sunday-school— even though 
a cold shower and a quick change into a cut-away coat were all that sepa- 
rated him from the wild night before. 

After his father’s death he was the practical head of his family, and, in 
effect, guided the destinies of the younger children. Through a complication 
his authority did not extend to his father’s estate, which was administered 
by his Uncle Robert, who was the horsy member of the family, a good- 
natured, hard-drinking member of that set which centers about Wheatley 
Hills.. 

Uncle Robert and his wife, Edna, had been great friends of Anson’s 
youth, and the former was disappointed when his nephew’s superiority 
failed to take a horsy form. He backed him for a city club which was the 
most difficult in America to enter — ^one could only join if one’s family had 
“helped to build up New York” (or, in other words, were rich before 
1880) — and when Anson, after his election, neglected it for the Yale Club, 
Uncle Robert gave him a little talk on the subject. But when on top of that 
Anson declined to enter Robert Hunter’s own conservative and somewhat 
neglected brokerage house, his manner grew cooler. Like a primary teacher 
who has taught all he knew, he slipped out of Anson’s life. 

There were so many friends in Anson’s life — scarcely one for whom he 
had not done some unusual kindness and scarcely one whom he did not 
occasionally embarrass by his bursts of rough conversation or his habit of 
getting drunk whenever and however he liked. It annoyed him when any- 
one else blundered in that regard— about his own lapses he was always 
humorous. Odd things happened to him and he told them with infectious 

I was -working in New York that spring, and I used to lunch with him at 
the Yale Club, which my university was..sharmg until the completion of our 
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own. I had read of Paula’s marriage, and one afternoon, when I asked him 
about her, something moved him to tell me the story. After that he fre- 
quently invited me to family dinners at his house and behaved as though 
there was a special relation between us, as though with his confidence a 
little of that consuming memory had passed into me. 

I found that despite the trusting mothers, his attitude toward girls was 
not indiscriminately protective. It was up to the girl — if she showed an in- 
clination toward looseness, she must take care of herself, even with him. 

'Tire,” he would explain sometimes, “has made a cynic of me.” 

By life he meant Paula. Sometimes, especially when he was drinking, it 
became a little twisted in his mind, and he thought that she had callously 
thrown him over. 


This “cynicism,” or rather his realization that naturally fast girls were 
not worth sparing, led to his affair with Dolly Karger. It wasn’t his only 
affair in those years, but it came nearest to touching him deeply, and it had 
a profound effect upon his attitude toward life. 

Dolly was the daughter of a notorious “publicist” who had married into 
society. She herself grew up into the Junior League, came out at the Plaza, 
and went to the Assembly; and only a few old families like the Hunters 
could question whether or not she “belonged,” for her picture was often in 
the papers, and she had more enviable attention than many girls who un- 
doubtedly did. She was dark-haired, with carmine lips and a high, lovely 
color, which she concealed under pinkish-gray powder all through the first 
year out, because high color was unfashionable — ^Victorian-pale was the 
thing to be. She wore black, severe suits and stood with her hands in her 
pockets, leaning a little forward, with a humorous restraint on her face. 
She danced exquisitely — ^better than anything she liked to dance — better 
than anything except making love. Since she was ten she had always been 
in love, and, usually, with some boy who didn’t respond to her. Those who 
did — and there were many — bored her after a brief encounter, but for her 
failures she reserved the warmest spot in her heart. When she met them she 
would always try once more — sometimes she succeeded, more often she 
failed. 

It never occurred to this gypsy of the unattainable that there was a cer- 
tain resemblance. in those who refused to love her — they shared a hard in- 
tuition that saw through to her weakness, not a weakness of emotion but a 
weakness of rudder. Anson perceived this when he first met her, less than 
a month after Paula’s marriage. He was drinking rather heavily, and he pre- 
tended for a week that he was falling in love with her. Then he dropped her 
abruptly and forgot— immediately he took up the commanding position in 
her'heart. , , ' ■ ■ ’ 

Like so many girls of that day Dolly was slackly and indiscreetly wild. 
The unconventionality .of a slightly". older generation had been simply one 
facet of a post-war movement to discredit obsolete manners—Dolly’s was 
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both older and shabbier,. and' she' saw -.in Aason the twO' , extremes which 
the emotiGiialiy; shiftless', woman seeks, an ■abandon,, to induigenee ,alter-' 
■mating with a p^rotective: strength. In' his character she felt both, the .sybarite, 
and the solid rock, and these two satisfied every need of her nature. 

She felt that it was going to be difficult, but she mistook the reason—she 
thought that Anson and his family expected a more spectacular marriage, 
but she guessed immediately that her advantage lay in his tendency to 
drink. , 

They met at the large debutante dances, but as her infatuation increased 
they managed to be more and more together. Like most mothers, Mrs. 
Karger believed that Anson, was exceptionally reliable, so she allowed Dolly 
to go with him to distant country clubs and suburban houses without in- 
quiring closely into their activities or questioning her explanations when 
they came in late. At first these explanations might have been accurate, but 
Dolly’s worldly ideas of capturing Anson were soon engulfed in the rising 
sweep of her emotion. Kisses in the back of taxis and motor-cars were no 
longer enough; they did a curious thing: 

They dropped out of their world for a while and made another world 
just beneath it vvhere Anson’s tippling and Dolly’s irregular hours would be 
less noticed and commented on. It was composed, this world, of varying 
elements—several of Anson’s Yale friends and their wives, two or three 
young brokers and bond salesmen and a handful of unattached men, fresh 
from college, with money and a propensity to dissipation. What this world 
lacked in spaciousness and scale it made up for by allowing them a liberty 
that it scarcely permitted itself. Moreover, it centered around them and per- 
mitted Dolly the pleasure of a faint condescension — a pleasure which Anson, 
whose whole life was a condescension from the certitudes of his childhood, 
was unable to share. 

He was not in love with her, and in the long feverish winter of their affair 
he frequently told her so. In the spring he was weary — ^he wanted to renew 
his life at some other source — moreover, he saw that either he must break 
with her now or accept the responsibility of a definite seduction. Her 
family’s encouraging attitude precipitated his decision — one evening when 
Mr. Karger knocked discreetly at the library door to announce that he had 
left a bottle of old brandy in the dining room, Anson felt that life was hem- 
ming him in. That night he wrote her a short letter in which he told her 
that he was going on his vacation, and that in view of all the circumstances 
they had better meet no more. - 

It was June. His family had closed up, the; house and gone to the country, 
so he was living temporarily at the Yale Club. T had heard about his affair 
with Dolly as it developed — accounts salted with humor, for he despised 
unstable women, and granted them no place in the social edifice in which 
he believed— and. when he told me that night that he was definitely break- 
ing with her I was glad. I had seenBolly here and there, and each time with 
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a feeling of pity at the hopelessness of her strugglcj and of shame at know- 
ing so much about her that I had no right to know* She was what is known 
as ‘‘a , pretty little thing/-’', but there was a' certain- reckles.sness which rather 
fascinated me. Her dedication to the goddess of waste would have been 
less obvious had she been less spirited — she would most certainly throw 
herself away, but I was glad when I heard that the sacrifice would not be 
consummated in my sight, 

Anson was going to leave the letter of farewell at her house next morn- 
ing. It was one of the few houses left open in the Fifth Avenue district, 
and he knew that the Kargers, acting upon erroneous information from 
Dolly, had foregone a trip abroad to give their daughter her chance. As he 
stepped out the door of the Yale Club into Madison Avenue the postman 
passed him, and he followed back inside. The first letter that caught his 
eye was in Dolly’s hand. 

He knew what it would be — a lonely and tragic monologue, full of the 
reproaches he knew, the invoked memories, the “I wonder if’s” — all the 
immemorial intimacies that he had communicated to Paula Legendre in 
what seemed another age. Thumbing over some bills, he brought it on top 
again and opened it. To his surprise it was a short, somewEat formal note, 
which said that Dolly would be unable to go to the country with him for 
the week-end, because Perry Hull from Chicago had unexpectedly come 
to town. It added that Anson had brought this on himself: “ — if I felt that 
you loved me as I love you I would go with you at any timie, any place, but 
Perry is so nice, and he so much wants me to marry him ” 

Anson smiled contemptuously — he had had experience with such decoy 
epistles. Moreover, he knew how Dolly had labored over this plan, prob- 
ably sent for the faithful Perry and calculated the time of his arrival — even 
labored over the note so that it would make him jealous without driving 
him away. Like most compromises, it had neither force nor vitality but only 
a timorous despair. 

Suddenly he Was angry. He sat down in the lobby and read it again. Then 
he w^ent to the phone, called Dolly and told her in his clear, compelling 
voice that he had received her note and would call for her at five o’clock as 
they had previously planned. Scarcely waiting for the pretended uncertainty 
of her 'Terhaps I can see you for an hour,” he hung up the receiver and 
went down to his office. On the way he tore his own letter into bits and 
dropped it in the street. 

He w^as not jealous — she meant nothing to him-— -but at her pathetic ruse 
everything* stubborn and self-indulgent in him came to the surface. It was 
a presumption from a .mental inferior and it could not be overlooked. If 
she wanted to know to whom she belonged she would see. 

Fie was on the door-step at quarter past five. Dolly was dressed for the 
street, and he listened in silence to, the paragraph of /I can only see you for 
an hour,” which she had begun .on Ae phone* i . 
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“Put on your hat, Dolly,” he said, “well take a walk.” 

They strolled up Madison Avenue and over to Fifth while Anson’s shirt 
dampened upon his portly body in the deep heat. He talked little, scold- 
ing her, making no love to her, but before they had walked six blocks she 
was his again, apologizing for the note, offering not to see Perry at all as 
an atonement, offering anything. She thought that he had come because 
he was beginning to love her. 

“Fm hot,” he said when they reached 71st Street. “This is a winter suit. 
If I stop by the house and change, would you mind waiting for me down- 
stairs? ril only be a minute.” 

She was happy; the intimacy of his being hot, of any physical fact about 
him, thrilled her. When they came to the iron-grated door and Anson took 
out his key she experienced a sort of delight. 

Down-stairs it was dark, and after he ascended in the lift Dolly raised a 
curtain and looked out through opaque lace at the houses over the way. 
She heard the lift machinery stop, and with the notion of teasing him 
pressed the button that brought it down. Then on what was more than an 
impulse she got into it and sent it up to what she guessed was his floor. 

“Anson,” she called, laughing a little. 

“Just a minute,” he answered from his bedroom ... then after a brief 
delay: “Now you can come in.” 

He had changed and was buttoning his vest. “This is my room,” he said 
lightly. “How do you like it?” 

She caught sight of Paula’s picture on the wall and stared at it in fasci- 
nation, just as Paula had stared at the pictures of Anson’s childish sweet- 
hearts five years before. She knew something about Paula — sometimes she 
tortured herself with fragments of the story. 

Suddenly she came close to Anson, raising her arms. They embraced. 
Outside the area window a soft artificial twilight already hovered, though 
the sun was still bright on a back roof across the way. In half an hour the 
room would be quite dark. The uncalculated opportunity overwhelmed 
them, made them both breathless, and they clung more closely. It was 
eminent, inevitable. Still holding one another, they raised their heads—their 
eyes fell together upon Paula’s picture, staring down at them from the wall. 

Suddenly Anson dropped his arms, and sitting down at his desk tried 
the drawer with a bunch of keys. 

“Like a drink?” he asked in a gruff voice. 

“No, Anson.” 

He poured himself half a tumbler of whisky, swallowed it, and then 
opened the door into the hall. 

“Come on,” he said. 

Dolly hesitated. 

“Anson-“rm going to the country with you tonight, after all You under- 
stand that, don’t you?” ■ V 
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‘'Of:coiirseA 'he amwtred. brU'Squely^^ 

In Doliy’s' ear they.-rode 'on'tO''Long Island, , closer in their emotions than 
they had' ever/Reen before. They knew''what " would.'happen— not, .with 
Paula's face to remind them that something was lacking, but when they 
were alone in the still, hot. Long Islan.d night they did not care. 

' , The '. estate ' in Port Washington -where they were , to ' spend, the week- 
end belonged to a cousin of Anson’s who had married a Montana copper 
operator. An interminable drive began at the lodge and twisted under im- 
ported poplar saplings toward a huge, pink, Spanish house. Anson had 
often visited there before. 

After dinner they danced at the Linx Club. About midnight Anson 
assured himself that his cousins would not leave before two— -then he ex- 
plained that Dolly was tired; he would take her home and return to the 
dance later. Trembling a little with excitement, they got into a borrotved 
car together and drove to Port Washington. As they reached the lodge he 
stopped and spoke to the night watchman. 

'‘When are you making a round, Carl.^” 

“Right away.” 

“Then you’ll be here till everybody’s in.^” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“All right. Listen: if any automobile, no matter whose it is, turns in at 
this gate, I want you to phone the house immediately.” He put a five-dollar 
bill into Carl’s hand. “Is that clear.?” 

“Yes, Mr. Anson.” Being of the Old World, he neither winked nor smiled. 
Yet Dolly sat with her face turned slightly away. 

Anson had a key. Once inside he poured a drink for both of them — Dolly 
left hers untouched — then he ascertained definitely the location of the 
phone, and found that it was within easy hearing distance of their rooms, 
both of which were on the first floor. 

Five minutes later he knocked at the door of Dolly’s room. 

“Anson.?” He went in, closing the door behind him. She was in bed, lean- 
ing up anxiously with elbows on the pillow; sitting beside her he took her 
in his arms. 

“Anson, darling.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Anson. . . . Anson! I love you. . . . Say you love me. Say it now — 
can’t you say it now.? Even if you don’t mean it.?” 

He did not listen. Over her head he perceived that the picture of Paula 
was hanging here upon this walk , 

He got up and went close to it. The frame gleamed faintly with thrice- 
reflected moonlight — within was a blurred shadow of a face that he saw he 
did not know. Almost sobbing, he turned around and stared with abomi- 

/This is all foolishness,” he said thickly. “I don’t know what I was think- 
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ing about. I don’t love you and you’d better wait for somebody that loves 
you. I don’t love you a bit, can’t you understand?” 

His voice broke, and he went hurriedly out. Back in the salon he was 
pouring himself a drink with uneasy fingers, when the front door opened 
suddenly, and his cousin came in. 

“Why, Anson, I hear Doily’s sick,” she began solicitously. “I hear she’s 
sick. . . 

“It was nothing,” he interrupted, raising his voice so that it would carry 
into Dolly’s room. “She was a little tired. She went to bed.” 

For a long time afterward Anson believed that a protective God some- 
times interfered in human affairs. But Dolly Karger, lying awake and star- 
ing at the ceiling, never again believed in anything at all. 

VI 

When Dolly married during the following autumn, Anson was in Lon- 
don on business. Like Paula’s marriage, it was sudden, but it affected him 
in a different way. At first he felt that it was funny, and had an inclina- 
tion to laugh when he thought of it. Later it depressed him — ^it made him 
feel old. 

There was something repetitive about it — why, Paula and Dolly had be- 
longed to different generations. He had a foretaste of the sensation of a 
man of forty who hears that the daughter of an old flame has married. He 
wired congratulations and, as was not the case with Paula, they were sin- 
cere — he had never really hoped that Paula would be happy. 

When he returned to New York, he was made a partner in the firm, and, 
as his responsibilities increased, he had less time on his hands. The re- 
fusal of a life-insurance company to issue him a policy made such an impres- 
sion on him that he stopped drinking for a year, and claimed that he felt 
better physically, though I think he missed the convivial recounting of 
those Celliniesque adventures which, in his early twenties, had played such 
a part of his life. But he never abandoned the Yale Club. He was a figure 
there, a personality, and the tendency of his class, who were now seven years 
out of college, to drift away to more sober haunts was checked by his 
presence. 

Flis day was never too full nor his mind too weary to give any sort of aid 
to anyone who asked it. What had been done at first through pride and 
superiority had become a habit and a passion. And there was always some- 
thing— a younger brother in trouble at New Haven, a quarrel to be patched 
up between a friend and his wife, a position to be found for. this man, an 
investment for that. But his specialty was; the solving of problems for young 
married people. Young married people:: fascinated him and their apart- 
ments were almost sacred to .him— he.; knew the story of their love affair, 
advised them where to live and how, and remembered their babies’ names. 
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Toward 'yoiing' wives': his ■ attitude, was. circurnspect: he never abused . the 
trust which their husbands — strangely enough in view of' his unconcealed' 
irregularities— invariably reposed in .himt ■ \ 

: He came to^ take a vicarious; pleasure in., happy marriages, and to be in- 
spired to an almost equally pleasant melancholy by. those that went astray. 
Not :..a,...; season ..passed that he did not witness the collapse o.£ .an affair that 
perhaps he himself had fathered. When Paula. was .divorced and. almost 
imme.d.ia£e!y rem.arried to another Bostonianyhe ...talked, .about, her to me all 
. .one .afternoon. He .would never Iove..any. one as^ be had.. loved;. Paula, but he, 
insisted that he no longer cared. 

“I’ll never marry/’ he came to say; ‘Tve seen too much of it, and I know 
a happy marriage is a very rare thing. Besides, Fm too old.” 

But he did believe in marriage. Like all men who spring from a happy 
and successful marriage, he believed in it passionately — nothing he had 
seen would change his belief, his cynicism dissolved upon it like air. But 
he did really believe he was too old. At twenty-eight he began to accept 
with equanimity the prospect of marrying without romantic love; he reso- 
lutely chose a New York girl of his own class, pretty, intelligent, congenial, 
above reproach — and set about failing in love with her. The things he had 
said to Paula with sincerity, to other girls with grace, he could no longer 
say at all without smiling, or with the force necessary to convince. 

“When Fm forty,” he told his friends, “Fil be ripe. FIl fall for some chorus 
girl like the rest.” 

Nevertheless, he persisted in his attempt. His mother wanted to see him 
married, and he could now well afford it — he had a seat on the Stock Ex- 
change, and his earned income came to twenty-five thousand a year. The 
idea was agreeable: when his friends — ^he spent most of his time with the 
set he and Dolly had evolved — closed themselves in behind domestic doors 
at night, he no longer rejoiced in his freedom. He even wondered if he 
should have married Dolly, Not even Paula had loved him more, and he 
was learning the rarity, in a single life, of encountering true emotion. 

Just as this mood began to creep over him a disquieting story reached his 
ear. His aunt Edna, a woman just this side of forty, was carrying on an open 
intrigue with a dissolute, hard-drinking young man named Cary Sloane. 
Everyone knew of it except Anson’s Uncle Robert, who for fifteen years had 
talked long in clubs and taken his wife for granted. 

Anson heard the story again and again with increasing annoyance. Some- 
thing of his old feeling for his uncle came back to him, a feeling that was 
more than personal, a reversion towtod that family solidarity on which he 
had based his pride. HiS; intuition singled out the essential point of the 
affair, which was that his uncle shouldn’t be hurt. It was his first experi- 
ment in unsolicited meddling, but With his knowledge of Edna’s char- 
acter he felt that he could handle the matter better than a district judge or 
Eis uncle. , 
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; His uncle' was^ in. Hot Springs. Anson traced down the .. sources /of, the 
scandal so that there should be- no possibility,, of mistake and then .he 
called Edna and asked her to lunch with .him at the Plaza, next day,.: Some- 
thing in his tone must have frightened her, for she was reluctant, but he 
insisted, putting off the date until she had no excuse for refusing. 

She met him at the appointed time in the Plaza lobby, a lovely, faded, 
gray-eyed blonde in a coat of Russian sable. Five -great rings,' cold with 
diamonds and emeralds, sparkled on her slender hands. It occurred to 
Anson that it was his father’s intelligence and not his uncle’s that had earned 
the fur and the stones, the rich brilliance that buoyed up her passing beauty. 

Though Edna scented his hostility, she was unprepared for the direct- 
ness of his approach. 

“Edna, Fm astonished at the way you’ve been acting,” he said in a strong, 
frank voice. “At first I couldn’t believe it.” 

“Believe what?” she demanded sharply. 

“You needn’t pretend with me, Edna. Fm talking about Cary Sloaae. 
Aside from any other consideration, I didn’t think you could treat Uncle 
Robert—” 

“Now look here, Anson — ” she began angrily, but his peremptory voice 
broke through hers : 

“ — and your children in such a way. You’ve been married eighteen years, 
and you’re old enough to know better.” 

“You can’t talk to me like that! You ” 

“Yes, I can. Uncle Robert has always been my best friend.” He was 
tremendously moved. He felt a real distress about his uncle, about his three 
young cousins. 

Edna stood up, leaving her crab-flake cocktail untasted. 

“This is the silliest thing ” 

“Very well, if you won’t listen to me I’ll go to Uncle Robert and tell 
him the whole story — he’s bound to hear it sooner or later. And afterward 
I’ll go to old Moses Sloane.” 

Edna faltered back into her chair. 

“Don’t talk so loud,” she begged him. Her eyes blurred with tears. “You 
have no idea how your voice carries. You might have chosen a less public 
place to make all these crazy accusations.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Oh, you never liked me, I know,” she went on, “You’re Just taking ad- 
vantage of some silly gossip to try and break up the only interesting friend- 
ship Fve ever had. What did I ever do to make you hate me so?” 

Still Anson waited. There would be the appeal to his chivalry, then to 
his pity, finally to his superior sophistication — when he had shouldered his 
way through all these there would be admissions, and he could come to 
grips with her. By being silent, by being impervious^ by returning con- 
stantly to his main w'eapon, which was his own true emotion, he bullied her 


1328 


TELLERS OF TALES 


into frantic despair as tEe luncheon hour slipped away. At two o’clock she 
took out a mirror and a handkerchief, shined away the marks of her tears 
and powdered the slight hollows where they had lain. She had agreed to 
'.meet him: at her' own house at five. 

' Wheii he/a^ was stretched on a chaise-longue which' was covered 

with cretonne for the summer, and the tears he had called up at luncheon 
seemed still to be standing in her eyes. Then he was aware of Cary Sloane’s 
dark anxious presence upon the cold hearth. 

'‘What’s this idea of yours?” broke out Sloane immediately. 'T under- 
stand you invited Edna to lunch and then threatened her on the basis of 
some cheap scandal.” 

Anson sat down. 

"I have no reason to think it’s only scandal.” 

“I hear you’re going to take it to Robert Hunter, and to my father.” 

Anson nodded. 

"Either you break it off — or I will,” he said. 

"What God damned business is it of yours, Hunter?” 

"Don’t lose your temper, Cary,” said Edna nervously. "It’s only a ques- 
tion of showing him how absurd- ” 

"For one thing, it’s my name that’s being handed around,” interrupted 
Anson. "That’s all that concerns you, Cary.” 

"Edna isn’t a member of your family.” 

"She most certainly is!” His anger mounted. "Why — she owes this house 
and the rings on her fingers to my father’s brains. When Uncle Robert 
married her she didn’t have a penny.” 

They all looked at the rings as if they had a significant bearing on the 
situation. Edna made a gesture to take them from her hand. 

"I guess they’re not the only rings in the world,” said Sloane. 

“Oh, this is absurd,” cried Edna. “Anson, will you listen to me? I’ve found 
out how the silly story started. It was a maid I discharged who went right 
to the Chilicheffs — all these Russians pump things out of their servants 
and then put a false meaning on them.” She brought down her fist angrily 
on the table: "And after Tom lent them the limousine for a whole month 
when we were South last winter ” , 

"Do you see?” demanded Sloane eagerly. “This maid got hold of the 
wrong end of the thing. She knew that Edna and I were friends, and she 
carried it to the Chilicheffs. In Russia they assume that if a man and a 
woman ^ , 

He enlarged the theme to a disquisition upon social relations in the 
Caucasus. . ■ 

^ "If that’s the case it better be explained to Uncle Robert,” said Anson 
dryly, “so that when the rumors do reach him he’ll know they’re not true.” 

Adopting the method he. had followed with Edna at luncheon he let 
them explain it all away. He knew that they were guilty and that presently 
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they would cross the line, from explanation into.;iustifica.tioii: and ..convict 
themselves more .d.efinitely.'than he could ever do. .By seven they Bad' taken 
.the desperate step of telling him. the truth—Robert Hunter’s neglect, Edna’s 
empty life, the casual dalliance that had flamed up into passion— but like 
so many true stories it had the misfortune of being old, and its enfeebled 
body beat helplessly against the armor of Anson’s will. The threat to go to 
Sloane’s father sealed their helplessness, for the latter, a retired cotton 
broker out of Alabama, was a notorious fundamentalist who controlled his 
son by a rigid allowance and the promise that at his next vagary the al- 
lowance would stop forever. 

They dined at a small French restaurant, and the cliscussion continued 
— at one time Sloane resorted to physical threats, a little later they were 
both imploring him to give them time. But Anson was obdurate. He saw 
that Edna was breaking up, and that her spirit must not be refreshed by 
any renewal of their passion. 

At two o’clock in a small night-club on 53rd Street, Edna’s nerves sud- 
denly collapsed, and she cried to go home. Sloane had been drinking heavily 
all evening, and he was faintly maudlin, leaning on the table and weeping a 
little with his face in his hands. Quickly Anson gave them his terms. Sloane 
was to. leave town for six months, and he must be gone within forty-eight 
hours. When he returned there was to be no resumption of the affair, but at 
the end of a year Edna might, if she wished, tell Robert Hunter that she 
wanted a divorce and go about it in the usual way. 

He paused, gaining confidence from their faces for his final word. 

‘‘Or there’s another thing you can do,” he said slowly, “if Edna wants to 
leave her children, there’s nothing I can do to prevent your running off to- 
gether.” 

“I want to go home!” cried Edna again. “Oh, haven’t you done enough to 
us for one day?” 

Outside it was dark, save for a blurred glow from Sixth Avenue down 
the street. In that light those two who had been lovers looked for the last 
time into each other’s tragic faces, realizing that between them there was 
not enough youth and strength to avert their eternal parting. Sloane walked 
suddenly off down the street and Anson tapped a dozing taxi-driver on the 
arm. 

It was almost four; there was a patient flow of cleaning water along the 
ghostly pavement of Fifth Avenue, and, the shadows of two night women 
flitted over the dark fagade of St. Thomas’s church. Then the desolate 
shrubbery of Central Park where Anson had often played as a child, and 
the mounting numbers, significant as names, .of , the marching streets. This 
was his city, he thought, where his name had flourished through five genera- 
tions. No change could alter the permanence of its place here, for change 
itself was the essential substratum by which he and ; those of his name 
identified themselves with the spirit of. New York., Resourcefulness and a 
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powerful for his ' threats -in ■■■weaker hands would have been less than 
■iiothing— -had beaten the gathering dust from his uncle’s, name, .from the 
name of his family, , from even this shivering figure that sat beside him in 
the car." ", . , 

■ Cary Sloane's body was found next morning on the lower shelf' of a 
pillar of Queensboro Bridge. In the darkness and in his, excitement ho had 
thought that it was the water flowing black beneath him, but in less than a 
second it made no possible difference— unless he had planned to think one 
last thought of Edna, and to call out her name as he struggled feebly in the 
:,wa,ter.'', ■ ■ 

■ ■ VII 

Anson never blamed himself for his part in this affair — the situation which 
brought it about had not been of his making. But the just suffer with the 
unjust, and he found that his oldest and somehow his most precious friend- 
ship was over. He never knew what distorted story Edna told, but he was 
welcome in his uncle’s house no longer. 

Just before Christmas Mrs. Hunter retired to a select Episcopal heaven, 
and Anson became the ixsponsible head of his family. An unmarried aunt 
who had lived with them for years ran the house, and attempted with 
helpless inefBciency to chaperone the younger girls. All the children were 
less self-reliant than Anson, more conventional both in their virtues and in 
their shortcomings. Mrs. Hunter’s death had postponed the debut of one 
daughter and the wedding of another. Also it had taken something deeply 
material from all of them, for with her passing the quiet, expensive 
superiority of the Hunters came to an end. 

For one thing, the estate, considerably diminished by two inheritance 
taxes and soon to be divided among six children, was not a notable fortune 
any more. Anson saw a tendency in his youngest sisters to speak rather 
respectfully of families that hadn’t ‘"existed” twenty years ago. His own 
feeling of precedence was not echoed in them — sometimes they were con- 
ventionally snobbish, that was all. For another thing, this was the last sum- 
mer they would spend on the Connecticut estate; the clamor against it was 
too loud: “Who wants to waste the best months of the year shut up in that 
dead old town.?^” Reluctantly he yielded — the house would go into the 
market in the fall, and the next summer they would rent a smaller place 
in Westchester County. It was a step down from the expensive simplicity 
of his father’s idea, and, while he sympathized with the revolt, it also an- 
noyed him; during his mother’s lifetime he had gone up there at least every 
other week-end — even in the gayest summers. 

Yet he himself was part of this change, and his strong instinct for life 
had turned him in his twenties from the hollow obsequies of that abortive 
leisure class. He did not see this clearly—- he still felt that there was a norm, 
a standard of socie|:y. But there was no norm, it was doubtful if there had 
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ever been a true norm in New York. The few who still paid and fought to 
enter a particular set succeeded only to find that as a society it scarcely 
functioned—or, what was more alarming, that the Bohemia from which 
they fled sat above them at table. 

At twenty-nine Anson’s chief concern was his own growing loneliness. He 
was sure now that he would never marry. The number of weddings at 
which he had officiated as best man or usher was past all counting— there 
v/as a drawer at home that bulged with the official neckties of this or that 
wedding-party, neckties standing for romances that had not endured a year, 
for couples who had passed completely from his life. Scarf-pins, gold 
pencils, cuff-buttons, presents from a generation of grooms had passed 
through his jewel-box and been lost — and with every ceremony he was 
less and less able to imagine himself in the groom’s place. Under his hearty 
good-will toward all those marriages there was despair about his own. 

And as he neared thirty he became not a little depressed at the inroads 
that marriage, especially lately, had made upon his friendships. Groups of 
people had a disconcerting tendency to dissolve and disappear. The men 
from his own college — and it was upon them that he had expended the most 
time and affection — were the most elusive of all. Most of them were drawn 
deep into domesticity, two were dead, one lived abroad, one was in Holly- 
wood writing continuities for pictures that Anson went faithfully to see. 

Most of them, however, were permanent commuters with an intricate 
family life centering around some suburban country club, and it was from 
these that he felt his estrangement most keenly. 

In the early days of their married life they had all needed him; he gave 
them advice about their slim finances, he exorcised their doubts about the 
advisability of bringing a baby into two rooms and a bath, especially he 
stood for the great world outside. But now their financial troubles were in 
the past and the fearfully expected child had evolved into an absorbing 
family. They were always glad to see old Anson, but they dressed up for 
him and tried to impress him with their present importance, and kept their 
troubles to themselves. They needed him no longer. 

A few weeks before his thirtieth birthday the last of his early and intimate 
friends w^as married. Anson acted in his usual role of best man, gave his 
usual silver tea-service, and went down to the usual Homeric to say good-by. 
It was a hot Friday afternoon in May, and as he walked from the pier he 
realized that Saturday closing had begun and he was free until Monday 
morning. 

“Go where?” he asked himself. 

The Yale Club, of course; bridge until dinner, then four or five raw 
cocktails in somebody’s room and a -pleasant confused evening. He re- 
gretted that this afternoon’s groom wouldn’t 'be along — they had always 
been able to cram so much into such nights: they knew how to attach 
women and how to get rid of them, how. much consideration any girl 
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deser^edvfrom; their. 'intelligent Eedonism;" .party was .an, adjusted'.,, thing 
-—you, too.k certain girls to, .certain ■■places, and, spent just so, .much on their 
amusement;, .y.o^U:.d.rank a. little,. not -much, more than, you o.ug.ht:,to .d,rink, 
and at a certain time in the morning you stood up and said you were going 
home. You avoided college boys, sponges, future engagements, fights, senti- 
ment, and indiscretions. That was the way it m^as done. All the rest was 
dissipation ■ 

In the morning you m^ere never violently sorry— you made no resolutions, 
but if you had overdone it and your heart was slightly out of order, you 
went on the wagon for a few days without saying anything about it, and 
waited until an accumulation of nervous boredom projected you into an- 
other, pa,rty. . ■ 

The lobby of the Yale Club was unpopulated. In the bar three very young 
alumni looked up at him, momentarily and without curiosity. 

"‘Hello there, Oscar,” he said to the bartender. “Mr. Cahill been around 
this afternoon?” 

"‘Mr. CahilFs gone to New Haven.” 

“Oh . . . that so?” 

"‘Gone to the ball game. Lot of men gone up.” 

Anson looked once again into the lobby, considered for a moment, and 
then wvilked out and over to Fifth Avenue. From the broad window of one 
of his clubs — one that he had scarcely visited in five years — a gray man with 
watery eyes stared down at him. Anson looked quickly away — that figure 
sitting in vacant resignation, in supercilious solitude, depressed him. He 
stopped and, retracing his steps, started over 47th Street toward Teak 
Warden’s apartment. Teak and his wife had once been his most familiar 
friends — it was a household where he and Dolly Karger had been used to 
go in the days of their affair. But Teak had taken to drink, and his wife had 
remarked publicly that Anson was a bad influence on him. The remark 
reached Anson in an exaggerated form — when it was finally cleared up, the 
delicate spell of intimacy was broken, never to be renewed. 

""Is Mr. Warden at home?” he inquired. 

""They’ve gone to the country.” 

The fact unexpectedly cut at him. They were gone to the country and he 
hadn’t known. Two years before he would have known the date, the hour, 
come up at the last moment for a final drink, and planned his first visit to 
them. Now they had gone without a word. 

Anson looked at his watch and considered a week-end with his family, 
but the only train was a local that would jolt through the aggressive heat 
for three hours. And tomorrow in the country, and Sunday— he was in no 
mood for porch-bridge with polite undergraduates, and dancing after dinner 
at a rural roadhouse, a diminutive of gayety which his father had estimated 
too well. 
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. ' ‘‘Ohj.'no/’ he,,said^to Mmself. 

He was a dignified^ impressive young man, rather stout now, but other- 
wise unmarked by dissipation. He' could have been cast for a pillar of some- 
thing—at : times you were sure it was not society, at others nothing else— for 
the law, for the church.. He stood for a few minutes motionless on the 
sidewalk in front of a 47th Street apartment house; for almost the first 
time in his life he had nothing whatever to do. 

Then he began to walk briskly up Fifth Avenue, as if he had just been 
reminded of an important engagement there. The necessity of dissimula- 
tion is one of the few characteristics that we share with dogs, and I think 
of Anson on that day as some well-bred specimen Who had been disap- 
pointed at a familiar back door. He was going to see Nick, once a fashion- 
able bartender in demand at all private dances, and now employed in cool- 
ing non-alcoholic champagne among the labyrinthine cellars of the Plaza 
Hotel 

“Nickj"’ he said, '‘what’s happened to everything?” 

"Dead,” Nick said. 

"Make me a whisky sour.” Ansoii handed a pint bottle over the counter. 
"Nick, the girls are different; I had a little girl in Brooklyn and she got 
married last week without letting me know.” 

"That a fact? Ha-ha-ha,” responded Nick diplomatically. "Slipped it 
over on you.” . 

"Absolutely,” said Anson. "And I was out with her the night before ” 

"Ha-ha-ha,” said Nick, "ha-ha-ha!” 

"Do you remember the wedding, Nick, in Hot Springs w^here I had the 
waiters and the musicians singing 'God save the King’?” 

“Now where was that, Mr. Hunter?” Nick concentrated doubtfully. 
"Seems to me that was ” 

“Next time they were back for more, and I began to wonder how much 
Fd paid them,” continued Anson. 

" — seems to me that was at Mr. Trenholm’s wedding.” 

“Don’t know him,” said Anson decisively. He was offended that a strange 
name should intrude upon his reminiscences; Nick perceived this. 

“Naw— aw— ” he admitted, "I ought to know that. It was one of your 
crowd — Brakins . . . Baker ” 

“Bicker Baker,” said Anson responsively. "They put me in a hearse after 
it was over and covered me up with flowers and drove me away.” 

"Ha-ha-ha,” said Nick. "Ha-ha-ha.” 

Nick’s simulation of the old family servant paled presently and Anson 
went up-stairs to the lobby. He looked around— his eyes met the glance of 
an unfamiliar clerk at the desk, then fell upon a flower from the morning’s 
marriage hesitating in the mouth of a brass cuspidor. He went out and 
walked slowly toward the blood-red sun over Columbus, Circle. Suddenly 
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he turned .around and, retracing his^.steps to the Plaza, immured himself 
iri'n telephone-booth. ■ ■■ 

' Later he said that he tried to get me three times that afternoon, that he 
tried '.everyo.ne who 'might be in New York — men and girls he had not.seen 
for years, an artist’s m.odel of his college days whose faded number was still 
in his address book — Central told him that even the exchange existed no 
longer. At length his quest roved into the country, and he held brief dis- 
appointing conversations with emphatic butlers and maids. So-and-so was 
out, riding, swimming, playing golf, sailed to Europe last week. Who shall 
I say phoned ? 

It was intolerable that he should pass the evening alone — the private 
reckonings which one plans for a moment of leisure lose every charm when 
the solitude is enforced. There were always women of a sort, but the ones 
he knew had temporarily vanished, and to pass a New York evening in the 
hired company of a stranger never occurred to him — he would have con- 
sidered that that was something shameful and secret, the diversion of a 
traveling salesman in a strange town. 

Anson paid the telephone bill— the girl tried unsuccessfully to joke with 
him about its size— and for the second time that afternoon started to leave 
the Plaza and go he knew not where. Near the revolving door the figure of 
a woman, obviously with child, stood sideways to the light — a sheer beige 
cape fluttered at her shoulders when the door turned and, each time, she 
looked impatiently toward it as if she were weary of waiting. At the first 
sight of her a strong nervous thrill of familiarity went over him, but not 
until he was within five feet of her did he realize that it was Paula. 

“Why, Anson Hunter!" 

His heart turned over. 

“Why, Paula " 

“Why, this is wonderful. I can’t believe it, Anson!'' 

She took both his hands, and he saw in the freedom of the gesture that 
the memory of him had lost poignancy to her. But not to him — ^he felt that 
old mood that she evoked in him stealing over his brain, that gentleness 
with which he had always met her optimism as if afraid to mar its surface. 

“We’re at Rye for the summer. Pete had to come East on business — ^you 
know of course Fm Mrs. Peter Hagerty now — so we brought the children 
and took a house. You’ve got to come out and see us.” 

“Can I?” he asked directly, “When?” 

“When you like. Here’s Pete.” The revolving door functioned, giving 
up a fine tali man of thirty with a tanned face and a trim mustache. His 
immaculate fitness made a sharp contrast with Anson’s increasing bulk, 
which was obvious under the faintly tight cut-away coat. 

< “You oughtn’t to be standing,” said Hagerty to his wife. “Let’s sit down 
here.” He indicated lobby chairs, but Paula hesitated. 

.y “Fve got to go right home,” she $dd. “Anson, why don’t you— why don’t 
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you come out and have dinner with us tonight? WeVe just getting settled, 
but if you can stand that- ' 

Hagerty confirmed the invitation cordially. 

.“Come out for' the night.” 

Their car ■ waited in front of the hotel, and Paula with a tired gesture 
sank back against silk cushions in the corner. 

“There’s so, much I want to talk to you about,” she said, “it seems hope-'^ 

hss:y 

“I want to hear about you.” 

“Well”— she smiled at Hagerty — “that would take a long time too. I have 
three children— by my first marriage. The oldest is five, then four, then 
three.” She smiled again. “I didn’t waste much time having them, did I?” 

“Boys?” 

“A boy and two girls. Then — oh, a lot of things happened, and I got a 
divorce in Paris a year ago and married Pete. That’s all — except that Fm 
awfully happy.” 

In Rye they drove up to a large house near the Beach Club, from which 
there issued presently three dark, slim children who broke from an English 
governess and approached them with an esoteric cry. Abstractedly and 
with difficulty Paula took each one into her arms, a caress which they ac- 
cepted stiffly, as they had evidently been told not to bump into Mummy. 
Even against their fresh faces Paula’s skin showed scarcely any weariness— 
for all her physical languor she seemed younger than when he had last 
seen her at Palm Beach seven years ago. 

At dinner she was preoccupied, and afterward, during the homage to the 
radio, she lay with closed eyes on the sofa, until Anson wondered if his 
presence at this time were not an intrusion. But at nine o’clock when 
Hagerty rose and said pleasantly that he was going to leave them by them- 
selves for a while, she began to talk slowly about herself and the past. 

“My first baby,” she said — “the one we call Darling, the biggest little girl 
— I wanted to die when I knew I was going to have her, because Lowell was 
like a stranger to me. It didn’t seem as though she could be my own. I wrote 
you a letter and tore it up. Oh, you were so bad to me, Anson.” 

It was the dialogue again, rising and falling. Anson felt a sudden quick- 
ening of memory. 

“Weren’t you engaged once?” she asked— ‘^a girl named Dolly some- 
thing?” 

“I wasn’t ever engaged. I tried to be engaged, but I never loved anybody 
but you, Paula.” 

“Oh,” she said. Then after a moment: “This baby is the first one I ever 
really wanted. You see, I’m in love now — at last.” 

He didn’t answer, shocked at the treachery of her remembrance. She 
must have seen that the “at last” bruised him, for she continued: . 

“I was infatuated with you, Anson--you. could make me do anything you 
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''liked; But we, wouldn’t have- been happy. Fm not, smart .enough for you. I 
don’t like things to be complicated like you do.” She paused. “Youll never 
settle d.ownA she ''Said. 'V . ’ 

The phrase struck at him from behind — it was an accusation that of all 
' accusations, he .had never merited. ■ 

'T could settle down if women were different,” he said. 'If I didn’t 
understand so much about them, if women didn’t spoil you for other 
women, if they had only a little pride. If I could go to sleep for a while 
and wake up into a home that was really mine— why, that’s what Fm made 
for, Paula, that’s what women have seen in me and liked in me. It’s only 
that I can’t get through the preliminaries any more.” 

Hagerty came in a little before eleven; after a whisky Paula stood up and 
announced that she was going to bed. She went over and stood by her hus- 
band. 

‘'Where did you go, dearest?” she demanded. 

“I had a drink with Ed Saunders.” 

“I was worried, I thought maybe you’d run away.” 

She rested her head against his coat. 

“He’s sweet, isn’t he, Anson?” she demanded. 

“Absolutely,” said Anson, laughing. 

She raised her face to her husband. 

“Well, Fm ready,” she said. She turned to Anson: “Do you want to see 
our family gymnastic stunt?” 

“Yes,” he said in an interested voice. 

“All right. Here we go!” 

Hagerty picked her up easily in his arms. 

“This is called the family acrobatic stunt,” said Paula. “He carries me 
up-stairs. Isn’t it sweet of him?” 

“Yes,” said Anson. 

Hagerty bent his head slightly until his face touched Paula’s. 

“And I love him,” she said, “I’ve just been telling you, haven’t I, Anson?” 

“Yes,” he said. 

“He’s the dearest thing that ever lived in this world; aren't you, darling? 

. . . Well, good night. Here we go. Isn’t he strong?” 

“Yes,” Anson said. 

“You’ll find a pair of Pete’s pajamas laid out for you. Sweet dreams — see 
you at breakfast.” 

Yps^”^,;4Bson,.said.: . ^ 

The older members of the firm insisted that Anson should go abroad 
for the summer. He had scarcely had a vacation in seven years, they said. 
He was .stale and needed a change. Anson resisted. 

‘‘If I go” he declared, “I won’t .come back,any,more ” 


THE RICH.BOY • / 1337 

'‘That’s absurd,,, old man. You’ll be back in three months with ail this de- 
pressioii gone. Fit. as ever.” - 

“No.” He shook his head stubbornly. “If: I stop, I won’t go back to. work.' 
If I stop, that means I’ve given up — I’m through.” 

“Well take a chance on that. Stay six months if you like — we’re not 
afraid youll leave us. Why, you’d be miserable if you didn’t work.” 

They arranged his passage for him. They liked Anson— everyone liked 
Anson— and the change that had been coming over him cast a sort of pall 
over the office. The enthusiasm that had invariably signaled up business, 
the consideration toward his equals and his inferiors, the lift of his vital 
presence— within the past four months his intense nervousness had melted 
down these qualities into the fussy pessimism of a man of forty. Gn every 
transaction in which he was involved he acted as a drag and a strain. 

“If I go I’ll never come back,” he said. 

Three days before he sailed Paula Legendre Hagerty died in childbirth. I 
was with him a great deal then, for we were crossing together, but for the 
first time in our friendship he told me not a word of how he felt, nor did I 
see the slightest sign of emotion. His chief preoccupation was with the fact 
that he was thirty years old — he would turn the conversation to the point 
where he could remind you of it and then fall silent, as if he assumed that 
the statement would start a chain of thought sufficient to itself. Like his 
partners, I was amazed at the change in him, and I was glad when the Paris 
moved off into the wet space between the worlds, leaving his principality 
behind. 

“How about a drink he suggested. 

We walked into the bar with that defiant feeling that characterizes the 
clay of departure and ordered four Martinis. After one cocktail a change 
came over him — ^he suddenly reached across and slapped my knee with the 
first joviality I had seen him exhibit for months. 

“Did you see that girl in the red tarn.?” he demanded, “the one with the 
high color who had the two police dogs down to bid her good-by.” 

“She’s pretty,” I agreed. 

“I looked her up in the purser’s office and found out that she’s alone. Fm 
going down to see the steward in a few minutes. We’ll have dinner with her 
tonight.” 

After a while he left me, and within an hour he was walking up and 
down the deck wdth her, talking to her in his strong, clear voice. Her red 
tarn was a bright spot of color against the steel-green sea, and from time 
to time she looked up with a flashing bob of her head, and smiled with 
amusement and interest, and anticipation. At dinner we had champagne, 
and were very joyous— afterward Anson ran the pool with infectious gusto, 
and several people who had seen me with him asked me his name. He and 
the girl were talking and laughing together on a lounge in the bar when 
I went to bed;; - ^ 
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T: saw less of him oii'the trip than I had hoped. He wanted to arrange a 
foursome, but there was no one available, so I saw him only at meals. Some- 
times, though, he would have a cocktail in the bar,, and he told me: about the 
girl dll the red tarn, and his adventures with her, making them, all bizarre 
and amusing, as he had a way of doing, and I was glad that he was him- 
self again, or at least the self that I knew, and with which I felt at home. I 
don’t think he was ever happy unless someone was in love with him, re- 
sponding to him like filings to a magnet, helping him to explain himself, 
promising him something. What it was I do not know. Perhaps they 
promised that there Vv^ould always be women in the world who would 
spend their brightest, freshest, rarest hours to nurse and protect that 
superiority he cherished in his heart. 

THE IMPOSITION 
L. A. G. Strong 

(1896- ) 

Six.” 

“Sir!” 

“Very well, then. Five.” 

^^Sirr 

“You know perfectly well by now, Russell, that if you are dissatisfied 
with my marking Fm always ready to revise it — in the downward direction.” 
“Oh, sirr 

“Are you satisfied, or do you wish me to revise still further 

The victim sighed, rolling his eyes with every symptom of polite ill- 
usage. 

Roger Champernown looked down at his book. He took a grip on him- 
self, digging his nails into the palms of his hands. The moment had arrived. 
He glanced at the next few lines of the text. No, they were not unfairly 
hard. No one could say that he was deliberately choosing them because 
they were hard. Even supposing they contained opportunities for just the 
sort of mistake that the boy would be likely to make . . . 

Was it fair for a man, whispered, some inner voice, to use his psychologi- 
cal knowledge, his knowledge of a boy’s character, in a guess to the boy’s 
undoing? Nonsense, he retorted. Nonsense. It was the boy’s business to 
know the whole piece, every word of it! ,, 

A fair-haired, handsome boy looked up with an air of surprise. 
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."Me, sir?”:, „ 

"Your name is Hencle,rson, I believe.” 

"Quite right, sir,” , . , 

"What did you say ?” 

"Yes., .sir” 

Champernowfn ventured' to look up, and glared into the blue eyes that 
with deceptive frankness met his own. 

"Translate, then — if you will be so good.” 

The boy smiled. He stretched out his arms, as if shooting imaginary cuffs; 
pulled up his trousers; settled himself erect at his desk; smiled once more 
obligingly; and gave the passage his attention. He looked at it for a couple 
of seconds, then raised his eyebrows. The man must be humoured, said 
his gesture. It contrived also subtly to suggest that what was being asked 
of him was unreasonable. 

"Let me see, now,” he murmured, as if to himself. 

"Get on,” exclaimed Champernown thickly, and stopped, saying savagely 
to himself, Fool, fool; don’t let yourself be drawn. 

"I beg your pardon, sir.” 

"Get on,” said Champernown. 

The boy looked again at the text, inclining his head first to one side and 
then to the other, 

he began. "Thence— or thenceforward.” 

He paused, and looked expectantly at Champernown, like a dog who 
has done a trick, and expects applause. Champernown kept his eyes fixed 
on his book, 

*'lnde” repeated Henderson. "Thenceforward, or thence. No, thence- 
forward, I think. Thenceforward. Atrocius certamen!' He hesitated. "The 
atrocious strife . . 

Cham.pernown uttered a noise between a growl and a hiss. 

' "Isn’t that right, sir?” asked the boy, leaning forward, as one deeply dis- 
appointed by the failure p£ his effort to please. 

"Tacitus, as you may possibly have noticed,” observed the master with 
sarcasm, “has an occasional habit of leaving out the verb.” 

'‘Yes, sir. So thoughtless of him.” 

"What?” 

"Yes, sir. I had noticed.” 

“It is a pity, then, Henderson, that you do not learn by experience.” 

"Mr. Bernard Shaw says that we never learn by experience, sir.” 

Champernown saw red. The boy was deliberately provoking him. Never 
mind. He would not be led into making a fool of himself again before the 
class. Henderson did not know his piece. He had probably concentrated 
upon the difficult bit near the end, the bit with the hard words in it, sup- 
posing that Champernown would give it to him out of, spite. Champernown 
had guessed he would, and outwitted him by, giving him this earlier, ap- 
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.parently easier bit. Evidently, the guess had been .sound. All that was neces- 
sa.,ry was. to .sit tight and let the -.wretched boy establish his ignorance. 

Champernown sat ' tight, refusing every .red rag, every bait,; until .'he, was, 
. able legitimately to pass .sentence. ' ■ 

‘‘Since you have omitted the formality of preparing your lesson, Hender- 
son, you will remain and repair the omission this afternoon.” 

“Repair what, sir?” 

“Do the lesson which you have not done.” 

“Fm awfully sorry, sir, but Fm afraid that’s impossible.” 

Shaking his head from side to side, the boy regarded him with sad blue 

■■-.ey-es. . 

“Impossible?” 

“Quite, Fm afraid, sir. You see, I have to attend fielding practice with 
Mr. Bevan.” 

Champernown swallowed. 

“Very well, then. You will do it to-morrow afternoon.” 

“Impossible too, sir, Fm afraid. The Silchester match.” 

It was a point of principle, and Champernown was not going to let it 
go. He had had Henderson on his nerves for weeks. He had been ready 
to like the boy, to be friendly with him. He hadn’t begun all this. Yet, for 
no reason at all, the boy baited him, without mercy, seldom giving him a 
loophole for open action. Even so, he told himself, this was not the reason 
for pursuing him. It *was a point of principle. 

As he expected, the day after the match found Henderson equally elusive. 
Apparently he had another rendezvous with the headmaster. Doggedly, 
Champernown made his way after lunch to Bevan’s study. He felt at a dis- 
advantage before he had begun, but persisted, face and ears reddening. 

“Oh, come.” The bluff, prematurely bald man eyed him tolerantly. “Oh, 
come. Rather ancient history, isn’t it?” 

Champernown swallow^ed. He had known before he started that he was 
on a difficult errand. Henderson was the apple of the cricketing head- 
master’s eye, and, to make matters worse, he had made seventy-four in the 
match. 

“Very well,” Champernown was saying in a few minutes. “As you wish, 
of course. It will make matters difficult for me with my form if I have to 
show preferential treatment, but . . 

The headmaster raised his eyebrows, but refused to be ruffled. 

“Hardly preferential treatment, Champernown,” he said benignly. “Boys 
are understanding creatures, you know. They’ll understand all right.” 

“You are making this very difficult for me, sir,” 

“Oh come, Champernown, you exaggerate.” The headmaster spoke 
heartily. “You take these little matters too seriously. A good fault, my dear 
fellow, but, nevertheless, a fault” ■. ’ ’'V . 
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Champemown stood, pale, dogged. 

'It has happened', before, sir.” , . 

. "What has?” • 

"Only a couple of weeks ago, when I had occasion to keep Henderson in, 
you — you excused him. the imposition. The boy is clearly presuming on it. 
He defies me openly. Fm afraid he— and the others — may get the impres- 
sion that you support him.” 

The headmaster’s face crimsoned. He turned impatiently on his heel. 

"Oh, very well,” he snapped over his shoulder. "Have it your own way, 
Ghampernown. Have it your own way ” 

At twenty past three, two afternoons later, Ghampernown decided he 
must have a breath of air. Even with the windows wide open, the empty 
classroom was stifling. Henderson’s exercise book lay open before him. He 
had taken twenty minutes over it, looking closely for faults, then over- 
marking the boy in his morbid, self-exculpatory anxiety to be fair. Hender- 
son had not yet done his imposition. Bevan had found various reasons for 
keeping him on the cricket field. But he should do it. He should do it, 
by God he should! Ghampernown set his jaw. He would resign, he would 
pull the whole place up by the roots, sooner than allow that imposition to 
be evaded. 

With an overwrought gesture, he put the pile of exercise books inside 
the desk, slammed down the lid, and made for the field. Coming out 
round the corner of the chapel, he ran straight into a small and white- 
faced procession carrying a limp figure. 

"Henderson. ... In the nets. . . . Ball came smack through . . . 
I always said that net was dangerous. . . . Full on the temple. . . . Yes, 
one of Lacey’s hardest. . . 

The whole school, buildings, playing fields, and all, lay under a cloud till 
five, when it was announced that the victim was sitting up, declaring that 
he felt perfectly all right, and demanding to be allowed to return to ordi- 
nary life. The doctor had seen him, and could find no injury. 

At about half past six, Ghampernown, after long debate, nerved himself 
to go up to the sick bay and inquire how the boy was getting on. He might 
even be allowed to see him. After all, why shouldn’t he? It was only natural 
he should want to know. He was the boy’s form master. 

With beating heart, he went up the leaded stairs, and down the long, 
bare passage, decorated only with fire extinguishers. Opening the green 
baize door, he heard voices in the ante-room, and stopped short. 

"Very well, then, Matron. Keep him where he is till bedtime, and let him 
go back to the dormitory.” . , , ' 

"No thank you, Mr. Bevan. Fm going to keep him where he is all night, 
and sit up with him too.” ’ ... 

"Really, Matron, I must say,. I think you’re making, too much of this. 



1342 


TEtLERS' OF TALES 


YouVe heard Dr. Slater’s opinion. Fussing like this will only create a bad 
impression. The school is quite sufSciently upset as it is. ' You’d, .much 
better let him: go down.” 

" '‘No thank you, Mr. Bevan. This is my responsibility.” 

“RMly,. 'Matron-——” ' 

' Stepping back, Champernown silently ' close'd the door. It would be in- 
judicious to go in at the moment. He could inquire again later. 

He waS'^ little late for brea'kfast 'the next morning, and,,made,his way 
self-consciously up the big hall betw^een the tables, half annoyed and half 
pleased at the occasional cries of “Good morning, sir,” which greeted him as 
he passed. He never knew whether to acknowledge them or not. 

When he reached the top table, he noticed with surprise, that the head- 
master was absent. Only three of the men were there, silent, with long 
faces. 

“Haven’t you heard.?” 

“Heard '^vkat.?” '■ 

“About Henderson.” 

“Henderson.? What about him?” 

“Died in the night.” 

“No. . . . Good God!” 

“Yes. Sat up suddenly in bed, squinted, cried out, and then fell back 
dead.” ' ' ' ■ 

The room began to spin around Champernown. Half conscious, he 
heard the hushed voices. 

“By Jove, it’s a feather in Matron’s cap, anyway. Lucky she insisted on 
sitting up with him. Bevan will be thankful enough to her when it comes 
to the inquest.” 

As soon as he regained proper consciousness of his surroundings, 
Champernown felt himself unable to eat. He swallov/ed a few mouthfuls 
of his coffee, then made his way out. As he did so, he passed the Matron 
coming in, grimly justified. Two minutes later, he was knocking at the 
door of the headmaster’s study. 

“I really can’t see you now, Champernown. I’m — that is, there’s a great 
deal to do.” 

“I’ve only just come to tell you . . * to hand in my resignation.” 

The man was not listening. His back was turned. He was ferreting among 
papers. He looked pale, ill, blotchy, and old. 

“Yes, yes, yes. Well, come later on, Champernown. I really can’t see you 
now,” 

Suddenly Champernown stamped uncontrollably. 

“I resign, I tell you,” he shouted, “I resign! Do you understand? I re- 

Jllpi 

Then he turned round, and ran away, blundering down the passage, talk- 
ing to himself and sobbing. At a corner, he charged into a colleague. The 
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younger Juan's pupils, contracted to. pin-points. HC'Stare.d after the retreat- 
ing figure, then uttered a long, low whistle. 

.. ‘'Well,’Vhe .exclaimed. . '‘Whoever would have thought he’d take it .like 
that.:.!’' ■ 

But Champernown was not ..weeping for the dead. He was weeping be- 
cause, in a sudden searing flash, he had seen what his calling had made of 
him. He did not feel sorrow. He felt simply that Henderson had escaped 
him, that he had been cheated. In a mad corner of his mind, he would have 
wished that afternoon to go up to the sick bay, take the corpse, and set it 
at its deskin the empty class-room, that justice might be satisfied. 

TURN ABOUT 

William Faulkner 

(1897- ) 

T™ AMERICAN— the older one-— wore no pink Bedfords. His breeches were 
of plain whipcord, like the tunic. And the tunic had no long London-cut 
skirts, so that below the Sam Browne the tail of it stuck straight out like 
the tunic of a military policeman beneath his holster belt. And he wore 
simple putties and the easy shoes of a man of middle age, instead of Savile 
Row boots, and the shoes and the putties did not match in shade, and the 
ordnance belt did not match either of them, and the pilot’s wings on his 
breast were just wings. But the ribbon beneath them w^as a good ribbon, 
and the insigne on his shoulders were the twin bars of a captain. He was 
not tall. His face was thin, a little aquiline; the eyes intelligent and a little 
tired. He was past twenty-five; looking at him, one thought, not Phi Beta 
Kappa exactly, but Skull and Bones perhaps, or possibly a Rhodes scholar- 
ship. 

One of the men who faced him probably could not see him at all. He w^as 
being held on his feet by an American military policeman. He was quite 
drunk, and in contrast with the heayy-jawed policeman who held him 
erect on his long, slim, boneless legs, he looked like a masquerading girl. 
He was possibly eighteen, tall, with a pink-and-white face and blue eyes, 
and a mouth like a girl’s mouth. He wor.e a pea-coat, buttoned awry and 
stained with recent mud, and upon his blond head, at that unmistakable 
and rakish sw^agger which no other people can ever approach or imitate, the 
cap of a Royal Naval officer. , 
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"'What’s this, Corporal?” the American captain said. ""What’s the trouble? 
He’s an Englishman. You’d better let their M. P.’s take care of him.” 

“I know he is,” the policeman said. He spoke heavily, breathing heavily, 
in the voice of a man under physical strain; for all his girlish delicacy of 
limb, the English boy was heavier — or more helpless — than he looked. 
“Stand up!” the policeman said. “They’re officers!” 

The English boy made an effort then. He pulled himself together, 
focusing his eyes. He swayed, throwing his arm about the policeman’s neck, 
and with the other hand he saluted, his hand flicking, fingers curled a little, 
to his right ear, already swaying again and catching himself again. "‘Cheerio, 
sir,” he said. “Name’s not Beatty, I hope.” 

""No,” the captain said. 

""A.h,” the English boy said. ‘"Hoped not. My mistake. No offense, what?” 

“No offense,” the captain said quietly. But he was looking at the police- 
man. The second American spoke. He was a lieutenant, also a pilot. But he 
was not twenty-five and he wore the pink breeches, the London boots, and 
his tunic might have been a British tunic save for the collar. 

“It’s one of those navy eggs,” he said. “They pick them out of the gut- 
ters here all night long. You don’t come to town often enough.” 

“Oh,” the captain said. “I’ve heard about them. I remember now.” He 
also remarked now that, though the street was a busy one — it was just out- 
side a popular cafe — and there were many passers, soldier, civilian, women, 
yet none of them so much as paused, as though it were a familiar sight. He 
was looking at the policeman. “Can’t you take him to his ship?” 

“I thought of that before the captain did,” the policeman said. “He says 
he can’t go aboard his ship after dark because he puts the ship away at sun- 
down.” 

“Puts it away?” 

“Stand up, sailor!” the policeman said savagely, jerking at his lax bur- 
den. “Maybe the captain can make sense out of it. Damned if I can. He says 
they keep the boat under the wharf. Run it under the wharf at night, and 
that they can’t get it out again until the tide goes out tomorrow,” 

“Under the wharf? A boat? What is this?” He was now speaking to the 
lieutenant. “Do they operate some kind of aquatic motorcycles?” 

“Something like that,” the lieutenant said. “You’ve seen them — the boats. 
Launches, camouflaged and all. Dashing up and down the harbor. You’ve 
seen them. They do that all day and sleep in the gutters here all night.” 

“Oh,” the captain said. “I thought those boats were ship commanders’ 
launches. You mean to tell me they use officers just to ” 

“I don't know,” the lieutenant said. “Maybe they use them to fetch hot 
water from one ship to another. Or buns. Or maybe to go back and forth 
fast when they forget napkins of something ” 

“Nonsense,” the captain said. HeJoOked at the English boy again. 

, . “That’s what they do,” the Keutenaiit said. “Town’s lousy with them all 
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night long. Gutters fulh and their MP.’s carting them.away in batchesj like 
nursemaids in a park. Maybe the French give them the launches to. get them, 
out of the gutters during the day.” 

‘‘Oh,” the captain said, “I see.” But it was clear that he didn’t see, wasn’t 
listening, didn’t believe what he did .hear. He looked, at the English boy. 
“Well, you can’t leave him here in that shape,” he said. 

Again the English boy tried to pull himself together. “Quite all right, 
’sure you,” he said glassily, his voice, pleasant, cheerful almost, quite cour- 
teous. “Used to it. Confounded rough pave, though. Should force French do 
something about it. Visiting lads jolly well deserve decent field to play on, 
what.^^” " , 

“And he was jolly well using all of it too,” the policeman said savagely. 
“Fie must think he’s a one-man team, maybe.” 

At that moment a fifth man came up. He was a British military police- 
man. “Nah then,” he said. “What’s this? What’s this?” Then he saw the 
American’s shoulder bars. He saluted. At the sound of his voice the Eng- 
lish boy turned, swaying, peering. 

“Oh, hullo, Albert,” he said. 

“Nah then, Mr. Hope,” the British policeman said. He said to the Ameri- 
can policeman, over his shoulder: “What is it this time?” 

“Likely nothing,” the American said. “The way you guys run a war. 
But I’m a stranger here. Here. Take him.” 

“What is this, Corporal?” the captain said. “What was he doing?” 

“He won’t call it nothing,” the American policeman said, jerking his 
head at the British policeman. “He’ll just call it a. thrush or a robin or 
something. I turn into this street about three blocks back a while ago, and 
I find it blocked with a line of trucks going up from the docks, and the 
drivers all hollering ahead what the hell the trouble is. So I come on, and 
I find it is about three blocks of them, blocking the cross streets too; and I 
come on to the head of it where the trouble is, and I find about a. dozen of 
the drivers out in front, holding a caucus or something in the middle of 
the street, and I come up and I say, ‘What’s going on here?’ and they leave 
me through and I find this egg here laying ” 

“Yer talking about one of His Majesty’s officers, my man,” the British 
policeman said. 

“Watch yourself. Corporal,” the captain said. “And you found this 
officer ” 

“He had done gone to bed in the middle of the street, with an empty 
basket for a pillow. Laying there with his hands under his head and his 
knees crossed, arguing with them about whether he ought to get up and 
move or not. He said that the trucks could turn back and go around by 
another street, but that he couldn’t, use any other street, because this street 

iiiilliiiiiitilitiiiil® 
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Tiie ' EiiglisH boy had' listened^ interested, pleasant.' “Billet, you see,” he 
'.said. “Must have, order, . even in war emergeney.. Billet by lot. This street 
.mine; no poaching, eh? Next street Jamie Wuthefspooii’s. But trucks can 
go by that street because Jamie .not using it yet. Not in bed yet. Insomnia. 
Knew so. Told them. Trucks go that way. See now?” 

“Was that it, Corporal?” the captain said. 

“He told you. He wouldn't get up. He just laid there, arguing with them. 
He was telling one of them to go somewhere and bring back a copy of their 
•articles of 'W'ar " 

“King’s Regulations; yes,” the captain said. 

“—and see if the book said whether he had the right of way, or the 
trucks. And then I got him up, and then the captain come along. And 
that’s all And with the captain’s permission 111 now hand him over to His 
Majesty’s wet nur — 

“Thatll do, Corporal,” the captain said. “You can go. Ill see to this.” The 
policeman saluted and went on. The British policeman was now supporting 
the English boy. “Can’t you take him home?” the captain said. “Where 
are their quarters?” 

“I don’t rightly know, sir, if they have quarters or not. We — I usually 
see them about the pubs until daylight. They don’t seem to use quarters.” 

“You mean, they really aren’t off of ships?” 

“Well, sir, they might be ships, in a manner of speaking. But a man would 
have to be a bit sleepier than him to sleep in one of them.” 

“I see,” the captain said. He looked at the policeman. “What kind of 
boats are they?” 

This time the policeman’s voice was immediate, final and completely in- 
flectionless, It was like a closed door. “I don’t rightly know, sir.” 

“Oh,” the captain said. “Quite. Well, he’s in no shape to stay about pubs 
until daylight this time.” 

“Perhaps I can find him a bit of a pub with a back table, where he can 
sleep,” the policeman said. But the captain was not listening. He was look- 
ing across the street, where the lights of another cafe fell across the pave- 
ment. The English boy yawned terrifically, like a child does, his mouth 
pink and frankly gaped as a child’s. 

The captain turned to the policeman: 

“Would you mind stepping across there and asking for Captain Bogard’s 
driver? I’ll take care of Mr. Hope ” 

The policeman departed. The captain now supported the English boy, 
his hand beneath the other’s arm. Again the boy yawned like a weary 
child. “Steady,” the captain said. “The car will be here in a minute.” 

“Right,” the English boy said through the yawn. 

Once in the car, he went tb sleep immediately with the peaceful sudden- 
ness of babies, sitting between the two Americans. But though the aero- 
drome was only thirty minutes away, he was awake when they arrived, 
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apparently quite fresh, and asking for whisky. When they entered the mess 
he appeared quite sober, only blinking a little in the lighted room, in his 
raked cap, and his awry-buttoned pea-jacket and a soiled, silk muffler, em- 
broidered with a club insignia which Bogard recognized to have come 
from a famous preparatory school, twisted about his throat. 

■ 'Ah/' he said, his voice fresh, clear now, not blurred, quite cheerful, 
quite loud, so that the others in the room turned and looked at him. "Jolly. 
Whisky, what. He went straight as a bird dog to the bar in the corner, the 
lieutenant following. Bogard had turned and gone on to the other end of 
the room, where five men sat about a card table. 

"What’s he admiral of ?” one said. 

"Of the whole Scotch navy, when I found him,” Bogard said. 

Another looked up. "Oh. I thought Fd seen him in town.” He looked at 
the guest. "Maybe it's because he was on his feet that I didn’t recognize 
him when he came in. You usually see them lying down in the gutter.” 

"Oh,” the first said. He, too, looked around. “Is he one of those guys?” 

"Sure. You’ve seen them. Sitting on the curb, you know, with a couple of 
limey M. P.’s hauling at their arms.” 

"Yes. I’ve seen them,” the other said. They all looked at the English 
boy. He stood at the bar, talking, his voice loud, cheerful. "They all look 
like him too,” the speaker said. "About seventeen or eighteen. They run 
those little boats that are always dashing in and out ” 

"Is that what they do ?” a third said. “You mean, there's a male marine 
auxiliary to the Waacs? Good Lord, I sure made a mistake when I enlisted. 
But this war never was advertised right.” 

"I don’t know,” Bogard said. "I guess they do more than just ride around.” 

But they were not listening to him. They were looking at the guest, 
“They run by clock,” the first said. “You can see the condition of one of 
them after sunset and almost tell what time it is. But what I don’t see, is 
how a man that's in that shape at one o’clock every morning can even see 
a battleship the next day,” 

“Maybe when they have a message to send out to a ship,” another said, 
"they just make duplicates and line the launches up and point them toward 
the ship and give each one a duplicate of the message and let them go. 
And the ones that miss the ship just cruise around the harbor until they 
hit a dock somewhere.” 

"It must be more than that,” Bogard said. 

He was about to say something else, but at that moment the guest turned 
from the bar and approached, carrying a glass. He walked steadily enough, 
but his color was high and his eyes were bright, and he was talking, loud, 
cheerful, as he came up. 

"I say. Won’t you chaps join-— He ceased. He seemed to remark some- 
thing; he was looking at their breasts. *‘Oh,, I say. You fiy. All of you. Oh, 
good gad! Find it jolly, eh. 
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"'Yes/' somebody said. 

*'But dangerous, what?” 

"A little faster than tennis,” another said. The guest looked at him, bright, 
affable, intent. 

Another said quickly, “Bogard says you command a vessel.” 

“Hardly a vessel Thanks, though. And not command. Ronnie does that. 
Ranks me a bit. Age.” 

“Ronnie?” 

“Yes. Nice. Good egg. Old, though. Stickier.” 

“Stickler?” 

“Frightful. You'd not believe it. Whenever we sight smoke and I have the 
glass, he sheers away. Keeps the ship hull down all the while. No beaver 
then. Had me two down a fortnight yesterday.” 

The Americans glanced at one another. “No beaver?” 

“We play it. With basket masts, you see. See a basket mast. Beaver! One 
up. The Ergenstrasse doesn’t count any more, though.” 

The men about the table looked at one another. Bogard spoke. “I see. 
When you or Ronnie see a ship with basket masts, you get a beaver on the 
other. I see. What is the Ergenstrasse?'^ 

“She’s German. Interned. Tramp steamer. Foremast rigged so it looks 
something like a basket mast. Booms, cables, I daresay. I didn’t think it 
looked very much like a basket mast, myself. But Ronnie said yes. Called it 
one day. Then one day they shifted her across the basin and I called her on 
Ronnie. So we decided to not count her any more. See now, eh?” 

“Oh,” the one who had made the tennis remark said, “I see. You and 
Ronnie run about in the launch, playing beaver. H’m’m. That’s nice. Did you 
ever pi ” 

“Jerry,” Bogard said. The guest had not moved. He looked down at the 
speaker, still smiling, his eyes quite wide. 

The speaker still looked at the guest. “Has yours and Ronnie’s boat got a 
yellow stern?” 

“A yellow stern?” the English boy said. He had quit smiling, but his face 
was still pleasant. 

“I thought that maybe when the boats had two captains, they might paint 
the sterns yellow or something.” 

“Oh,” the guest said. “Burt and Reeves aren’t officers.” 

“Burt and Reeves,” the other said, in a musing tone. “So they go too. Do 
they play beaver too?” 

, “Jerry,” Bogard said. The other , looked at him. Bogard jerked his head 

little. “Come over here.” The other rose. They went aside. “Lay off of 
him,” Bogard said. “I mean it, now. He’s just a kid. When you were that 
age, how much sense did you have? Just about enough to get to chapel on 

; . , “My country hadn’t been at war going on four years, though,” Jerry said. 
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“Here we are, spendiiig.our money and getting shot at by the clock, and 
,it*s not even our fight, and these limeys that \vould have been goose- 
stepping twelve months now if it hadn’t been ” 

“Shut it,” Bogard said. “You sound like a Liberty Loan,” 

“ — taking it like it was a fair or. something., 'JoUy*’ ” His voice was. now 
falsetto, lilting. “‘But dangerous, what.?’” 

“Sh'h-h-h,” Bogard said. . 

“Fd like to catch him and his Ronnie out in the harbor, just once. Any 
harbor. London’s. I wouldn’t want anything but a Jenny, either. Jenny.? 
Hell, Fd take a bicycle and a pair of water wings! Fll show him some war.” 

“Well, you lay off him now. He’ll be gone soon.” 

“What are you going to do with him.?” 

“Fm going to take him along this morning. Let him have Harper’s place 
out front. He says he can handle a Lewis. Says they have one on the boat. 
Something he ‘was telling me — about how he once shot out a channel- 
marker light at seven hundred yards.” 

“Well, that’s your business. Maybe he can beat you.” 

“Beat me.?” 

“Playing beaver. And then you can take on Ronnie,” 

“Fll show him some war, anyway,” Bogard said. He looked at the guest. 
“His people have been in it three years now, and he seems to take it like a 
sophomore in town for the big game.” He looked at Jerry again. “But you 
lay off him now.” 

As they approached the table, the guest’s voice was loud and cheerful: 
. . if he got the glasses first, he would go in close and look, but when 
I got them first, he’d sheer off where I couldn’t see anything but the smoke. 
Frightful stickler. Frightful. Ergens trass e not counting any more. And 

if you make a mistake and call her, you lose two beaver from your score. If 
Ronnie were only to forget and call her we’d be even.” 

At two o’clock the English boy was still talking, his voice bright, inno- 
cent, and cheerful. He w^as telling them how Switzerland had been spoiled 
by 1914, and instead of the vacation which his father had promised him for 
his sixteenth birthday, when that birthday came he and his tutor had had 
to do with Wales. But that he and the tutor had got pretty high and that he 
dared to say — with all due respect to any present who might have had the 
advantage of Switzerland, of course— that one could see probably as far from 
Wales as from Switzerland. “Perspire as much and breathe as hard, any- 
way,” he added. And about him the Americans sat, a little hard-bitten, a 
little sober, somewhat older, listening to him with a kind of cold astonish- 
ment. They had been getting up for some time now and going out and 
returning in flying clothes, carrying helmets and goggles. An orderly entered 
with a tray of coffee cups, and the guest realized that for some time now 
he had been hearing engines in the darkness outside. , , 

At last Bogard rose. “Come along,” he said. “Well get your togs.” When 
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they.: emerged fro,m the mess, the sound of the, engines was quite loud—an 
idling thunder. In alignment along the invisible. tarmac was. a vague rank, of 
short banks., of flickering ■blue-green-, fire, suspended apparently ,.in., mid-air. 
They crossed the aerodrome- to Bogard’s, quarters,. . where the lieutenant, 
McGinnis, sat on a cot fastening his flying boots. Bogard reached down a 
Sidcott suit and threw it across the cot. “Put this on,” he said. 

“Will I need all this?” the guest said. “Shall we be gone that long?” 

“Probably,” Bogard said. “Better use it. Cold upstairs.” 

The guest picked up the suit. “I say,” he said. “I say. Ronnie and I have a 
do ourselves, tomor— today. Do you think Ronnie wont mind if I am a bit 
late? Might not wait for me.” 

“Well be back before teatime,” McGinnis said. He seemed quite busy 
with his boot. “Promise you.” The English boy looked at him. 

“What time should you be back?” Bogard said. 

“Oh, well,” the English boy said, “I daresay it will be all right. They let 
Ronnie say when to go, anyway. Hell wait for me if I should be a bit late.” 

“Hell wait,” Bogard said. “Get your suit on.” 

“Right,” the other said. They helped him into the suit. “Never been up 
before,” he said, chattily, pleasantly. “Daresay you can see farther than 
from mountains, eh?” 

“See more, anyway,” McGinnis said. “Youll like it.” 

“Oh, rather. If Ronnie only waits for me. Lark. But dangerous, isn’t it?” 

“Go on,” McGinnis said. “You’re kidding me.” 

“Shut your trap, Mac,” Bogard said. “Come along. Want some more 
coffee?” He looked at the guest, but McGinnis answered: 

“No. Got something better than coffee. Coffee makes such a confounded 
stain on the wings,” 

“On the wings?” the English boy said. “Why coffee on the wings?” 

“Stow it, I said, Mac,” Bogard said. “Come along.” 

They recrossed the aerodrome, approaching the muttering banks of flame. 
When they drew near, the guest began to discern the shape, the outlines, of 
the Handley-Page. It looked like a Pullman coach run upslanted aground 
into the skeleton of the first floor of an incomplete skyscraper. The guest 
looked at it quietly. 

“It’s larger than a cruiser,” he said in his bright, interested voice. “I say, 
you know. This doesn’t fly in one lump. You can’t pull my leg. Seen them 
before. It comes in two parts: Captain Bogard and me in one; Mac and 
’nother chap in other. What?” 

“No,” McGinnis said. Bogard had vanished. “It all goes up in one lump. 
Big lark, eh? Buzzard, what?” 

“Buzzard?” the guest murmured.: “Oh, I say. A cruiser. Flying. I say, 

i::;; ■ 

“And listen,” McGinnis saidi His . hand came forth; something cold 
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fumbled against the, hand' of the English hoy — -a bottle. “When you feei 
yourself getting sick, see? Take a pull at it.” 

,,, “Oh,. shall I get sick?” 

, , “Sure. We .all do. Part of flying.' This, will sto.p it. But if it doesn’t. 'See?” 
“What? Quite. What?” 

“Not overside. 'Don’t spew it overside.” 

. “’Not overside?” 

.“It’ll blow back in Bogy’s and .my face. Can’t see. Bingo. Finished. .See?” 

“Oh,. quite. WTat shall I do with it?” Their voices were quiet, brief, .grave 
as conspirators. 

“Just duck your head and let her go.” 

■“Oh, quite.” 

Bogard returned. “Show him how to get into the front pit, will you?” 
he said. McGinnis led the way through the trap. Forward, rising to the 
slant of the fuselage, the passage narrowed; a man would need to crawl. 

“Crawl in there and keep going,” McGinnis said. 

“It looks like a dog kennel,” the guest said. 

“Doesn’t it, though?” McGinnis agreed cheerfully. “Cut along with you.” 
Stooping, he could hear the other scuttling forward. “You’ll find a Lewis 
gun up there, like as not,” he said into the tunnel. 

The voice of the guest came back; “Found it.” 

“The gunnery sergeant will be along in a minute and show you if it is 
loaded.” 

“It’s loaded,” the guest said; almost on the heels of his words the gun 
fired, a brief staccato burst. There were shouts, the loudest from the ground 
beneath the nose of the aeroplane. “It’s quite all right,” the English boy’s 
voice said. “I pointed it west before I let it off. Nothing back there but 
Marine office and your brigade headquarters. Ronnie and I always do this 
before v/e go anywhere. Sorry if I was too soon. Oh, by the way,” he added, 
“my name’s Claude. Don’t think I mentioned it.” 

On the ground, Bogard and two other officers stood. They had come up 
running. “Fired it west,” one said. “How in hell does he know which way 
is west?” 

“He’s a sailor,” the other said. “You forgot that.” 

“He seems to be a machine gunner too,” Bogard said. 

“Let’s hope he doesn’t forget that,” the first said. 

Nevertheless, Bogard kept an eye on the silhouetted head rising from 
the round gunpit in the nose ten feet ahead of him. ‘‘He did work that 
gun, though,” he said to McGinnis beside him. “He even put the drum on 
himself, didn’t he?” 

“Yes,” McGinnis said. “If he just doesn’t forget and think that that gun is 
him and his tutor looking around from a Welsh alp.” 

“Maybe I should not have brought him ” Bogard said. McGinnis didn’t 
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answer. Bogard jockeyed the wheel a little. Ahead, in the gunner’s pit, the 
guest’s head moved this way and that continuously, looking. “Well get 
there and unload and haul air for home,” Bogard said. “Maybe in the dark 

Confound it, it would be a shame for his country to be in this mess for 

four years and him not even to see a gun pointed in his direction.” 

“Hell see one tonight if he don’t keep his head in,” McGinnis said. 

But the boy did not do that. Not even when they had reached the objec- 
tive and McGinnis had crawled down to the bomb toggles. And even when 
the searchlights found them and Bogard signaled to the other machines 
and dived, the two engines snarling full speed into and through the burst- 
ing shells, he could see the boy’s face in the searchlight’s glare, leaned far 
overside, coming sharply out as a spotlighted face on a stage, with an ex- 
pression upon it of childlike interest and delight. “But he’s firing that 
Lewis,” Bogard thought. “Straight too”; nosing the machine farther downi, 
watching the pinpoint swing into the sights, his right hand lifted, waiting 
to drop into McGinnis’s sight. He dropped his hand; above the noise of the 
engines he seemed to hear the click and whistle of the released bombs as 
the machine, freed of the weight, shot zooming in a long upward bounce 
that carried it for an instant out of the light. Then he was pretty busy for 
a time, coming into and through the shells again, shooting athwart another 
beam that caught and held long enough for him to see the English boy 
leaning far over the side, looking back and down past the right wing, the 
undercarriage. “Maybe he’s read about it somewhere,” Bogard thought, 
turning, looking back to pick up the rest of the flight. 

Then it was all over, the darkness cool and empty and peaceful and 
almost quiet, with only the steady sound of the engines. McGinnis climbed 
back into the office, and standing up in his seat, he fired the colored pistol 
this time and stood for a moment longer, looking backward toward where 
the searchlights still probed and sabered. He sat down again. 

“O. K,,” he said. “I counted all four of them. Let’s haul air.” Then he 
looked forward. “What’s become of the King’s Own.? You didn’t hang him 
onto a bomb release, did you?” Bogard looked. The forward pit was empty. 
It was in dim silhouette again now, against the stars, but there was noth- 
ing there now save the gun. “No,” McGinnis said; “there he is. See? Lean- 
ing overside. Dammit, I told him not to spew it! There he comes back.” The 
guest’s head came into view again. But again it sank out of sight. 

“He’s coming back,” Bogard said. “Stop him. Tell him we’re going to 
have every squadron in the Hun Channel group on top of us in thirty 
minutes.” 

McGinnis swung himself down and stooped at the entrance to the pas- 
sage. “Get back!” he shouted. The other was almost out; they squatted so, 
face to face like two dogs, shouting at one another above the noise of the 
still unthrottled engines on either side of , the fabric walls. The English boy’s 
voice was thin and high. , A ^ 
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‘‘BombF’ he' shrieked. 

“Yes,” McGinnis, shouted, “they were bombs! We gave them hell! Get 
back,!, tell you!. Have every Hun in F,rance,on us in ten minutes! Get,' back 
to your gun!” . ■ 

Again the boy’s voice came, high, faint above the noise: “Bomb! All 
right?” 

“Yes! Yes! All right. Back to your gun, damn you!” 

McGinnis climbed back into the office. “He went back. Want me to take 
her awhile?” 

“All right,” Bogard said. He passed McGinnis the wheel. “Ease her back 
some. Fd just as soon it w^as daylight when they come down on us.” 

“Right,” McGinnis said. He moved the wffieel suddenly. “What’s the 
matter with that right wing?” he said. “Watch it. . . . See? Fm flying on 
the right aileron and a little rudder. Feel it.” 

Bogard took the wheel a moment. “I didn’t notice that. Wire somewhere, 
I guess. I didn’t think any of those shells were that close. Watch her, 
though.” 

“Right,” McGinnis said. “And so you are going with him on his boat 
tomorrow — today.” 

“Yes, I promised him. Confound it, you can’t hurt a kid, you know.” 

“Why don’t you take Collier along, with his mandolin? Then you could 
sail around and sing.” 

“I promised him,” Bogard said. “Get that wing up a little.” 

“Right,” McGinnis said. 

Thirty minutes later it was beginning to be dawn; the sky was gray. 
Presently McGinnis said: “Well, here they come. Look at them! They look 
like mosquitoes in September. I hope he don’t get worked up now and 
think he’s playing beaver. If he does he’ll just be one dowm to Ronnie, pro- 
vided the devil has a beard. . . . Want the wheel?” 

At eight o’clock the beach, the Channel, was beneath them. Throttled 
back, the machine drifted down as Bogard ruddered it gently into the 
Channel wind. His face was strained, a little tired. 

McGinnis looked tired, too, and he needed a shave. 

“What do you guess he is looking at now?” he said. For again the Eng- 
lish boy was leaning over the right side of the cockpit, looking backward 
and downward past the right wing. 

“I don’t know,” Bogard said. “Maybe bullet holes.” He blasted the port 
engine. “Must have the riggers ” 

“He could see some closer than that,” McGinnis said. “I’ll swear I saw 
tracer going into his back at one time. Or maybe it’s the ocean he’s look- 
ing at. But he must have seen that when, he came over from England.” 
Then Bogard leveled oflE; the nose rose, sharply,, the sand, the curling tide 
edge fled alongside. Yet still the English boy hung far overside, looking 
backward and downward at something' b wing, his face 
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rapt, with utter and childlike interest. Until the machine was completely 
stopped he continued to do so..- Then he ducked down,. and in the, abrupt 
sileiice.of' the -engines they could hear him crawling in the passage. ' He 
emerged just as the two pilots climbed stiffly down from the office, his 
face bright, eager; his voice high, excited. 

“Oh, I say! Oh, good gad! What a chap! What a judge of distance! If Rom 
nie could only have seen! Oh, good gad! Or .maybe they aren’t like ours— 
don’t load themselves as soon as the air strikes them.” 

The Americans looked at him. “What don’t what?” McGinnis said. 

“The bomb. It was magnificent; I say, I shan’t forget it. Oh, I say, you 
know! It was splendid!” 

After a while McGinnis said, “The bomb?” in a fainting voice. Then the 
two pilots glared at each other; they said in unison: “That right wing!” 
Then as one they clawed down through the trap and, with the guest at their 
heels, they ran around the machine and looked beneath the right wing. The 
bomb, suspended by its tail, hung straight down like a plumb bob beside 
the right wheel, its tip just touching the sand. And parallel with the wheel 
track was the long, delicate line in the sand where its ultimate tip had 
dragged. Behind them the English boy’s voice was high, clear, child-like: 

“Frightened, myself. Tried to tell you. But realized you knew your busi- 
ness better than L Skill. Marvelous. Oh, I say, I shan’t forget it.” 

A marine with a bayoneted rifle passed Bogard onto the wharf and 
directed him to the boat. The wharf w^as empty, and he didn’t even see 
the boat until he approached the edge of the wharf and looked directly 
down into it and upon the backs of two stooping men in greasy dungarees, 
who rose and glanced briefly at him and stooped again. 

It was about thirty feet long and about three feet wide. It was painted 
with gray-green camouflage. It was quarter-decked forward, with two 
blunt raked exhaust stacks. “Good Lord,” Bogard thought, “if all that deck 

is engine ” Just aft the deck was the control seat; he saw a big wheel, 

an instrument panel. Rising to a height of about a foot above the freeboard, 
and running from the stern forward to where the deck began, and continu- 
ing on across the after edge of the deck and thence back down the other 
gunwale to the stern, was a solid screen, also camouflaged, which inclosed 
the boat save for the width of the stern, which was open. Facing the 
steersman’s seat like an eye was a hole in the screen about eight inches in 
diameter. And looking down into the long, narrow, still, vicious shape, he 
saw a machine gun swiveled at the stern, and he looked at the low screen- 
including which the whole vessel did not sit much more than a yard above 
water level— with its single . empty forward-staring eye, and he thought 
quietly: “It’s steel It’s made of .steel3’ And his face was quite sober, quite 
thoughtful, and he drew hk trench coat about him and buttoned it, as 
though he were getting cold. . , 

He heard steps behind him and turned. But it was only an orderly from 
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the aerodrome, ■accompanied by the marine with the rifle. The orderly was 
carrying a largish bundle wrapped in paper. 

; , “From. Lieutenant McGinniS' to the captain,” the orderly .said/ 

. Bogard took the bundle. The orderly and the marine retreated. He opened 
the bundle. It contained some objects and a scrawled note. The objects 
were a new yellow silk sofa cushion and a Japanese parasol, obviously bor- 
rowed, and a comb and a few sheets of flimsy paper. The note said : 


Couldn’t find a camera anywhere and Collier wouldn’t let me have his man- 
dolin. But maybe Ronnie can play on the comb. 


Mac 


Bogard looked at the objects. But his face was still quite thoughtful, quite 
grave. He rewrapped the things and carried the bundle on up the wharf 
a way and dropped it quietly into the water. 

As he returned toward the invisible boat he saw two men approaching. 
He recognized the boy at once— tall, slender, already talking, voluble, his 
head bent a little toward his shorter companion, who plodded along beside 
him, hands in pockets, smoking a pipe. The boy still wore the pea-coat 
beneath a flapping oilskin, but in place of the rakish and casual cap he now 
wore an infantryman s soiled Balaclava helmet, with, floating behind him 
as though upon the sound of his voice, a curtainlike piece of cloth almost 
as long as a burnous. 

“Hullo, there!” he cried, still a hundred yards away. 

But it was the second man that Bogard was watching, thinking to him- 
self that he had never in his life seen a more curious figure. There was 
something stolid about the very shape of his Hunched shoulders, his slightly 
down-looking face. He was a head shorter than the other. His face was 
ruddy, too, but its mold was of a profound gravity that was almost dour. It 
was the face of a man of twenty who has been for a year trying, even while 
asleep, to look twenty-one. He wore a high-necked sweater and dungaree 
slacks; above this a leather jacket; and above this a soiled naval officer’s 
warmer that reached almost to his heels and which had one shoulder strap 
missing and not one remaining button at all. On his head was a plaid fore- 
and-aft deer stalker’s cap, tied on by a narrow scarf brought across and 
down, hiding his ears, and then wrapped once about his throat and knotted 
with a hangman’s noose beneath his left ear. It was unbelievably soiled, and 
with his hands elbow-deep in his pockets and his hunched shoulders and 
his bent head, he looked like someone’s grandmother hanged, say, for a 
witch. Clamped upside down between his teeth was a short brier pipe. 

“Here he is!” the boy cried. “This is Ronnie. Captain Bogard.” 

“How are you?” Bogard said. He extended his hand. The other said no 
word, but his hand came forth, limp.. It was, quite cold, but it was hard, 
calloused. He said no word;, he just glanced briefly at Bogard and then 
away. But in that instant Bogard caught something in the look, something 
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strange— a -flicker; '.a Li^d of 'covert- and curio-us respect, something like a 
boy of Elteen looking at a circus trapezist. 

But he .said. no word. He''ducked on;-Bogard watched liim drop .from 
sight over the wharf, edge as though Be had jumped feet first into the sea. 
He remarked now that the engines in the invisible boat were running. 

might get aboard too,” the boy 'said. He started toward the boat, 
then he stopped. He touched Bogard’s arm. '‘Yonder!” he hissed. "See?” 
HE voice was thin with excitement. ■ 

"What?” Bogard also whispered; automatically he looked backward and 
upward, after old habit. The other was gripping his arm and pointing across 
the harbor. 

“There! Over there. The Erger^sfrass^, They have shifted her again.” 
Across the harbor lay an ancient, rusting, sway-backed hulk. It was small 
and nondescript, and, remembering, Bogard saw that the foremast was a 
strange mess of cables and booms, resembling — allowing for a great deal 
of license or looseness of imagery — a basket mast. Beside him the boy was 
almost chortling. "Do you think that Ronnie noticed?” he hissed. "Do 
you?” 

"I donk know,” Bogard said. 

"Oh, good gad! If he should glance up and call her before he notices, 
well be even. Oh, good gad! But come along.” He w-ent on; he was still 
chortling. "Careful,” he said. "Frightful ladder.” 

He descended first, the two men in the boat rising and saluting. Ronnie 
had disappeared, save for his backside, which now filled a small hatch lead- 
ing forward beneath the deck. Bogard descended gingerly. 

"Good Lord,” he said. "Do you have to climb up and down this every 
day?” 

"Frightful, isn’t it?” the other said, in his happy voice. "But you know 
yourself. Try to run a war with makeshifts, then wonder why it takes so 
long.” The narrow hull slid and surged, even with Bogard’s added weight. 
"Sits right on top, you see,” the boy said. "Would float on a lawn, in a heavy 
dew. Goes right over them like a bit of paper.” 

"It does?” Bogard said. 

"Oh, absolutely. That’s why, you see.” Bogard didn’t see, but he was too 
busy letting himself gingerly down to a sitting posture. There were no 
thwarts; no seats save a long, thick, cylindrical ridge which ran along the 
bottom of the boat from the driver’s seat to the stern. Ronnie had backed 
into sight. Fie now sat behind the wheel, bent over the instrument panel. 
But when he glanced back over his shoulder he did not speak. His face was 
merely interrogatory. Across his face there was now a long smudge of 
grease. The boy’s face was empty, too, now. 

"Right,” he said. He looked forward, where one of the seamen had gone. 
"Ready forward?” he said. 
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The other seaman was at the stern line. “Ready aft?” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“Cast off.” The boat sheered away,, purring, , a boiling of: water under 
the stern. The boy looked down at Bogard., ‘‘Silly business. Do it shipshape, 
though. Can’t tell when silly four-striper ” His face changed again, im- 
mediate, solicitous. “I say. Will you be warm? I never thought to fetch ” 

‘I’ll be all right,” Bogard said. But the other was already taking off his 
oilskiii. “No, no,” Bogard said. “I won’t take it.” 

“You’ll tell me if you get cold?” 

“Yes. Sure.” He was looking down at the cylinder on which he sat. It was 
a half cylinder— that is, like the hot-water tank to some Gargantuan stove, 
sliced down the middle and bolted, open side down, to the floor plates. It 
was twenty feet long and more than two feet thick. Its top rose as high as 
the gunwales and between it and the hull on either side was just room 
enough for a man to place his feet to walk. 

“That’s Muriel,” the boy said. 

“Muriel?” 

“Yes. The one before that was Agatha. After my aunt. The first one 
Ronnie and I had was Alice in Wonderland. Ronnie and I were the White 
Rabbit. Jolly, eh?” 

“Oh, you and Ronnie have had three, have you?” 

“Oh yes,” the boy said. He leaned down. “He didn’t notice,” he whis- 
pered. His face was again bright, gleeful. “When we come back,” he said. 
“You watch.” 

“Oh,” Bogard said. “The Ergenstrasse/' He looked astern, and then he 
thought: “Good Lord! We must be going — traveling.” He looked out now, 
broadside, and saw the harbor line fleeing past, and he thought to himself 
that the boat was well-nigh moving at the speed at which the Handley- 
Page flew, left the ground. They were beginning to bound now, even in 
the sheltered water, from one wave crest to the next with a distinct shock. 
His hand still rested on the cylinder on which he sat. He looked down at 
it again, following it from where it seemed to emerge, beneath Ronnie’s 
seat, to where it beveled into the stern. “It’s the air in here, I suppose,” he 
said. 

“The what?” the boy said. 

“The air. Stored up in here. That makes the boat ride high.” 

“Oh, yes. I daresay. Very likely. I hadn’t thought about it.” He came 
forward, his burnous whipping in the wind, and sat down beside Bogard. 
Their heads were below the top of the screen. 

Astern the harbor fled, diminishing, sinking into the sea. The boat had 
begun to lift now, swooping forward and down, shocking almost stationary 
for a moment, then lifting and swooping again; a gout of spray came aboard 
over the bows like a flung shovelful of shot. “I wish you’d take this coat,” 
the boy . said. 
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Bogard. didn’t answer. He looked. around, at the bright face. ^We’re out- 
side, aren’t we?” he said, quietly. 

'..;'‘Y.es. take it, 'won’t you?”' 

-“Thanks, iiG.. ,111 be all, right. We.won’t be long, anyway, I guess.” . 

“No. Well turn soon. It won’t be so bad then.” 

■ '“Yes. Ill be all right when we turn.” Then they 'did, turn. The motion 
became easier. That is, the boat didn’t bang head-on, shuddering, into the 
s\¥eils. They came up beneath now, and the boat fled with increased speed, 
:with a long, sickening, yawmiiig motion, first to one side and then the other. 
But it fled on, and Bogard looked astern with that same soberness with 
which he had first looked dowm into the boat. “We’re going east now,” he 
said. 

“With just a spot of north,” the boy said. “Makes her ride a bit better, 
what?” 

“Yes,” Bogard said. Astern there was nothing now save empty sea and 
the delicate needielike cant of the machine gun against the boiling and 
slewing wake, and the two seamen crouching quietly in the stern. “Yes. It’s 
easier.” Then he said: “How far do we go?” 

The boy leaned closer. He moved closer. His voice was happy, confi- 
dential, proud, though lowered a little: “It’s Ronnie’s show. He thought 
of it. Not that I wouldn’t have, in time. Gratitude and all that. But he’s 
the older, you see. Thinks fast. Courtesy, noblesse all that. Thought 

of it soon as I told him this morning. I said, *Oh, I say. I’ve been there. 
I’ve seen it’; and he said, ‘Not flying’; and I said, ‘Strewth’; and he said 
‘How far? No lying now’; and I said, ‘Oh, far. Tremendous. Gone all night’; 
and he said, ‘Flying all night. That must have been to Berlin’; and I said, ‘I 
don’t know. I daresay’; and he thought. I could see him thinking. Because 
he is the older, you see. More experience in courtesy, right thing. And he 
said, ‘Berlin. No fun to that chap, dashing out and back with us.’ And he 
thought and I waited, and I said, ‘But we can’t take him to Berlin. Too far. 
Don’t know the way, either’; and he said — fast, like a shot — said, ‘But there’s 
Kael’; and I knew ” 

“What?” Bogard said. Without moving, his whole body sprang. “Kiel? 
In this?” 

“Absolutely. Ronnie thought of it. Smart, even if he is a stickler. Said at 
once, ‘Zeebrugge no show at all for that chap. Must do best we can for 
him. Berlin,’ Ronnie said. ‘My gad! Berlin.’ ” 

“Listen,” Bogard said. He had turned now, facing the other, his face 
quite grave. “What is this boat for?” 

“What does it do?” Then, knowing beforehand the answer to his own 
question, he said, putting his hand on the cylinder: “What is this in here? 
A torpedo, isn’t it?” , , . , , 

“I thought you knew,” the boy said. . 
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^‘No,” Bo'gard said. ‘^1 didn’t. know.” .Hi's voice seemed to .reach him from 
a distance^ dry^ cricketlike: ''How do you fire it?” 

“Fire it?” 

\ “How do yoiT get it out of the boat? When that hatch was open a while 
ago I could, see the. engines. They were right in front. of the end of this 
tube.” , ■ 

“Oh,” the boy said. “You pull a gadget there and the torpedo drops out 
astern. As soon as the screw touches the water it begins to turn, and then 
the torpedo is ready, loaded. Then all you have to do is turn the boat 
quickly and the torpedo goes on.” 

“You mean ” Bogard said. After a moment his voice obeyed him 

again. “You mean you aim the torpedo with the boat and release it and it 
starts moving, and you turn the boat out of the way and the torpedo passes 
through the same water that the boat just vacated?” 

“Knew you’d catch on,” the boy said. “Told Ronnie so. Airman. Tamer 
than yours, though. But can’t be helped. Best we can do, just on water. But 
knew you’d catch on.” 

“Listen,” Bogard said. His voice sounded to him quite calm. The boat 
fled on, yawing over the swells. He sat quite motionless. It seemed to him 
that he could hear himself talking to himself: “Go on. Ask him. Ask him 
what? Ask him how close to the ship do you have to be before you fire. . . . 
Listen,” he said in that calm voice. “Now, you tell Ronnie, you see. You just 

tell him — ^just say ” He could feel his voice ratting off on him again, so 

he stopped it. He sat quite motionless, waiting for it to come back; the boy 
leaning now, looking at his face. Again the boy’s voice was solicitous: 

“I say. You’re not feeling well. These confounded shallow boats.” 

“It’s not that,” Bogard said. “I just Do your orders say Kiel?” 

“Oh, no. They let Ronnie say. Just so we bring the boat back. This is for 
you. Gratitude. Ronnie’s idea. Tame, after flying. But if you’d rather, eh?” 

“Yes, some place closer. You see, I ” 

“Quite. I see. No vacations in wartime. I’ll tell Ronnie.” Fie went for- 
ward. Bogard did not move. The boat fled in long, slewing swoops. Bogard 
looked quietly astern, at the scudding sea, the sky. 

“My God!” he thought. “Can you beat it? Can you beat it?” 

The boy came back; Bogard turned to him a face the color of dirty paper. 
“All right now,” the boy said. “Not Kiel. Nearer place, hunting probably 
just as good. Ronnie says he knows you will understand.” He was tugging 
at his pocket. He brought out a bottle, “Here. Haven’t forgot last night. 
Do the same for you. Good for thh stomach, eh?” 

Bogard drank, gulping— a big one. He , extended the bottle, but the boy 
refused. “Never touch it on duty,”,he said. “Not like you chaps. Tame here.” 

The boat fled on. The sun was already down the west. But Bogard had 
lost all count of time, of distance. Ahead he could see white seas through 
the round eye opposite Ronnie’s face, arid Ronnie’s hand on the wheel and 
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the. .grtoitelike i.iit' of iiis profiled ja:w'and 'the dead 'upside-down pipe.' The 
.boat'fled'on. ' 

Then the boy leaned and touched his shoulder. He half rose. The boy 
was pointing. The sun was reddish; against it, outside them and about two 
miles away, a vessel — a trawler, it looked like— -at anchor swung a tall mast. 

‘'Lightship P’ the boy shouted. “Theirs.” Ahead Bogard could see a low, 
flat mole-— the entrance to a harbor. “Channel” the boy shouted. He swept 
his arm in both directions. “Mines!” His voice swept back on the wind. 
“Place filthy wnth them. All sides. Beneath us too. Lark, eh?” 

Against the mole a fair surf w^as beating. Running before the seas now, 
the boat seemed to leap from one roller to the next; in the intervals while 
the screw was in the air the engine seemed to be trying to tear itself out 
by the roots. But it did not slow; when it passed the end of the mole the 
boat seemed to be standing almost erect on its rudder, like a sailfish. The 
mole was a mile away. From the end of it little faint lights began to flicker 
like fireflies. The boy leaned. “Down,” he said. “Machine guns. Might stop 
a stray.” 

“What do I do?” Bogard shouted. “What can I do?” 

“Stout fellow! Give them hell, what? Knew you’d like it!” 

Crouching, Bogard looked up at the boy, his face wild. “I can handle the 
machine gun!” 


“No need,” the boy shouted back. “Give them first innings. Sporting. 
Visitors, eh?” He was looking forward. “There she is. See?” They were in 
the harbor now, the basin opening before them. Anchored in the channel 
was a big freighter. Painted midships of the hull was a huge Argentine flag. 
“Must get back to stations!” the boy shouted down to him. Then at that 
moment Ronnie spoke for the first time. The boat was hurtling along 
now in smoother water. Its speed did not slacken and Ronnie did not turn 
his head when he spoke. He just swung his jutting jaw and the clamped 
cold pipe a little, and said from the side of his mouth a single word: 

“Beaver.” 

The boy, stooped over what he had called his gadget, jerked up, his 
expression astonished and outraged. Bogard also looked forward and saw 
Ronnie’s arm pointing to starboard. It was a light cruiser at anchor a mile 
away. She had basket masts, and as he looked a gun flashed from her after 
turret. “Oh, damn!” the boy cried. “Oh, you putt! Oh, confound you, Ron- 
nie! Now I’m three down!”. But he had already stooped again over his 
gadget, his face bright and empty and alert again; not sober; just calm, 
waiting. Again Bogard looked forward and felt the boat pivot on its rudder 
and bead directly for the freighter at terrific speed, Ronnie now with one 
hand on the wheel and the other lifted and extended at the height of his 

‘ But it seemed to Bogard that: the hand would never drop. He crouched, 
not sitting, watching with a kind- of quiet horror, a painted flag increase like 
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a moving picture of a locomotive taken from between the rails. Again the 
gun crashed from the cruiser behind them, and the freighter fired point- 
blank at them from its poop. Bogard heard neither shot; 

“Man, manr he shouted. “For God’s sake!’* 

Ronnie’s hand dropped. Again the boat spun on its rudder. Bogard saw 
the bow rise, pivoting; he expected the hull to slam broadside on into the 
ship. But it didn’t. It shot off on a long tangent. He was waiting for it to 
make a wide sweep, heading seaward, putting the freighter astern, and he 
thought of the cruiser again. “Get a broadside, this time, once, we clear the 
freighter,” he thought. Then he remembered the freighter, the torpedo, and 
he looked back toward the freighter to watch the torpedo strike, and saw 
to his horror that the boat was now bearing down on the freighter again, 
in a skidding turn. Like a man in a dream, he watched himself rush down 
upon the ship and shoot past under her counter, still skidding, close 
enough to see the faces on her decks. “They missed and they are going 
to run down the torpedo and catch it and shoot it again,” he thought idi- 
otically. 

So the boy had to touch his shoulder before he knew he was behind him. 
The boy’s voice was quite calm: “Under Ronnie’s seat there. A bit of a 
crank handle. If you’ll just hand it to me ” 

He found the crank. He passed it back; he was thinking dreamily: “Mac 
would say they had a telephone on board.” But he didn’t look at once to see 
what the boy was doing wdth it, for in that still and peaceful horror he was 
watching Ronnie, the cold pipe rigid in his jaw, hurling the boat at top 
speed round and round the freighter, so near that he could see the rivets in 
the plates. Then he looked aft, his face wild, importunate, and he saw what 
the boy was doing with the crank. He had fitted it into what was obviously 
a small windlass low on one flank of the tube near the head. He glanced up 
and saw Bogard’s face. “Didn’t go that time!” he shouted cheerfully. 

“Go.f^” Bogard shouted. “It didn’t The torpedo ” 

The boy and one of the seamen were quite busy, stooping over the wind- 
lass and the tube. “No. Clumsy. Always happening. Should think clever 
chaps like engineers Happens, though. Draw her in and try her again.” 

“But the nose, the cap!” Bogard shouted. “It’s still in the tube, isn’t it? 
It’s all right, isn’t it?” 

“Absolutely. But it’s working now. Loaded- Screw’s started turning. Get 
it back and drop it clear. If we should stop or slow up it would overtake 
us. Drive back into the tube. Bingol What?” 

Bogard was on his feet now, turned, braced to the terrific merry-go-round 
of the boat. High above them the freighter seemed to be spinning on her 
heel like a trick picture in the movies. “Let me have that winch!” he cried. 

“Steady!” the boy said. “Mustn’t draw her back too fast. Jam her into 
the head of the tube ourselves. Same bingo! Best let us. Every cobbler, to his 
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; .: ''Oh5 quite/’ Bogarcl .said, “Oh, ■ absolutely.”- It wa,s' like .someone, else was, 
using his ..mouth. Fie leaned, braced,. his '■ hands on t.he cold tube,, beside the 
.others. He .was hot inside, but his.'Outside .was, cold. He could .feel all his 
flesh .jerking with cold as he watched the blunt, grained: hand of the 'seaman 
turning the: vdiidlass in short, easy,. inchdong.arcs, while, at the, head of the 
tube .the boy. bent, :tapping the cylinder with a spaiine,r, lightly, his, .head, 
turned with listening, delicate - and deliberate -as a watchmaker.- The boat 
rushed on in those furious, slewing , turns. Bogard . saw ■ a long, drooping 
thread loop down from somebody’s, mouth, between his hands, and: he 
found that the thread came from his own mouth. 

He didn’t hear the boy speak, nor notice when he stood up. He just felt 
the boat straighten out, flinging him to his knees beside the tube. The sea- 
man had gone back to the stern, and the boy stooped again over his gadget. 
Bogard knelt now’-, quite sick. He did not feel the boat when it swung again, 
nor hear the gun from the cruiser which had not dared to fire and the 
freighter which had not been able to fire, firing again. He did not feel any- 
thing at all when he saw the huge, painted flag directly ahead and increas- 
ing Vvdth locomotive speedy and Rohnie’s lifted hand drop. But this time 
he knew that the torpedo was gone;, in pivoting and spinning this time the 
wfliole boat seemed to leave the water; he saw the bow of the boat shoot 
skyward like the nose of a pursuit ship going into a wing-over. Then his out- 
raged stomach denied him. He saw neither the geyser nor heard the detona- 
tion as he sprawled over the tube. He felt only a hand grasp him by the 
slack of his coat, and the voice of one of the seamen: “Steady all, sir. I’ve 
got you.” 

A voice roused him, a hand. He was half sitting in the narrow^ starboard 
runway, half lying across the tube. He had been there for quite a while; 
quite a while ago he had felt someone spread a garment over him. But he 
had not raised his head. “Fm all right,” he had said, “You keep it.” 

“Don’t need it,” the boy said, “Going home now.” 

“Fm sorry I ” Bogard said. 

“Quite. Confounded shallow boats. Turn any stomach until you get used 
to them. Ronnie and I both, at first. Each time. You w^ouldn’t believe it. 
Believe human stomach hold so much. Here.” It was the bottle. “Good 
drink. Take enormous one. Good for stomach.” 

Bogard drank. Soon he did feel better, warmer. When the hand touched 
him later, he found that he had been asleep. 

It was the boy again. The pea-coat waa too small for him; shrunken, 
perhaps. Below the cuffs his long, slender, girl’s wrists were blue with cold. 
Then Bogard realized what the garment , was that had been laid over him. 
But before Bogard could speak, the boy leaned down, whispering; his face 
was gleeful: “He didn’t notice!” , . , . 
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■ ''Ergenstrasse! He didn’t notice that they had shifted.her. Gad, I’d be Just 
one down, . then.”,, He 'Watched" Bogard’s face 'with bright, e.a.ger eyes. 
“Beaver, you know. I say. Feeling better, eh, 

'“Yes,”,Bog,ard said, “I am.” . 

“He didn’t notice at all Oh, gad! Oh, Jove!” 

Bogard rose and sat on the tube. The entrance to the harbor was just 
ahead; the boat had slowed a little. It was just dusk. He said quietly: “Does 
this often happen.?” The boy looked at him. Bogard touched the tube. 
“This. Failing to go out.” 

“Oh, yes. Why they put the windlass on them. That was later. Made first 
boat; whole thing blew up one day. So put on windlass.” 

“But it happens sometimes, even now.? I mean, sometimes they blow up, 
even with the windlass?” 

“Weil, can’t say, of course. Boats go out. Not come back. Possible. Not 
ever know, of course. Not heard of one captured yet, though. Possible. 
Not to us, though. Not yet.” 

“Yes,” Bogard said. “Yes.” They entered the harbor, the boat moving still 
fast, but throttled now and smooth, across the dusk-filled basin. Again the 
boy leaned down, his voice gleeful. 

“Not a word, now!” he hissed. “Steady all!” He stood up; he raised his 
voice: “I say, Ronnie.” Ronnie did not turn his head, but Bogard could 
tell that he was listening. “That Argentine ship was amusing, eh? In there. 
How do you suppose it got past us here ? Might have stopped here as well. 
French would buy the wheat.” He paused, diabolical — MachiavelH with the 
face of a strayed angel. “I say. How long has it been since we had a strange 
ship in here? Been months, eh?” Again he leaned, hissing. “Watch, now!” 
But Bogard could not see Ronnie’s head move at all. “He’s looking, 
though!” the boy whispered, breathed. And Ronnie was looking, though 
his head had not moved at all. Then there came into view, in silhouette 
against the dusk-filled sky, the vague, basketlike shape of the interned 
vessel’s foremast. At once Ronnie’s arm rose, pointing; again he spoke 
without turning his head, out of the side of his mouth, past the cold, 
clamped pipe, a single word: 

“Beaver.” 

The boy moved like a released spring, like a heeled dog freed. “Oh, damn 
you!” he cried. “Oh, you putt! It’s the Ergenstrassel Oh, confound you! I’m 
just one down now!” He had stepped in one stride completely over Bogard, 
and he now leaned down over Ronnie. “What?” The boat was slowing in 
toward the wharf, the engine idle. “Aren’t I, Ronnie? Just one down now?” 

The boat drifted in; the seaman had again crawled forward onto the 
deck, Ronnie spoke for the third and last time. “Right,” he said. 

“I want,” Bogard said, “a case of Scotch. The best weVe got. And fix it 
up good. It’s to go to town. And I want a responsible man to deliver it.” 
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The responsible man came. ‘This is for a child,” Bogard said, indicating 
the package. “Youll find him in the Street of the Twelve Hours, some- 
where near the Cafe Twelve Hours. Hell be in the gutter. Youll know 
him. A child about six feet long. Any English M. P. will show him to you. 
If he is asleep, don't wake him. Just sit there and wait until he wakes up. 
Then give him this. Tell him it is from Captain Bogard.” 

About a month later a copy of the English Gazette which had strayed 
onto an American aerodrome carried the following item in the casualty 
■'.lists: - ■, 

Missing: Torpedo Boat XOOL Lieutenants R. Boyce Smith and L. C. W. 
Hope, R. N. R., Able Seamen, Machinist’s Mate Burt and Torpedoman Reeves, 
Channel Fleet, Light Torpedo Division. Failed to return from coast patrol duty. 

Shortly after that the American Air Service headquarters also issued a 
bulletin: 

For extraordinary valor over and beyond the routine of duty, Captain H, S. 
Bogard, with his crew, composed of Second Lieutenant Darrel McGinnis and 
Aviation Gunners Watts and Harper, on a daylight raid and without scout pro- 
tection, destroyed with bombs an ammunition depot several miles behind the 
enemy’s lines. From here, beset by enemy aircraft in superior numbers, these 
men proceeded with what bombs remained to the enemy’s corps headquarters 

at and partially demolished this chateau, and then returned safely without 

loss of a man. 

And regarding which exploit, it might have added, had it failed and had 
Captain Bogard come out of it alive, he would have been immediately and 
thoroughly court-martialed. 

Carrying his remaining two bombs, he had dived the Handley-Page at 
the chateau, where the generals sat at lunch, until McGinnis, at the toggles 
below him, began to shout at him, before he ever signaled. He didn’t signal 
until he could discern separately the slate tiles of the roof. Then his hand 
dropped and he zoomed, and he held the aeroplane so, in its wild snarl, his 
lips parted, his breath hissing, thinking: “God! God! If they were all there 
— all the generals, the admirals, the presidents and the kings — theirs, ours — 
all of them.” 
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Lenoshka, who was reading the adventures of Tom Sawyer in an odd 
volume of Mark Twain, suddenly broke into a clear laugh. But she im- 
mediately turned round timidly, as though she had done something wrong. 
The austerity of the old house, the large empty study, the tall uncurtained 
windows through which the sun poured pitilessly down, reminded the little 
girl that laughter was forbidden. She could almost hear the gloomy voice 
of Ivan Michailovitch, her father, saying: “Don’t make so much noise, 
Lena. These are no days for laughter.” 

The child’s lips pursed up in a sad little pout. She shrugged her shoul- 
ders in a way that outlined their slight form beneath her linen dress and 
resumed her reading. 

It was a sultry summer afternoon in Russian. Turkestan. The town of 
Tashkent was dozing beneath the torrid sky. A scorching haze rose from 
the street in which the dust accumulated in thick muggy waves. Melancholy- 
eyed camels, dragged along by Sarts from the Steppes, passed slowly 
before the Orthodox churches, whose domes were furnaces of incandescent 
light, and before mosques whose minarets, like the fingers of God, seemed 
to be pointing out the way to Heaven to the faithful. 

A large % filled the room with its senseless buzzing in such a way that 
it appeared to be everywhere at the same time. Lenoshka followed its 
flight with her eyes. A tiny brown, glittering creature, the fly soared up to 
the ceiling, sped like a bullet past the child’s ears, collided with the walls 
and rebounded in noisy spirals. It was like some strange jewel, a piece of 
mingled sun and earth, a mad atom of happiness in the gloomy room. 

The metallic humming of the insect produced a slight feeling of numb- 
ness in the little girl’s body. She shut her eyes and, limp with the heat, her 
short hair covering her forehead, she sat there without moving and vaguely 
envied the fly’s existence. 

“You’re happy enough,” she thought. “You can do what you like. You 
haven’t got to carry buckets of Water from the well to the house every 
morning and evening. You can find plenty to ,eat and you don’t go to 

school” - ■ .7* .7 ■ > , . : , I , 
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And gradually Lenoshka imagined that she too was a free aerial creature, 
that the daily work of the house did not exist and that she had nothing to 
do but to fly about, to go in and out of houses and to sing in the sunlight. 

The, sound of dragging footsteps . approaching the door and a low cough 
interrupted her reveries, and she rose as a tall, lean, slightly bowed figure 
appeared in the doorway. It was her father. A deep line on each side of his 
mouth imparted a look of gloomy sensuality to his lips. His expression was 
austere and his eyes, which were of too light a shade of blue, looked as if 
they were blind beneath the thick blackness of his eyebrows A short beard 
covered his chin. His general appearance suggested breeding, coupled at 
the same time with a note of instability, of lack of balance and inadaptability 
which could not be defined but was at the same time very strongly marked. 
He kissed the little girl on the forehead and she shrank away from the 
clamminess of her father s face. 

‘'Are you tired, Father?” she asked. 

Ivan Michailovitch showed by a gesture how unnecessary this question 
was and let himself drop into an arm-chair. He stretched out his long legs, 
placed his thin, trembling, ink-stained hands on his knees and sat there 
motionless, with his lips apart. He looked so weary that the little girl said 
to him: 

"Would you like some water?” 

"Yes, get me some.” 

She fetched a glass from the kitchen and held it out to him. Ivan 
Michailovitch put it eagerly to his lips but, after the first mouthful, he 
said, peevishly: 

"Ids quite hot.” 

"You know quite well, Father,” observed the little girl seriously, "that it 
can’t be anything else. WeVe sold the refrigerator and ice costs a fortune.” 

He smiled brokenly and murmured: 

"You’re twelve, aren’t you, child?” 

"Why, yes, Father ” 

"Twelve, and you already know so much!” 

He was moved to sudden pity, he who usually, after his tedious work at 
a Government office, forgot his daughter and lost himself in vague menv 
ofies in which he recalled his life as a rich aristocrat, a lazy, ridiculous 
life, but agreeable enough on the whole, which had been annihilated by 
Bolshevism. 

“Come and sit on my knee, darling, and kiss me,” he said. 

Surprised by this unexpected show of affection, Lena timidly obeyed. But 
Ivan Michailovitch was already feeling embarrassed. He was always stopped 
from any form of demonstration by a strange fear of ridicule, a sort of 
diffidence with regard both - to himself and to other people which sur- 
rounded him with an atmosphere of discomfort and boredom. This fear 
had developed along morbid lines since, his wife had deserted him, leaving 
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him with Lena, who was two years old at the time; and he suffered from 
it even in his daughter’s presence. He never knew what to say to her, his 
hands were too clumsy to caress the child and it always seemed to him that 
everything he said to her rang false. 

Lena instinctively felt this embarrassment and got off her father’s knee. 

Ivan Michailovitch was once more obsessed with the feeling of distress 
to which his daily dealings with his daughter inevitably gave rise. He 
would have liked to gain the child’s confidence, to guide her and warm 
her, and yet all this longing, all his love, which was really deep and sincere, 
resolved itself into empty commonplace phrases. 

Once again he thought: “It’s no use. How unfortunate it all is!” 

Yet he tried to react : 

“Have you been to school to-day.?” 

Lenoshka replied without a moment’s hesitation: 

“Yes, all day.” 

From the way in which she dropped her eyes he knew that she was 
lying, but did not follow the matter up. An immense weariness overcame 
him. 

What was the use of questioning her.? What was the good of getting 
angry, since he had never been able to make frknds with her, and now he 
could not even do anything for her in a material way.? He gazed at his 
daughter, that little girl who came from himself and who was yet so far 
away from him. Ivan Michailovitch felt a desire to cry from sheer misery 
and perplexity in the presence of that little fine active body, of that full- 
lipped mouth which seemed modelled on his own, and beneath the gaze 
of those alert, eager, golden-brown eyes. He guessed that dangerous 
thoughts were seething behind that smooth brow and that precocious 
appetites plagued that mind which was such a mystery to him. 

He tried to sigh but found himself unable to do so. All that issued from 
his lips was a queer, harsh sort of rattling sound. 

In the meantime the child dragged a deal table into the centre of the 
room and placed on it a few cucumbers in a cracked dish. Ivan Michailo- 
vitch drew from his pocket a piece of hard brown bread bristling with bits 
of straw. Lenoshka raised her eyes to her father and he seemed to read a 
reproach in their large pupils. 

“That’s all I could get after waiting for an hour in the queue,” he said, 
by way of excuse. “It’s yesterday’s ration.” 

She made no reply and they sat down to their meal. They ate rapidly 
and in silence. The heat was so oppressive that the effort of breaking the 
rough bread made them sweat. Even when the last crumb of bread and the 
last shred of cucumber-skin were gone, they felt the pangs of hunger just as 
keenly as before in their unsatisfied stomachs. 

“I’ll wash the plates,” said Lena. “They haven’t been done for three days.” 

She went into the kitchen and set to work. Nothing revolted her so 
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much as this task. She had an innate love of clean, pretty, bright objects 
and her heart ached with misery as she recalled the days of plenty when she 
had been spoiled by governesses whom no one controlled, with a father 
whom she seldom saw and who made up for his absence by lavishing 
presents on her. But she was certain that her life could not always be re- 
stricted to dirty plates and unappetising meals. She knew that some miracle 
would occur to set her free and she awaited it with all the fibres of her 
being and all the ardour of her youthful enthusiasm. 

She was still occupied with her task when her father, in the neighbour- 
ing room, uttered an exclamation: 

‘'Thilip Adrianovitch! What chance brings you here?” 

Lenoshka carefully washed her hands and ran back into the living room. 
She adored Philip, her father’s friend, a lean, dapper, bald-headed old man 
who was always jolly and well-dressed and whose pockets were always full 
of sweets. He was the only man she knew who had not changed during 
the last hateful years. 

Philip Adrianovitch, even though he was of noble birth and had possessed 
a large fortune, had a certain Asiatic suppleness of character which enabled 
him to adapt himself to any circumstances without losing his air of careless 
dignity. As he had always ^been careful to make friends among the most 
advanced political parties, the advent of the Revolution had not succeeded 
in ruining him. Thanks to these friends he was able to save a small portion 
of his property, and he set himself to turn this to account in some mys- 
terious way. 

Ivan Michailovitch often said of him, with secret envy, mixed, however, 
with a certain admiration: 

“He will end in the cellars of the Cheka, as a specualtor, but in the mean- 
time he lives like a fighting-cock.” 

When the little girl came in, Philip Adrianovitch smiled in a way which 
gave an odd twist to his thin lips. 

“Good evening, my pretty Lena. Have you got a kiss for me?” 

He always treated the child with a sort of gallantry which embarrassed 
her. She put her forehead up to the old man who kissed it, playing lightly 
with her fine hair as he did so. Then, turning gaily to Ivan Michailovitch, 
he asked: 

“Well, Vania, how’s business?” 

“Fd like to know what you call business. I go on covering paper with 
ink and starving to death. That’s all. But one gets used to it.” 

“Come! Don’t be so despondent. Everything will come right in the end. 
Do you want some money A , 

' “Yes, I do,” replied Ivan Michailovitch, in a voice that betrayed neither 
eagerness nor embarrassment. “Are you in funds?” 

“Fve Just brought off a small deal A cigarette?” ; , A , 
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/‘Give .me one!’’: said Ivan Michailovitch, greedily stretching 'out, his 
hand. ''I haven’t smoked for two days.” 

His fingers trembled as his friend handed him his cigarette case and 
the first puffs gave him such pleasure that it almost amounted to pain. 

' “And' youj Lena? Would you' like ' a cigarette too?” asked Philip 
Adrianovitch. . . ' , ; , 

“Oh, how good of you. Uncle Philip!” cried the little girl. “You don’t 
mind. Father?” 

Ivan Michailovitch shrugged his shoulders. 

“Since that’s what they teach you at school now, I suppose you can. Only,” 
he added, in his listless voice, “you’re wrong to lead her astray, Philip. 
You are morally wrong, I mean, because your cigarette won’t really do her 
any harm.” 

Exhausted by this long speech, he crossed over to the window. Darkness 
was beginning to descend upon the town. He shut his eyes in order to 
taste the smoke better. 

Meanwhile, Philip Adrianovitch was talking to Lenoshka. He knew what 
to say to the little girl; indeed he spoke too well, his voice was too softj> 
his eyes too veiled, his movements too studied and restrained. This jarred 
on Ivan Michailovitch like a false note in music, and a baffled look came 
into his face. But what could he do? 

And when his friend asked him: ‘Will you let me take Lena out for a 
drive?” What else could he reply but: “Of course. It will amuse her.” 

Then, as an after thought, he added: 

“By the way, Philip Adrianovitch, can you leave me a few cigarettes?” 

The little girl and the old man left the house together. Night had fallen 
rapidly; the sky was already full of stars. At first they walked along in 
silence, deeply inhaling the cool night air. Then Philip Adrianovitch hailed 
a passing cab and said to the driver: 

“Take us where you like and don’t worry about the fare.” 

They drove through the town. The minarets were now pale grey ghosts 
beneath the bright light of the stars. The moonlight coated the leaves in 
the orchards and in the gardens with a layer of silver and made the thin 
streams of water in the middle of the streets glitter faintly. The child’s 
body was filled with the dry warmth of the oriental night. Through her 
flimsy dress’ she felt its boisterous spell which insensibly affected her so 
much that she could not abandon herself to the unexpected pleasure of the 
drive. 

Philip Adrianovitch placed his hand on her shoulder in a lingering caress. 
Now and then his fingers would stray on to- the bare flesh of her neck. 
Then Lena would shut her eyes and feel a strange desire to laugh and cry 
at the same time. Suddenly he asked her: . 

“Would you like to go away, dear?” . . 
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He said this with a detached, almost timid air. But the question did not 
startle Lena, because it followed quite naturally on her constant day- 
dreams.' , 

“Gh, yes. Uncle Philip!” she replied. 

She said this with such eagerness and enthusiasm that the blood rushed 
to the old man’s head and his hand trembled on the child’s shoulder, as he 
muttered to her: '' 

^'Listen, Lenoshka darling, I love you dearly, much more than you think. 
It hurts me to see you working like a scullery maid. You ought to have 
pretty frocks, sweets, flowers. You like that sort of thing, don’t you.'^” 

“Toys, Uncle Philip, that’s what I really like. Especially dolls.” 

“Dolls, of course!” he cried, as though the child’s wish filled him with 
delight. “Well, you shall have them. I’ll give you plenty.” 

“How kind you are, Uncle darling. When will you give me them.f^ Soon?” 

“Oh, here, you know, it’s impossible. There aren’t any dolls here. Now, 
listen carefully, Lena. Fm leaving for Moscow at the end of the week. 
Moscow is a big town with wide streets, motor cars passing up and down 
the whole time and huge high houses. There I can get you everything you 
want. Will you come with me?” 

“Yes, of course, but will Father let me go?” 

“Why should you need his permission? Aren’t you a big girl, free to do 
as you like? You need not even mention it to him.” 

Lenoshka made no reply. She remembered what they taught her at 
school \vhere Comrade Zotof, the Communist teacher, told them that 
middle-class parents ought not to have any more authority over their chil- 
dren and that after the age of ten everyone had the right to independence 
and that it was absurd for a free human being to pay attention to the 
opinions of grown-up people. She Had not been convinced by this, because 
she did not like Comrade Zotof, a rough working-man who was covered 
with red hair and had a nasty smell. But now Uncle Philip, whom she 
admired, was confirming the truth of this teaching. How could she hesi- 
tate? 

And yet one final objection of a practical nature occurred to her, for in 
her pretty head an early experience mingled strangely with her childish 
eagerness. 

“But w^hat shall I do about a passport?” she asked. 

Her solemn, matter-of-fact air pleased Philip Adrianovitch so much that 
he pressed her to him and kissed her. She was accustomed to the old man’s 
kisses, but this time he put a new ardour into his lips \vhich made her 
shudder secretly. 

“Don’t be afraid, dear child,” he replied, his voice hoarse with emotion. 
“Ill arrange all that. It’s all settled then? Youll come to Moscow with 

There was something in his keen^ feverish voice that frightened the 
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little girl. But, as she did not yet know how to detect passion in a man’s 
voice, she answered: 

'Whenever you like, Uncle Philip.” 

He kissed her and again she felt his body yield to hers and glow. 

When the cab dropped her at her house she saw a scarcely distinguishable 
shadow and a luminous point at the window of the big study. Ivan 
Michailovitch was still smoking. A hard little lump came into Lena’s 
throat, but she thought of the doll, the large doll dressed in velvet and 
silk which Uncle Philip had promised her and she firmly resolved not to 
say a word to her father. 

II 

When Philip Adrianovitch deserted Lenoshka in Moscow, after mak- 
ing her his little mistress, all that he left her was a bundle of ruble notes 
and a vague idea that a little girl can earn money with her body. 

On the day on which he did not return she did not at first realise that 
she was alone. When her landlady made her understand, the room which 
they had occupied together suddenly seemed enormous to her and she left 
the house to get away from it. The delicate warmth of the late summer 
twilight permeated the city. Lenoshka made her way through the avenues 
and streets until, tired out, she leaned for support against a rickety hoard- 
ing. Her eyes were attracted by the antics of three sparrows playing in the 
street and it was only then that she began to weep silently. There was none 
of the abandonment of childhood about her crying. She wept noiselessly 
with the slow, heavy tears of an old woman. 

Her face was hidden in her hands, so she did not notice that a stranger 
was studying her. The stranger was a little girl scarcely taller than herself, 
perched upon immensely high crooked heels and dressed in a scarlet frock, 
which revealed a large expanse of bony chest. Her head was topped by a 
mass of outrageously false red hair which seemed to cast a garish glow 
over her painted lips, her rouge-daubed cheeks and her solemn, wistful 
eyes. This strange apparition said slowly: 

"Why are you crying, you little idiot?” 

Lenoshka raised her head and examined the stranger through her tears. 
The stranger went on gravely: 

“You mustn’t cry. It spoils one’s eyes, and you’ve got nice eyes. Come 
and walk with me. One always has better luck in pairs. My name’s Aniuta. 
What’s yours?” 

“Lena.” 

As though this interchange of names had been enough to give them 
mutual confidence, Lena followed the red-haired girl. 

“Why, you don’t even know hqw to walk!” cried Aniuta, contemptu- 
ously. “You must sway from side to side like the pendulum of a clock.” 
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/■^my?":askedLena.>, , 

“To attract men, silly. You’re not an infant, you ought to know that.” 

Lena began to understand. Besides, her friend began to explain, with the 
protective air of an elder sister : 

“111 teach you everything. You must come and live with me in the 
KMtroj Ry no We’ve got a house there where there are about a hundred 
of us, without any grown-up people to worry us. We’re fairly cramped 
for space but well find room for you. You’il see, there are some important 
people there. Mitri is the eldest. He’s seventeen and sells cocaine: he’s 
very sharp and makes a lot of money. Then there’s his wife, Tania, who is 
only about my age but knows how to look after herself: she sells doped 
cigarettes. Vassia is pretty clever too, but he’ll end badly; he steals too 
much and they say that he’s even killed people. There are about thirty of 
my profession, but they don’t know how to please men. They are too small, 
smaller even than you. I won’t take any of them out with me. Providence 
sent you along so that we should work together. You’ve got a nice new 
frock, and ril do your hair for you, because we must look like big girls 
and then everything will be all right.” 

Lena listened and a smile passed over her full lips at the prospect of the 
new life upon which she was about to enter. 

, ■ ■ . nr ■■ 

Autumn had come and the rain kept the streets in a perpetual state- of 
dampness. The wind beating furiously against the rickety house-tops 
already held the icy breath of winter. 

It was nearly five o’clock in the afternoon and the day was dying. Aniuta 
and Lena had just got up and were alone in the vast dormitory. The little 
girls and the youths who lived there had already all left to go about their 
shady and mysterious occupations. The bareness of the shabby room was 
very depressing. A few piles of straw littering the floor and a broken bottle 
in one corner comprised the entire furniture of the place. 

Aniuta took a piece of red paper from her blouse, unfolded it carefully 
and, having damped it with spittle, made up her lips and cheeks. She then 
handed it to Lena, who did the same. Thus adorned they looked at each 
other. They had to go out and the evening looked so wretched and cold 
through the broken panes of the windows. They could not bring them- 
selves to make a move, even though they were ready: this disinclination 
had started with the first rainy days and increased in intensity as the nights 
drew in more and more. Suddenly Lena began to laugh. 

“You’ve put on one brown boot and one black one!” she said. 

“I know,” replied her friend, solemnly, “they’re all I’ve got left.” 

wretched quarter in which tramps, thieves and prostitutes have always found shelter and 
which the Bolsheviks have not been, able to dean up any more than the Tsarist police were 
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71t'S:a bit .of luck > that theyke different feet,” decided Lem, And;, she 
laughed, again.:, 

Aniuta was angry at first, but was eventually conquered by Lena’s gaiety 
and they went out together. 

Their two little figures were immediately swallowed up in the turmoil of 
the great city. A vague feeling of terror came over them and forced them to 
quicken their pace. There was a cold mist in the air and they kept on 
passing their hands over their heads to keep it out of their false hair. They 
did not speak to each other, being too depressed by the darkness, the lower- 
ing sky, hunger and especially by that tragic air of mystery wfiich prowls 
through the deserted quarters of great cities 

Shadows passed them which seemed either too frightened or too un- 
friendly: sometimes a wild-eyed dog whose hanging jaws they could pic- 
ture to themselves followed them for a short way; then they huddled 
close to each other, for they had heard that starving animals often attacked 
children. 

At last they reached a dimly-lit avenue. At long intervals street lamps 
shone through the rain which covered them with a glistening closely- 
woven web. The two little girls breathed more freely now that they were 
away from the agony of darkness. Lena was the first to recover herself, 
straightened her back, held up her head and adopted a swaying gait, 
modelled on the contortions of professional prostitutes and which she 
thought constituted their most powerful attraction. 

Thus they continued on their way, provocative and alert, sometimes in 
the middle of the pavement and sometimes hugging the wall if they 
thought that someone was taking too much interest in them. For the secret 
police were making a drive against prostitution. This walking about in the 
penetrating mist, this anxious hunt for a crust of bread, did not perturb 
their souls which disgust and weariness had not yet had time to blight. 
This strange game even amused them, especially Lena who was the 
braver of the two and had not been at it for so long. From beneath her 
long lashes her glance sped, with a bold smile, towards the rare passers- 
by who hurried along, their emaciated or unhealthily puffy faces, which 
hunger had ground in its terrible mill, bent low towards the ground. 

These had no interest for these huntresses armed with their precocious 
but very definite experience. They knew that they were as surly as sick 
animals and gloomier than a winter’s evening. They wanted to find some 
rich '‘speculator” or some Commissar in festive mood, men who were not 
haunted by the question of their daily bread, and who were greedy and 
open-handed. 

They wandered about thus for about an hour. Aniuta’s odd boots, soaked 
with water, had assumed the same neutral colour; Lena kept her arms as far 
apart as possible, because whenever she touched her body with them the 
cold of her soaking garments seemed, to be accentuated. The coquetry 
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which made them maintain their swinging gait had become mechanical 
and the brilliance of their eyes was gone. They were thinking of moving to 
some other quarter of the city when luck suddenly came their way. 

A man, whose approach they had not heard because of the patter of the 
rain, passed by them and, turning sharply, said to them: 

‘‘Well, little girls, it’s not much of an evening for a walk.” 

The two children started with pleased surprise, but Aniuta replied, 
with an affectation of innocence: 

“We’re looking for company, sir.” 

The man looked carefully round and then suggested: 

“Ail right, come along with me. But don’t make it look too obvious.” 

He walked quietly away and they followed him with apparent uncon- 
cern. Lena nudged her companion and whispered: 

“Did you see his fur-lined coat.?” 

“Yes,” said the other. “It’s marvellous. We’re in luck to-night, Lena, 
great luck.” 

She gazed gratefully at the round shoulders which preceded them, cov- 
ered with thick cloth, a symbol of luxury and plenty. Every now and then 
the man turned round and, seeing them pattering along behind him, 
waved to them. 

When they had left the central quarter of the city and the indiscreet 
light of the street lamps was no more than a silvery mist in the distance, he 
let the two little girls catch up with him and, placing himself between 
them, he put his arms round them. They shivered. 

“You’re cold, children,” he said. “Wait, we’ll soon warm you. I’ll take you 
somewhere so nice that you’ll hardly believe it.” 

He stumbled over a rut. Lena laughed, but Aniuta, who was less high- 
spirited and more cunning, said kindly: 

“Forgive her, sir, she is too young, she isn’t used to things.” 

“It doesn’t matter, it doesn’t matter at all,” replied the man. “They’re like 
that at her age, I love youth and gaiety. Laugh as much as you like, my 
pet, but be careful not to break your leg.” 

They were walking down a rutted alley full of holes which were so many 
mud traps. Pieces of broken fencing littered the ground and the air was 
full of the stench of household refuse and rotting wood. 

The man quickened his pace and the weary children could scarcely keep 
up with him. At last he came to a halt before a wooden house the outline 
of whose two stories could be vaguely distinguished in the darkness. 

“An old private house,” said the rrian, proudly. “I live there with a noble- 
woman who knows which side her bread’s buttered.” 

He took a key from his pocket, opened the door and led the children 
through a narrow passage to his room. Even before looking round it they 
were conscious of an atmosphere of comfort. An oil lamp with a violet 
shade shed a soft light through the room. It was warm and heavy, russet 
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curtains hung .over the .windows ■ and the door. Solid, comfortable, , old- 
fashioned furniture seemed to invite one to rest and to a kind of dreamy 
intimacy. And yet, in contrast with the discreet cleanliness of the place, a 
dirty shaving-brush and a razor still covered with soap lay upon the table. 

“Well, do you like it here?” the man asked Lena, taking her by the chin. 

“Yes, sir!” 

“What do you mean, ‘sir’? Fm not a gentleman, Fm just a merchant. 
My name is Nikita Vassilitch. Just call me Uncle Nikita. Is that ail right.?” 

He rubbed his hands together good-humouredly and, removing his fur- 
lined coat, appeared in a pair of check trousers, a brown Jacket and a high- 
necked Russian blouse. He was short and plump and had broad shoulders 
and a high bald forehead. In spite of his rather common face, there was a 
certain shrewdness in his small, red-circled eyes. Without quite knowing 
why, their expression reminded Lena of that of Philip Adrianovitch, her 
first lover. 

The girls’ clothes were so wet that they were afraid of sitting down for 
fear of soiling the furniture. Nikita Vassilitch noticed this and rang the 
bell. 

In answer to it a grey-haired woman came in who still retained a natural 
dignity behind a servile smile. 

“Good evening, Countess,” said Nikita. “Allow me to introduce two little 
friends of mine who are cold and hungry. We must first give them a 
dressing-gown each. Then bring us some sandwiches, some cakes and my 
vodka.” 

As he spoke the sound of rattling plates came from the next room. 

“Ah! I see you’ve got customers this evening!” said the man. 

“A few, thank Heavens, Nikita Vassilitch.” 

“All the better for you, Countess, but don’t forget to keep the best tid- 
bits for US- After all, Fm your oldest and richest guest.” 

When the old lady had gone, Nikita Vassilitch raised a curtain which 
covered a freshly-made hole in the wall and called to the little girls: 

“Come and look. It will amuse you.” 

They came over and looked, curiously, standing on tip-toe. Their host 
had not lied, it was a strange sight. 

In the middle of a large room whose walls were covered with old tapestry 
which gave them an air of quiet wealth, and in which a divan, piled up 
with delicate silk cushions, stood sentinel beneath the gilded dream of a 
magnificent ikon, stood a table. From its dimensions, from the care which 
had been put into its installation, one knew that it was the most important 
object in the room. It was imposing, it ruled the room. One felt that at that 
table one could really eat. 

Around it the guests waited in silence. In the commonness and in the 
shrewd vigour of their features they nearly all resembled Nikita Vas- 
silitch. Thick-set, short-necked, rough-bearded, dressed in stout, unstylish 
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clothes; they fo a strange company in that room which still bore 
traces of tasteful opulence. Their thick fingers, whose nails were either 
bitten or not over-clean, manipulated the finely-wrought cutlery and the 
exquisite glasses with a certain hesitating respect. One guessed that those 
hands were more accustomed to other activities: to dragging sacks of 
produce about in country districts, to be sold eventually in towns at fabu- 
lous prices; to opening the heavy gates of carriage drives; to sweeping 
Gourtyards; to taking horses to water at frozen troughs in which the ice 
had to be broken by hatchets; and, perhaps^ who knows, to strangling 
travellers on moonless, starless nights. 

'They Ve all lads after my own heart,” observed Nikita Vassilitch, wav- 
ing towards the guests with a satisfied smile. ‘They re none of them 
mother’s darlings. They’re go-getters, pals. It’s all very fine for the Com- 
missars to squeal, those who aren’t idiots know quite well that we’re the 
masters now.” 

The children gazed at them, fascinated. They had heard of the secret 
restaurants where, for fabulous sums of money, white bread, cakes, cream, 
meat and wine were provided. They dared not say anything, overawed as 
they would have been in church, and indeed they scarcely dared to breathe. 
And when a shudder passed through their soaked bodies, they did not even 
realise that it was because of the cold. 

Nikita Vassilitch’s hostess interrupted their examination. She placed two 
dressing-gowns on an arm-chair and left the room. 

“Come along,” said the merchant, “put these on quickly.” 

Aniuta began to unlace her boots; Lena had already begun to unbutton 
her blouse when Nikita interrupted her hoarsely: 

“Come along, dear, let me undress you!” 

The child went submissively over to him. The man’s hands did not 
tremble but his whole face suddenly grew pale and became suffused with 
little nervous wrinkles. 

“It’s like boiling milk,” thought Lena. 

He slowly removed the little girl’s blouse and slipped down her skirt. 
She was naked. Her half-starved little body still retained some remnant 
of its former gracefulness. When she looked at its pure amber-coloured 
form, Lena was sometimes seized with a foolish desire to cry. But this 
evening she felt no shame at being naked and laughed at Aniuta lost in her 
huge drcssing-go%vn. 

Nikita slowly stroked the smooth skin with his rough hand. His eyes 
looked dead behind the mist which veiled them; large drops of moisture 
stood on his forehead; the red circles round his eyes seemed to spread and 
to be about to burst at any moment. Suddenly he pushed the child roughly 
away from him and shouted: . . 

“Hide your body, you spawn of the Devil! Don’t tempt me any morel” 

^ . He breathed heavily to relieve his. congested lungs and yelled: . ^ . 
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“Food and drink, you miserable Countess!*’ 

. Then . he stretched himself upon his bed,- and 'shiit his eyes,' his mouth 
twisted with suffering. ■ 

The old woman brought in a tray on which stood a bowi of caviare, some 
slices' of white bread, some ham and a decanter full of vodka. Nikita ,Vas- 
silitch sighed. 

“Fm seeing it again, Countess.” 

She silently filled a large glass with vodka, which he drank at a gulp. Then 
his face relaxed and, standing up, he cried: 

“Come, children, don’t let’s be sad. We must laugh this evening. I want 
to be gay; my ghost has gone!” 

He lowered his voice. 

“Fve got a ghost, you know; but it’s nothing. When I drink it goes 
away.” 

The two children were not listening to him. Their whole souls were con- 
centrated in their eyes, hypnotised by the food. Aniuta asked, diffidently: 

“Is that for us too?” 

“But whom do you think it’s for?” cried Nikita Vassilitch, suddenly 
excited to pity. “Of course it’s for you, you poor little waifs! And if there’s 
not enough, wee’ll send for more. When Nikita entertains no one ever has 
any cause for complaint. And what the hell does one care for the law 
when one has plenty of money to pay with?” 

He slapped his bulging coat-pocket boastfully, drank another glass of 
vodka and coughed. The little girls were seated at the table but had not 
touched anything yet, waiting for their host to give the word. 

“Go on! Help yourselves! I’m not hungry myself,” he added^ laying 
stress on the last words which expressed the height of wealth. 

Lena made the first move, taking a slice of ham, at which she gazed in 
bewilderment, as though unable to believe that it could be eaten all at once. 
Then suddenly she began to devour it, Aniuta following her example. 
Minutes went by, punctuated only by the greedy crunching of the chil- 
dren’s jaws. The little girls’ movements were stiff and their whole bodies 
shivered. Even though Nikita Vassilitch was not a man to be easily moved 
to pity and although the misery of which he had himself been a witness 
had made him indifferent to the sufferings of others, a queer kind of emo- 
tion brought a lump into his throat, and he drank another glass of vodka 
in little sips. 

The children were at; last satisfied and stopped eating. A little colour 
had come into their cheeks and their eyes were brighter. Aniuta got up 
and, putting her arms round Nikita Vassilitch’s neck, kissed him full on 
his wet mouth. Lena clapped her hands. 

“I want to kiss you too, Uncle Nikita!” she cried,' 

He took one of them on, each knee and, after caressing them for a 
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“Now, children, you must have some vodka.’’ 

They consented gravely, already imbued with that Russian truth that 
drinking is a sacred rite. He filled his glass and handed it to Aniuta: 

“You drink first. You’re the elder,” 

The little girl took a few sips, but a violent fit of coughing seized her. 
Nikita Vassilitch observed contemptuously: 

“It isn’t as strong as all that, my pet!” 

Lena took the glass from her friend’s hand and emptied it at a gulp. Big 
tears came into her eyes and the room swam round her, but she held firm. 
This feat threw Nikita Vassilitch into a frenzy of enthusiasm. 

“Well done! There’s a brave girl for you!” he cried. “What a wench! 
Without drawing a breath! Here, take this for your trouble.” 

Fumbling in his pockets he pulled out a bundle of filthy notes and 
pressed it into the child’s hand. She passed the money over to Aniuta. 

“Oh, so she’s the banker, is she?” observed Nikita Vassilitch, with an- 
other laugh. “You’re not steady enough to be trusted with it, I suppose. 
That’s why I prefer you: I don’t like serious people. They’re difficult to get 
the better of in business and in the evenings they don’t know how to 
laugh. Wait till I’ve had a little more to drink and you’ll see how amusing 
I can be.” 

He seized the decanter, still half full of vodka, put it to his lips and 
threw back his head, and the little girls saw the silvery liquid vanish. When 
he put the decanter down it was quite empty. His face had gone purple 
and for a moment or two he seemed quite stunned; then he broke into a 
harsh, jerky, agonised laugh. 

“Why did I bring you here?” he groaned. “Do I need you here? Do 
you bring me any gaiety? You just sit there and gape at me instead of 
laughing and amusing me. You see quite well that I’m miserable, so 
miserable that I could howl like a dog; even though I’m rolling in money 
I can’t forget. They killed my son, my big son who was an army officer. 
Yes, I, Nikita, the simple merchant, had a fine officer son, who was the 
light of my eyes! They turned him into a ghost for me.” 

Exhausted by this long speech he paused for a moment, then he re- 
sumed violently: 

“Stop me, for God’s sake! I mustn’t talk like that! We must be gay this 
evening. Come along! Shout! Dance! Oh, hell, one can’t even amuse 
oneself nowadays! In the old days when I felt depressed I used to go and 
see the gipsies. I made them drunk and then what songs they sang! Songs 
more beautiful than Paradise, songs that made one almost die of sadness.” 

^ With a sweeping gesture he conjured up his past orgies, the dazzling 
bubble of champagne, the shouts, the shrieks, the laughter of the violins, 
the wild dances of the women, and over his contracted features there 
passed for a moment the frenzy of these frantic feasts with their mixture of 
hysterical joy and mortal misery.,-.' ^ ■ ' ' '' 
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The empty decanter caught his eye. He banged his fist on the table 
and screamed: '; 

“Countess! Where’^s that bloody Countess?*’ 

She came in, her face ashen-pale. 

“Vodka, more vodka. Do you think Fm a schoolboy to be served like this, 
you old bitch?” 

“Nikita Vassilitch,” the old woman pleaded in a broken voice, “I must 
implore you not to use such language and not to talk so loudly, Fve got 
people here.” 

“People? What people? Oh! Your guests! Well, they prevent me from 
enjoying myself, your guests do. They’ve put the evil eye on me and made 
me miserable, so you’ve got to chuck them out at once.” 

“But I can’t do that, Nikita Vassilitch. Just think . . .” 

“Fll pay for all of them. Here’s some money. There isn’t to be a sign of 
them in this house in one minute’s time. When Nikita’s making merry he 
wants the place empty.” 

In spite of the fortune which the presence of the speculator in her 
house represented for her, she would gladly have been rid of him, but as 
she looked at him she grew afraid. He was capable of anything in his wild 
state of intoxication and of unbridled lust. He might make an appalling 
scene and attract the attention of the militia and that would mean the 
dungeons of the Cheka and torture for the Countess. So she muttered 
submissively: 

“Very well, Nikita Vassilitch, I’ll say I’m expecting a raid.” 

“That’s better, Countess! And don’t be depressed about it. Nikita will 
pay.”' 

Hours passed and more decanters of vodka wxre drunk. Nikita never 
stopped talking; sometimes full of wild gaiety, sometimes shaken with 
sobs. A sort of delirium took possession of him. With frightful tenacity he 
groped for the happiness which eluded him like a bird that was too mag- 
nificent for him. Sometimes he showered brutal caresses on the children and 
bit them, and they, stiff with weariness and scorched by the vodka, under- 
standing nothing of this desperate savage drunkenness, began to loathe 
him'.'"' 

Exhausted at last, he sprawled on the divan, unbuttoned his coat and, 
after trying unsuccessfully to open his blouse, the collar of which was 
choking him, mumbled: 

“Can’t you help me, you little bitches?” 

When Lena reached the sofa to obey him he was already snoring, his 
cheeks swollen, his eyelids limp and his lips black. Lena began in disgust: 

“A scarecrow has ...” 

She did not finish but stood there> holding her breath and calling her 
friend’s attention to the man’s pocket A huge pocket-book, bulging with 
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bajak-notes, was protruding from it. The covetousness in Lena’s face was so 
intense that Aniuta understood. She nodded her head in approval and then 
cautiously. whispered:" . ^ 

.'.‘Let’s get '..dressed ''first” , 

■ Quietly, with swift silent movements, . the children resumed their wet 
rags. Their hearts beat so loudly in the echoing room that it seemed as if 
the 'noise must wake Nikita. But he went -on' sleeping undisturbed. Only 
his hands 'kept ..moving like, giant' captive insects and one. of them, .obeying 
an unconscious instinct of caution, fumbled for the pocket-book and 
■ grasped It.. The. children waited' a-moment, but the hand .-did not.:.".m.ove. 
Time, was .pressing and' they, had to .act. . Lena, '■ looking, .round the room, 
caught sight of the open razor. She seized it and, without hesitation, slit 
Nikita Vassilitch’s throat from ear to ear in a single sweeping stroke. 
Then the rainy night swallowed up the two little shadows. 


; IV,-. 

Comrade Sokolnikoff, Investigator of Criminal Affairs to the Revolu- 
tionary Tribunal, entered his ofiice in high good humour. There was little 
work for him to do that day and he hoped to be able to spend the whole 
afternoon with his children, of whom he w^as very fond. He passed his 
hands contentedly over his fat cheeks and thought how nice it was to be 
able to keep clean at a time when soap was so scarce. Then he told the 
soldier acting as orderly to have the accused in the Miassine murder 
brought in. 

He waited, whistling between his teeth, without troubling to look at the 
file before him. He knew nothing about’ the case, preferring to rely on his 
instinct and to judge by appearances. He was a man who was not con- 
cerned with legal quibbles. But when the door opened and the "accused” 
came in, he could not restrain an exclamation. 

It was Lena. Her head had been shaved and in her long grey prison 
dress she looked like an under-nourished boy. 

Comrade Sokolnikoff drew a deep breath. 

"Are you the person accused of having killed Citizen Miassine?” he 
asked. 

"It was I who cut Nikita’s throat,” the child replied. 

"Weill Well!” muttered the Investigator. "And why did you do it?” 

^ “His pocket was full of rubles and I wanted them.” 

Her voice did not falter., There, was no sign of remorse, no sign of fear 
in her childish eyes. Sokolnikoff^ even though he was Investigator to the 
Revolutionary Tribunal, felt uncomfortable. He tried to blot out the pic- 
ture of his daughter Masha, whom he had stupidly got into his mind and 
who now refused to leave it. He stroked his cheeks mechanically; their 
.smopthgess embarrassed him now. At last, with deep tenderness of which 
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even he himself was ,, unaware, he said to her, as. though speaking:, to his 
own child: , . „ , , 

'. “But my poor little, girl, what you ve done is horrible. Just think .of i,t!” 

: ■ The kindnesS' ,in his voice had a -profound effect on Lena, who for, 
months and months had forgotten what kindness was. 

She lowered her eyes, which until then had gazed boldly into those of 
Sokolnikoff. A few moments passed in silence and then suddenly the 
office was filled with the sound of sobbing, of that childish sobbing which 
seems to stifle children’s throats and burst their lungs. 

“Well,” said Sokolnikoff, '‘you see^ little girl, you see how your crime . ; 
But she interrupted him: 

“Oh, Mister Judge, Mister Judge, you have a kind voice! Tell them to 
give me back the doll which I bought afterwards, the lovely doll which 
they took away from me in prison!” 

And in the presence of that little girl standing there like a weakly boy, 
Comrade Sokolnikoff, hardened Communist, Investigator to the Revolu- 
tionary Tribunal, felt, for the first time in his life, as though he himself were 
on trial 
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Elizabeth Bowen 


(1899- 


The carburys’ two little girls. Penny and Claudia, went upstairs again 
with their governess, Miss Rice, as soon as lunch was over: their steps 
could be heard retreating along the pitch-pine gallery round the hall The 
visitors were disappointed — Mrs. Laurie liked children, and Frank Peek 
had been hoping to see more of the governess. Rain drummed on the hall 
skylight; still smoking their host Godwin Carbury’s rather musty cigarettes, 
the grown-ups allowed themselves to be driven into the library. Here no 
chair invited you, the uninviting books must have been bought in lots 
and looked gummed in the shelves. It could have been a pretty September 
day; the plum-tree leaves in the tilting orchards round were bright yellow, 
but for days the Forest of Dene had been clouded and sodden. 

Mrs. Laurie, who was vivacious and had married at nineteen, and Mrs. 
Carbury, who was muddled and dim,^ had been friends years ago in India 
when they were both young girls* They had kept in touch, Mrs. Carbury 
having no other vivacious friend^ life having taught Mrs. Laurie that there 
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was no knowing when anybody devoted might not come in useful— -besides^ 
she had always been sorry for Mima. 

Mima’s life had been unrewarding. She returned flatly from India after 
her friend’s wedding, and it had not been till she was twenty-seven or eight 
that she met Godwin Carbury, who at forty was looking round for a wife. 
He had the reputation of being the most unpopular man in his part of the 
country, and that reputation followed him up to London. He was careful, 
savagely careful, about money, and not careful enough about seeing this 
was not known. Added to this, he had a dour self-importance. It was under- 
stood that economy kept him single as long as his mother had lived to keep 
house at Pendlethwaite. Possibly Mima saw something in him that no one 
else saw; she was anxious to ‘settle’ suitably and not herself accustomed 
to being liked. At all events, they married, and had had after some years 
these two thin, remote little girls. They had few neighbours at Pen- 
dletliwaite, and Godwin’s peculiarities cut them off more and more from 
anybody there was. Whatever misgivings she had, Mima pandered to him 
blindly. On her own account she had just a little money, so once or twice 
a year she came up to London, gazed into shop windows, met Mrs. Laurie 
(now widowed) and bought reduced coats and shoes for the little girls. 
She had begun lately to talk of giving up London; the girls’ education would 
be a heavy expense, she said. 

It surprised Mrs. Laurie to find herself at Pendlethwaite, but she had been 
at a loose end, with nowhere to go for a week. So she thought, ‘Try the 
Carburys,’ and had written to Mima. She was a shiftless woman, maintain- 
ing herself by the exercise of a good deal of charm: she could say daring 
things without sounding impertinent, and determined to get a little fun out 
of Godwin — apart from this, she did not expect very much. 

Pendlethw^aite was not a lovable house. Built about 1880 of unpleasing 
maroon brick, it creaked inside with pitch-pine: its churchlike windows 
peered narrowly at the smiling landscape round; its grounds darkened a 
valley with belts of laurel and stiff, damp-looking clumps of unindigenous 
firs. The house looked dedicated to a perpetual January: sunnier seasons 
beat back from its walls. The bloomy red plums and mellow apples bending 
the boughs this month were pagan company for it. Indoors, there was no 
electricity, panels absorbed the lamp-light; before October, no fires were 
lit till night. It had not even the insidious charm of decay, for Godwin had 
great ideas of ‘keeping things up’; the laurels were kept clipped, the thrifty 
meals served formally. • . . Mrs. Laurie had been diverted to find ’ that 
she had a fellow-guest, but this did not see her far, Frank Peele, just back 
on leave from Siam, was Mima’s second cousin. He must have asked himself 
here because he had to be somewhere; she thought he was not a man you 
would scramble to entertain. At about thirty, he was a haggard schoolboy 
—shambling,., facetious, huffy, forlorn, melancholic, with perhaps (she 
feared most of all) a romantic souL She supposed Mima must enjoy being 
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even sorrier for him than she need be for herself. . . . Entertaining on this 
scale must be a plunge for the Carburys. Mrs. Laurie could almost hear 
Godwin saying to Mima: ‘Well then, in for a penny, in for a pound.' He 
went through with his duties as host with glum correctness. ‘But if one 
stayed a day too long he'd cut oil supplies.’ As it was, his rigid economies 
hit you everywhere. 

The one startling un-economy was the governess. Mrs. Laurie, though 
unhappily childless, knew an expensive governess wdien she saw one. Miss 
Rice’s technique was perfect. Her first appearance, at lunch, took Nella’s 
breath away with its serene unobtrusiveness. Penny and Claudia — their 
dark eyes set close in, tucking their long fair hair back behind their shoul- 
ders primly — clearly revolved round her. ‘Those two little mice adore her,’ 
thought Mrs, Laurie, recalling the composed retreat after lunch: three 
people going back to a w^orld of their own. But the adoration was kept 
within nice bounds. ‘How does Mima \eep the woman in this mausoleum.? 
She might be anywhere. Mima can’t be such a fool as I thought. ... I 
must find out.’ 

In the library, she lost no time doing this. In the bow window, Frank 
Peek with his hands in his pockets stood looking out unexpectingly at the 
rain; Mima poured out thin coffee; Godwin glumly handed the cups round. 
Mrs. Laurie said affably: ‘So you got a governess.? Last time we met, 
you were busy looking for one.’ 

‘Yes, oh yes. We did,’ Mima said in her flustered way. 

‘Miss Rice came in May,’ said Godwin firmly. 

‘She seems a great success, . . .’ 

Frank Peek grunted. 

‘When she first came in,’ went on Mrs. Laurie, ‘I felt certain I’d seen 
her somewhere. I wonder where she was before? She’s startlingly good-look- 
ing, but in such a tactful way. Hag-ridden — but that’s the life, I suppose.’ 

‘She appears content with us,’ said Godwin, handing the sugar to Mrs. 
Laurie bitterly. ‘Mima, what are your plans for this afternoon.?’ His wife 
looked blank. 

‘Our guests should be entertained.’ 

‘It struck me,’ said Frank, wheeling round, ‘as one of the few faces I 
had not seen before.’ 

‘Really,?’ said Godwin, 

Mima touched the coffee-tray clumsily; everything on it skidded. Did 
she not want cousin Frank to fall for the governess.? The nicest women 
like having unattached men around. ‘She must be full of brains,’ said Mrs. 
Laurie vaguely. 

‘She teaches wonderfully; she’s got the children on so. They seem to be 
learning everything.’ 

‘Can we have them all down after tea to play.Up Jenkin or something.?’ 

‘They do preparation then,’ said Godwin repressively. (‘Set,’ thought his 
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giiest, ^oa getting his money’s worth.’) Mima’s eyes, oddly overwrought in 
her pink creased face, stole to meet her husband’s. Trank,’ Godwin con- 
tinued, ‘I could show you those maps now.’ Clearly, any discussion of Miss 
Rice was' "dosed. 

'Not to-day, thanks,’ said Frank, ‘Fve got a crick in my neck.’ Godwin, 
after one more forbidding look at Mima, left them, shutting the door re- 
provingly. Frank loafed along the bookshelves, pulled out Monasteries of 
the-'hepanty2.nd folded himself in a chair with an air of resigned discomfort, 
A man with a book is practically not present. Mrs. Laurie whipped out her 
petit pointy ziiA iht two women, pulling their chairs together zestfully, 
settled down for a talk. Rain streamed down the windows, paper rustled 
inside the cold grate. 

Mima saw so few friends that talk went to her head like wine. Evenly 
sing-song, the women’s voices began rising and falling. After half an hour, 
Frank s book slipped on to his knee; his head rolled back, jaw dropping; 
he let out a sharp snore. 'Really . . ,’ exclaimed Mima, stopping the talk 
to titter. 'A tropical habit,’ said Mrs. Laurie. This was better than Frank 
with a book, they were quite alone. She hopped back to her topic. 

'Mima, what’s Godwin got up his sleeve about Miss Rice.?^’ 

'Miss Rice? — nothing,’ Mima said, overacting. 

'His one wicked extravagance?’ 

'No,’ faltered Mima. ‘That’s just the point — she’s not.’ 

'A bargain? You amaze me. Can she be at all fishy?’ 

'My dear Nella — she’s good with the children, isn’t she?’ Mima fixed her 
friend with such oddly imploring eyes that Mrs. Laurie, startled, put down 
her work: 'She’s made princesses of them,’ she said extravagantly. 'How 
wise you have been, Mima!’ 

'You do really think so? Godwin and I wanted the best we could get, you 
see : he has such ideas for Penny and Claudia.’ 

‘It does him credit,’ said Mrs. Laurie warmly. 

'I suppose so,’ blurted out Mima, then, looking wretched, put her hand 
to her cheek. 'I’ve never quite liked — I mean if she — I can’t help wonder- 
ing—’ 

‘Why did Godwin snap me up when I said I thought I knew her face?’ 

'We’d hoped no one would think that,’ said Mima surprisingly. 'As a rule, 
you see, almost nobody comes here, and in every other way she seemed quite 
ideal: she is. In the ordinary way, we never could have afforded her. It did 
seem such an opportunity. You see, we could not offer a high salary.’ 

'That would narrow things down. . . / > 

'It did. All the ones I had interviewed were so vulgar and pushing, be- 
sides seeming to know nothing at ML The agency worn^an said, "For that, 
what can you expect?” I was in despair,’ 

/ *I came round more'.and_ more' tO' Godwin’^' idea. 'As he -said,, it-' was 
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practically a, cliarity.'it did seem unfair- that- the thing should' count against, 
her. When she had paid for her^ defence- she hadn’t a penny, and no other 
future, of course. And she acquitted.’ 

What on earth do you mean?’ 

Looking thoroughly frightened, Mima caught herself up. 'Oh dear/ she 
said, ‘and I swore never to speak of it. Nella, will you swear to let this go 
no further? It’s such a relief to tell you: it’s on my mind the whole time. 
You see, Godwin had followed all the evidence carefully. The witnesses 
gave her such magnificent testimonials, almost all her former employers 
were called. Even the Prosecution didn’t make out she wasn’t a good 
got/erness. And after all, she cleared. (If only they’d found who’d done 
it. . 

‘Begin at the beginning.’ 

‘Well. . . . Do you ever read murder trials?’ 

‘Hardly ever miss one.’ 

‘Do you remember that Sir Max Rant dying suddenly ?’ 

‘Mima — not Henrietta Post?' 

‘Sssh— sssh,’ whispered Mima, glancing Frank’s way cautiously. Then 
she nodded at Nella with frightened important eyes. 

Mrs. Laurie stared, galvanized, at her hostess. Then: ‘She’s lucky to be 
alive,’ she said, ‘it was touch and go.’ 

‘He was a dreadful old man, apparently. At the very worst, they said 
nothing against her morals! 

‘No wonder she’s haunted-looking. That was an appalling ordeal. . . . 
But, after that, how on earth . . . ?’ 

‘Godwin got me to write to her three weeks after the trial, offering her a 
new life and twenty-five pounds a year. . . 

‘Godwin is on the spot! Well, they’re your children, not mine — Henrietta 
Post!' 

Immovably, without batting a closed eyelid, Frank said, ‘Who is Henrietta 
Post?’ 

II 

‘Miss Rice’s hands are cold again,’ said Penny. 

Claudia went on painting a moment longer, then, balancing her brush on 
the glass jar of paint-water, which gave out a prussic smell and had a red 
sediment, looked intently across the table at Penny, who stood by Miss 
Rice’s chair, chafing her right hand. Their governess, with her book propped 
on the table, her pale cheek on her left hand, read on, smiling uiinoticingiy. 
Once she withdrew her hand from Penny’s to turn oyer a page. 

‘Whatever will she do in winter.?’ said Claudia. . 

‘There’ll be fires then.’ / - 

‘This fire never burns much/ .They shared, same desperate thought: 
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This aftemooiij the black chill of the grate focused your fancy as firelight 
might have done. The schoolroom had a faded sea-blue wallpaper cut into 
by pitch-pine presses and two doors: not a colour warmed it; the high win- 
dows looked into a rain-blurred hill Miss Rice had put nothing of her 
own on the mantelpiece, along which marched a file of plas ticine animals 
modelled by the little girls. About the room were products of other hob- 
bies good governesses encourage children to have: on the window-sill a 
nursery-garden in pots. Pink-cheeked ‘Bubbles’ and ‘Cherry Ripe’ looked 
queerly down at the bleak room where these three people were living as 
best they could. 

Miss Rice put away the book, and with it her happy, forgetful smile— the 
book had been Emma, ‘Have you stopped painting?’ she said. 

She had given them for the subject a Greek temple. Claudia’s temple 
had a sunset behind it, Penny had filled in the columns with Mediterranean 
blue. Miss Rice came round and looked. ‘A sunset like that would make 
reflections on white stone, Claudia. Penny, on such a fine day there would be 
shadows.’ They saw. She always thought of something they had not thought 
of: they wrinkled up their foreheads in ecstatic despair. ‘Penny, if you are 
stopping, wash that blue off your paint-brush.’ 

‘Are paints poison?’ 

‘Sometimes. Well, are you cold, too?’ 

They would admit nothing that could distress her. 

‘Then push the table back and get the skipping-ropes out.’ 

The little girls were alike, though there were two years between them, 
as though they could not decide to part in any particular. There was not 
much difference in size, as though Penny had waited for Claudia. Their 
voices were pitched on the same persuasive note; when their vehement 
dark eyes met they seemed to consult. What they thought of being alive 
their parents would never know: their characters were like batteries storing 
something up. Before Miss Rice was here, the doctor’s sister had come in 
every morning to give them lessons. They had known before how 
to read and write, so all they had learnt from the doctor’s sister was what 
every one else knew: just why their house was avoided, how bitterly father 
was laughed at and mother pitied because of him. They learnt that it was 
wretched to be themselves. They marked the contempt with which every 
morning she bicycled up their avenue, and how insolently she ate what 
there was at lunch. Her raspy fingertips, the pearls screwed tight in her 
fleshy ears, her liorsesense, all seemed part of her power to mortify them. 
She was the world and they prayed she might die, but she married. 
After that they waited, in armour. Then came Miss Rice. 

If you want to keep warm you must hurry,’ said Miss Rice. 

Claudia unwound the skipping-ropes and they took one each: they stood 
with, their, arms out, gripping ':the;, handles eagerly v ‘One, two, three— go!’ 
The,.,, ropes zip-zipped on the. oilclo'th*v Penny' stumbled at fifty-six, ■ but 
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Claudia kept in and skipped seventy-eight: her toes bounced and bounced, 
her hair flopped, her eyes started out of her head. At last the rope caught 
her toe. Thats the record,’ said Miss Rice, ‘but Penny may beat it next 
time. Both breathless, they knelt on the hearthrug, life tingling up through 
them from their toes to their cheeks. 

‘If you skipped,’ said Claudia, ‘you might skip a hundred.’ 

‘The rope is too short,’ said Miss Rice. 

‘What else used you to do — dance.?’ 

‘Yes, once.’ 

They had never seen anyone dancing except in pictures of ballrooms: 
they preferred to imagine Miss Rice not on the crook of an arm, but float- 
ing alone round a floor, with her ageless, shining white face, unfrivolous 
as an angel. At this happy moment, near her and warm from skipping, 
they felt on the edge of the story she did not tell. . . . But she looked down 
at the skipping-ropes on the floor. ‘Better put those away,’ she said. Except 
when she was reading she never stayed quiet long: something they could 
feel creep up behind her chair would make her speaking eyes go suddenly 
cold and dark as the grate. Against this their love was powerless. This 
dreadful expectation seemed wrong in their darling — mother without her 
worries would not be anyone, father was there to stare and bite his mous- 
tache, but she seemed to them born to inherit light. , . . Feeling their 
enemy here now the children, helpless, got up to put the skipping-ropes 
back in the press. 

‘Someone’s coming!’ said Penny. They heard the baize door at the far 
end of their passage swing to behind somebody, then a man’s step. A 
knuckle rapped the door once, unconfidently. Miss Rice and the children 
waited. ‘Come ini’ she said. 

Frank Peele peered round the door. ‘Oh.?’ he said. ‘May I come in.? Sorry. 
I was exploring. Looking for secret passages. Exercise before tea.’ Miss Rice 
smiled composedly. ‘So here you all are,’ he went on. He looked at the table. 
‘Painting.?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘What a day!’ he said to Miss Rice humbly. ‘Very cheery up here, though. 
You believe in fresh air.?’ Then he saw that both windows were bolted: 
what he felt were the draughts. Miss Rice had moved to the table where she 
had been reading; Frank dropped into the wicker chair with a creak. The 
children shut their paint-boxes up. ‘Must be getting on tea-time,’ remarked 
Frank. 

‘Are you hungry, Cousin Frank.?’ said Claudia gently. 

Frank looked relieved at hearing someone say something. ‘I don’t deserve 
tea; I slept like a log in the library. Your mother and Mrs. Laurie com- 
plain I snored.’ He looked round the schoolroom wistfully, like a dog. 
‘They were talking nineteen to the dozen. When I dropped off they were 
well away about India, when I came to it was 'one Henrietta Post/ 
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Penny : laugh'ed..-Who’s Henrietta Post? Vshe^ 

'Don’t ask m^/,said::Frank, —Miss Rice,, who’s Henrietta, Post?” : , 

Miss Rice pondered while the clock ticked several seconds and a cart 
rattled off into silence behind the wet orchards. The children turned to see 
how she took Frank’s joke. She looked twice at him with steady, consider- 
ing, dark eyes. 'Surely you know?’ she said at last. 

1 don’t know a soul,’ said Frank, Tve been in Siam.’ 

'But you get the papers there, don’t you?’ 

, . 'Sbe’s a celebrity, is, she?’ 

'She was accused of murder,’ said Miss Rice, as though giving a history 
lesson, ‘tried last spring, acquitted but never properly cleared. So she dis- 
appeared, hoping to be forgotten.’ 

'Good God,’ exclaimed Frank. 'Where would a woman go to, after a 
show like that?’ 

'She is fortunate to be anywhere,’ 

' — Stop: it’s coming back!’ Frank said, delighted to have a topic. 'Wasn’t 
she that governess? The old swine whose house she was in had been mak- 
ing up to her, so when someone did him in they tried to fix it on her. I 
remember I thought at the time—’ 

Miss Rice’s marked unresponse reminded Frank where he was. Chidden, 
he stopped awkwardly, with a glance at the children. sat stone-still, 
clasped hands thrust down between their knees; you could not possibly 
tell what was going onrin their heads, which were both turned intently 
away from their governess. Frank kicked himself. But for the life of him he 
couldn’t stop blurting out: 'She was very good-looking, wasn’t she?’ 

'You never saw any photographs?’ 

'Out where I am I only get The Times, you see. No pretty pictures in it.’ 

,,:'-,T:'See/:. , 

Frank went on violently : T know 1 thought at the time, what a shocking 
unfair thing to happen to any woman!’ ... Miss Rice with her cold smile 
looked thoughtfully into the grate as though there were a fire burning there: 
she said nothing more. Her charges’ agonized tension became startling. 
Frank hummed and beat a nonplussed tattoo on his knee. They were wait- 
ing to see the last of him. Whatever brick one had dropped, they were all 
very odd up here. . . . 


This wet autumn evening closed in so early that the children had to stop 
work and wait for the lamp to come; when Mrs. Carbury looked in they 
were all in the dark. 'Why, whatever are you doing?’ she said nervously. 
'Where’s Miss Rice? Why doesn’t she ring for the lamp?’ 

'Father wouldn’t like yon wasting your time like this. Where is Miss 
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'In her room/ Penny said, so indifferently that there seemed to be some- 
thing foolish about the fuss. At this point a band of light appeared in the 
passage; the housemaid brought in the lamp and Mima saw her daughters 
facing each other like images across the table of lesson books, their on- 
childish eyes dark in the sudden lamplight. She sat down, acting calm 
while the housemaid was in the room; all the same, her manner made the 
girl so jumpy that she went away again without drawing down the blinds. 
Mrs. Carbury sat eyeing the other door: the children's bedroom opened off 
the schoolroom and Miss Rice s room was beyond, connecting with theirs. 
Her relief at not finding the governess was tremendous: all the same, she 
felt she w^as being defied. 

'Does she always leave you to do preparation alone?’ 

'She’s tired,’ said Claudia. 'Cousin Frank was up here.’ 

'Oh? . . . Well, tell her I want to speak to her. Then you can leave 
your lessons, just for this evening, and go downstairs; Mrs. Laurie says 
she will play games with you.’ 

The children looked at their books without stirring, and Mima for the 
first time felt mutiny in the air. • . .Mima had had to brace herself to 
come in; twice already since tea she Had started up to the schoolroom, then 
turned back before the baize door to that wing. Ever since her revelation 
to Mrs. Laurie she had been in a fearful state: the way Mrs. Laurie took it 
brought her own most persistent throttling fears to the top. 'Henrietta Post, 

. . . Well, they're your children, not What Nella said was what any- 

body who knew would say. Mima had shrunk back from the schoolroom 
door, feeling: 'No, I really cannot face her.’ Then she had been forced to 
think: 'But that is the woman my children are with the whole time. , . 
Once she had got as far as Godwin’s study to tell him he must agree to send 
Miss Rice away to-morrow, but the way he had looked up at her settled 
that. 'Nothing has changed since I agreed to engage her.’ Mima knew too 
well that her husband found her a fool. ‘I will give her notice first, then 
tell Godwin. It won’t be so bad with Nella here in the house. Nella will 
back me up. But when Godwin hears I've told Nella? . . . He said before 
she came to stay: "Suppose your friend is inquisitive?” . . . What are they 
doing up there ? What does she say to them ? What goes on the whole time ? 
My own children are strangers; they don’t like being downstairs now. 
What was it the prosecution said about influence?' That thought had 
brought Mima past the schoolroom door, 

Mima raised her voice. ‘Run along now at once, children: Mrs. Laurie is 
waiting.’ 

'We would much rather not, mother.’ 

'Then you’re very ungrateful. Besides, I have got something to say to 
Miss Rice— Penny and Claudia, don’t look at each other like that! It’s rude 
to look at each other when mother speaks!’ 

'Miss Rice is tired/ repeated Claudia gently^"- ^ 
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'If you give us the message,’ said Penny, 'well tell her.’ 

‘No, I want to talk to Miss Rice,’ said Mima, her voice unnatural. 

‘Do you, mother.?’ said Penny. ‘You don’t generally.’ 

The wicker chair Mima sat in creaked convulsively. ‘When we’re alone 
again you may learn to make mother happy. You may understand mother 
then and not be unkind to her. To-morrow, Miss Rice will be going away, 
children.’' 

Penny and Claudia looked at the chair their mother now sat in, then up 
at left on the edge of the mantelpiece. Claudia looked at their row 

o£ young plants in the window-sill, sharp in the lamplight against the rain- 
lashed dark outside, Penny at the wrinkled rug where that afternoon they 
had knelt at their darling’s feet. Then their gentle, vehement, dark eyes, 
meeting, paused to consult again. They said in their quiet voices: ‘Then 
we will go too.’ 

MARIA CONCEPCION 

Katherine Anne Porter 

(1894- ) 

JVIaria CONCEPCION WALKED CAREFUiXY, keeping to the middle of the white 
dusty road, where the maguey thorns and the treacherous curved spines of 
organ cactus had not gathered so profusely. She would have enjoyed rest- 
ing for a moment in the dark shade by the roadside, but she had no time 
to waste drawing cactus needles from her feet. Juan and his chief would 
be waiting for their food in the damp trenches of the buried city. 

She carried about a dozen living fowls slung over her right shoulder, their 
feet fastened together. Half of them fell upon the flat of her back, the bal- 
ance dangled uneasily over her breast. They wriggled their benumbed and 
swollen legs against her neck, they twisted their stupefied eyes and peered 
into her face inquiringly. She did not see them or think of them. Her left 
arm was tired with the weight of the food basket, and she was hungry 
after her long morning’s work., 

Her straight back outlined itself strongly under her clean bright blue 
cotton rebozo. Instinctive serenity softened her black eyes, shaped like 
almonds, set far apart, and tilted a bit endwise. She walked with the free, 
natural, guarded ease of the primitive woman carrying an unborn child. 
The shape of her body was easy, the swelling life was not a distortion, but 
the right inevitable proportions of a woman. She was entirely contented. Her 
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husband was at work and she was on her way to market to sell her fowls. 

Her small house sat half-way up a shallow hill, under a clump of pepper- 
trees, a wall of organ cactus enclosing it on the side nearest to the road. 
Now she came down into the valley, divided by the narrow spring, and 
crossed a bridge of loose stones near the hut where Maria Rosa the bee- 
keeper lived with her old godmother, Lupe the medicine woman. Maria 
Concepcion had no faith in the charred owl bones, the singed rabbit fur, the 
cat entrails, the messes and ointments sold by Lupe to the ailing of the 
village. She was a good Christian, and drank simple herb teas for headache 
and stomachache, or bought her remedies bottled, with printed directions 
that she could not read, at the drugstore near the city market, where she 
went almost daily. But she often bought a jar of honey from young Maria 
Rosa, a pretty, shy child only fifteen years old. 

Maria Concepcion and her husband, Juan Villegas, were each a little past 
their eighteenth year. She had a good reputation with the neighbors as an 
energetic religious woman who could drive a bargain to the end. It was 
commonly known that if she wished to buy a new rebozo for herself or a 
shirt for Juan, she could bring out a sack of hard silver coins for the pur- 
pose. 

She had paid for the license, nearly a year ago, the potent bit of stamped 
paper which permits people to be married in the church. She had given 
money to the priest before she and Juan walked together up to the altar 
the Monday after Holy Week. It had been the adventure of the villagers 
to go, three Sundays one after another, to hear the banns called by the 
priest for Juan de Dois Villegas and Maria Concepcion Manriquez, who 
were actually getting married in the church, instead of behind it, which was 
the usual custom, less expensive, and as binding as any other ceremony. 
But Maria Concepcion was always as proud as if she owned a hacienda. 

She paused on the bridge and dabbled her feet in the water, her eyes 
resting themselves from the sun-rays in a fixed gaze to the far-off mountains, 
deeply blue under their hanging drift of clouds. It came to her that she 
would like a fresh crust of honey. The deliciGus aroma of bees, their slow 
thrilling hum, awakened a pleasant desire for a flake of sweetness in her 
mouth. 

'‘If I do not eat it now, I shall mark my child,’' she thought, peering 
through the crevices in the thick hedge of cactus that sheered up nakedly, 
like bared knife blades set protectingly around the small clearing. The 
place was so silent she doubted if Maria Rosa and Lupe were at. home. 

The leaning jacal of dried rush-withes and corn sheaves, bound to tall 
saplings thrust into the earth, roofed with yellowed maguey leaves flattened 
and overlapping like shingles, hunched drowsy and fragrant in the warmth 
of noonday. The hives, similarly made, were scattered towards the back 
of the clearing, like small mounds of clean vegetable refuse. Over each 
mound there hung a dusty golden shimmer of bees. 
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A tight gay scream of laughter rose from behind the hut; a man’s short 
kugh joined in. ''Aliy hahahahal” went the voices together high and low, 
like a'' song.'. 

"So Marfa Rosa has a man!” Marfa Concepcion stopped short, smiling, 
shifted her burden slightly, and bent forward shading her eyes to see 
more clearly through the spaces of the hedge. 

Marfa Rosa ran, dodging between beehives, parting two stunted jasmine 
bushes as she came, lifting her knees in swift leaps, looking over her 
shoulder and laughing in a quivering, excited way. A heavy jar, swung to 
her wrist by the handle, knocked against her thighs as she ran. Her toes 
pushed up sudden spurts of dust, her half-raveled braids showered around 


her shoulders in long crinkled wisps. 

Juan Villegas ran after her, also laughing strangely, his teeth set, both 
rows gleaming behind the small soft black beard growing sparsely on his 
lips, his chin, leaving his brown cheeks girl-smooth. When he seized her, 
he clenched so hard her chemise gave way and ripped from her shoulder. 
She stopped laughing at this, pushed him away and stood silent, trying 
to pull up the torn sleeve with one hand. Her pointed chin and dark red 
mouth moved in an uncertain way, as if she wished to laugh again; her 
long black lashes flickered with the quick-moving lights in her hidden 
eyes. 

Marfa Concepcion did not stir nor breathe for some seconds. Her fore* 
head was cold, and yet boiling water seemed to be pouring slowly along 
her spine. An unaccountable pain was in her knees, as if they were broken. 
She was afraid Juan and Marfa Rosa would feel her eyes fixed upon them 
and would find her there, unable to move, spying upon them. But they did 
not pass beyond the enclosure, nor even glance towards the gap in the wall 
opening upon the road. 

Juan lifted one of Mafia Rosa’s loosened braids and slapped her neck with 
it playfully. She smiled softly, consentingly. Together they moved back 
through the hives of honey-comb. Marfa Rosa balanced her jar on one hip 
and swmng her long full petticoats with every step. Juan flourished his wide 
hat back and forth, walking proudly as a game-cock. 

Marfa Concepcion came out of the heavy cloud which enwrapped her 
head and bound her throat, and found herself walking onw^ard, keeping 
the road without knowing it, feeling her way delicately, her ears strumming 
as if all Marfa Rosa’s bees had hived in them. Her careful sense of duty 
kept her moving toward the buried' city where Juan’s chief, the American 
archeologist, was taking his midday rest, waiting for his food. 

Juan and Marfa Rosal She burned all over now, as if a layer of tiny fig- 
cactus bristles, as cruel as spun glass, had crawled under her skin. She wished 
to sit down quietly and wait for her death, but not until she had cut the 
throats of her man and that girl who were laughing and kissing under the 
cornstalks. Once when she was: a young girl she had come back from 
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market tO' find , her jacal burned to -a pile of ash and her. lew, silver, coins 
gone. A. dark empty. feeling^ had filled her; she kept .m.0Ying'^ about. the 
place, not believing her eyes, expecting it all to take shape again before her. 
But it was gone, and though she knew an enemy had done it, she could 
not find out who it was, and could only curse and threaten the air. Now 
here was a wo.rse thing, -but she knew her enemy. Maria Rosa, that' sinful 
girl, shameless! She heard herself saying a harsh, true word about Maria 
Rosa, saying it aloud as if she expected someone to agree with her: “Yes, 
she is a whore! She has no right to live.” 

At this moment the gray untidy head of Givens appeared over the edges 
of the newest trench he had caused to be dug in his field of excavations. 
The long deep crevasses, in which a man might stand without being seen, 
lay crisscrossed like orderly gashes of a giant scalpel. Nearly all of the men 
of the community worked for Givens, helping him to uncover the lost 
city of their ancestors. They worked all the year through and prospered, 
digging every day for those small clay heads and bits of pottery and frag« 
ments of painted walls for which there was no good use on earth, being all 
broken and encrusted with clay. They themselves could make better ones, 
perfectly stout and new, which they took to town and peddled to foreign- 
ers for real money. But the unearthly delight of the chief in finding these 
worn-out things was an endless puzzle. He would fairly roar for joy at 
times, waving a shattered pot or a human skull above his head, shouting 
for his photographer to come and make a picture of this! 

Now he emerged, and his young enthusiast’s eyes welcomed Maria Con- 
cepcion from his old-man face, covered with hard wrinkles and burned to 
the color of red earth. “I hope you’ve brought me a nice fat one.” He 
selected a fowl from the bunch dangling nearest him as Maria Concepcion, 
wordless, leaned over the trench. “Dress it for me, there’s a good girl. I’ll 
broil it.” 

Maria Concepcion took the fowl by the head, and silently, swdftly drew 
her knife across its throat, twisting the head off with the casual firmness 
she might use with the top of a beet. 

“Good God, woman, you do have nerve, ’’ said Givens, watching her, 
“I can’t do that. It gives me the creeps.” 

“My home country is Guadalajara,” explained Maria Concepcion, with- 
out bravado, as she picked and gutted the fowl. 

She stood and regarded Givens condescendingly, that diverting white 
man who had no woman of his own to cook for him, and moreover ap- 
peared not to feel any loss of dignity in preparing his own food. Fie 
squatted now, eyes squinted, nose wrinkled to avoid the smoke, turning 
the roasting fowl busily on a stick.. A mysterious man, undoubtedly rich, 
and Juan’s chief, therefore to be respected,, to be placated. 

“The tortillas are fresh and hot, seaor,” she murmured gently. “With 
your permission I will now' go. tQ markets” 
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“Yes^ yes, mn along; bring me another of these tomorrow” Givens 
turned his head to look at her again. Her grand manner sometimes re- 
minded him of royalty in exile. He noticed her unnatural paleness. “The 
'smi'is too hot, ■ eh?” he asked. " ■ ■ , 

“Yes, sir. Pardon me, but Juan will be here soon?” 

“He ought to be here now. Leave his food. The others will eat it.” 

She moved away; the blue of her rebozo became a dancing spot in the 
heat waves that rose from the gray-red soil. Givens liked his Indians best 
when he could feel a fatherly indulgence for their primitive childish ways. 
He told comic stories of Juan’s escapades, of how often he had saved him, 
in the past five years, from going to jail, and even from being shot, for his 
varied and always unexpected misdeeds. 

“l am never a minute too soon to get him out of one pickle or another,” 
he would say. “Well, he’s a good worker, and I know how to manage him.” 

After Juan was married, he used to twit him, with exactly the right shade 
of condescension, on his many infidelities to Maria Concepcion. “She’ll 
catch you yet, and God help you!” he was fond of saying, and Juan would 
laugh with immense pleasure. 

It did not occur to Maria Concepcion to tell Juan she had found him 
out. During the day her anger against him died, and her anger against 
Maria Rosa grew. She kept saying to herself, “When I was a young girl like 
Maria Rosa, if a man had caught hold of me so, I would have broken my 
jar over his head.” She forgot completely that she had not resisted even so 
much as Maria Rosa, on the day that Juan had first taken hold of her. Be- 
sides she had married him afterwards in the church, and that was a very 
different thing. 

Juan did not come home that night, but went away to war and Maria 
Rosa went with him. Juan had a rifle at his shoulder and two pistols at his 
belt. Maria Rosa wore a rifle also, slung on her back along with the blankets 
and the cooking pots. They joined the nearest detachment of troops in the 
field, and Maria Rosa marched ahead with the battalion of experienced 
women of war, which went over the crops like locusts, gathering provisions 
for the army. She cooked with them, and ate with them what was left 
after the men had eaten. After battles she went out on the field with the 
others to salvage clothing and ammunition and guns from the slain be- 
fore they should begin to swell in the heat. Sometimes they would en- 
counter the women from the other army, and a second battle as grim as the 
first would take place. 

There was no particular scandal in the village. People shrugged, grinned. 
It was far better that they were gone. The, neighbors went around saying 
that Maria Rosa was safer in the army than she would be in the same vil- 
lage with Maria Concepcion. . . . 

Maria Concepcion did not weep when Juan left her; and when the baby 
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was bom, and died within four days, she did not weep. ‘'She is mere stone/* 
said old Lupe, who went over and offered charms to preserve the baby. 

“May you rot in hell with your charms,” said Maria Concepcion. 

If she had not gone so regularly to church, lighting candles before the 
saints, kneeling with her arms spread in the form of a cross for hours at a 
time, and receiving holy communion every month, there might have been 
talk of her being devil-possessed, her face was so changed and blind-looking. 
But this was impossible when, after all, she had been married by the priest. 
It must be, they reasoned, that she was being punished for her pride. They 
decided that this was the true cause for everything: she was altogether 
too proud. So they pitied her. 

During the year that Juan and Marfa Rosa were gone Marfa Concepcion 
sold her fowls and looked after her garden and her sack of hard coins 
grew. Lupe had no talent for bees, and the hives did not prosper. She began 
to blame Marfa Rosa for running away, and to praise Marfa Concepcion 
for her behavior. She used to see Marfa Concepcion at the market or at 
church, and she always said that no one could tell by looking at her now 
that she was a woman who had such a heavy grief. 

“I pray God everything goes well with Marfa Concepcion from this out,” 
she would say, “for she has had her share of trouble.” 

When some idle person repeated this to the deserted woman, she went 
down to Lupe’s house and stood within the clearing and called to the 
medicine woman, who sat in her doorway stirring a mess of her infallible 
cure for sores: “Keep your prayers to yourself, Lupe, or offer them for 
others who need them. I will ask God for what I want in this world.” 

“And will you get it, you think, Marfa Concepcion?” asked Lupe, titter- 
ing cruelly and smelling the wooden mixing spoon. “Did you pray for what 
you have now?” 

Afterward everyone noticed that Marfa Concepcion went oftener to 
church, and even seldomer to the village to talk with the other women as 
they sat along the curb, nursing their babies and eating fruit, at the end of 
the market-day. 

“She is wrong to take us for enemies,” said old Soledad, who was a 
thinker and a peace-maker. “All women have these troubles. Well, we 
should suffer together.” 

But Marfa Concepcion lived alone. She was gaunt, as if something were 
gnawing her away inside, her eyes were sunken, and she would not speak 
a word if she could help it. She worked harder than ever, and her butcher- 
ing knife was scarcely ever out of her hand. 

Juan and Marfa Rosa, disgusted with military life, came home one day 
without asking permission of anyone. The field of war had unrolled itself, 
a long scroll of vexations, until the end had frayed out within twenty miles 
of Juan’s village. So he and Marfa Rosa, now lean as a wolf, burdened 
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withva child daily expected^'; set -out with, no 'farewells to' the regiment and 
walked .home. 

They arrived one morning about daybreak. Juan was picked up on sight 
by a group of military police from the small barracks on the edge of town, 
and taken to prison, where the officer in charge told him with impersonal 
cheerfulness that he would add one to a catch of ten waiting to be shot as 
deserters' the next mo'rning.' 

Mari^ screaming and falling on her face in the road, was taken 

under the armpits by two guards and helped briskly to her jacal, now sadly 
run down. She was received with professional importance by Lupe, who 
helped the baby to be born at once. 

Limping with foot soreness, a layer of dust concealing his fine new clothes 
got mysteriously from somewhere, Juan appeared before the captain at the 
barracks. The captain recognized him as head digger for his good friend 
Givens, and dispatched a note to Givens saying: ‘‘I am holding the person 
of Juan Villegas awaiting your further disposition.’' 

When Givens showed up Juan was delivered to him with the urgent re- 
quest that nothing be made public about so humane and sensible an opera- 
tion on the part of military authority. 

Juan walked out of the rather stifling atmosphere of the drumhead court, 
a definite air of swagger about him. His hat, of unreasonable dimensions 
and embroidered with silver thread, hung over one eyebrow, secured at the 
back by a cord of silver dripping with bright blue tassels. His shirt was of a 
checkerboard pattern in green and black, his white cotton trousers were 
bound by a belt of yellow leather tooled in red. His feet were bare, full of 
stone bruises, and sadly ragged as to toenails. He removed his cigarette 
from the corner of his full-lipped wide mouth. He removed the splendid 
hat. His black dusty hair, pressed moistly to his forehead, sprang up sud- 
denly in a cloudy thatch on his crown. He bowed to the officer, who ap- 
peared to be gazing at a vacuum. He swung his arm wide in a free circle 
upsoaring towards the prison window, where forlorn heads poked over the 
window sill, hot eyes following after the lucky departing one. Two or 
three of the heads nodded, and a half dozen hands were flipped at him in 
an effort to imitate his own casual and heady manner. 

Juan kept up this insufferable pantomime until they rounded the first 
clump of fig-cactus. Then he seized Givens’ hand and burst into oratory. 
''Blessed be the day your servant Juan Villegas first came under your eyes. 
From this day my life is yours , without condition, ten thousand thanks 
with all my heart!” 

"For God’s sake stop playing the fool,” said Givens irritably. "Some day 
Fm going to be five minutes too late.” 

"Well,, it is nothing much to, be, shot,, my chief— certainly you know I 
was not afraid—but to be shot in, a -drove of deserters, against a cold wall, 
just in the moment of my honie-coniihg, by order of that . h , 
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Glittering epithets tumbled over one another like explosions of a rocket. 
All the scandalous analogies from the animal and vegetable worlds were 
applied in a vivid, unique and personal way to the life, loves, and family 
history of the officer who had just set him free. When he had quite cursed 
himself dry, and his nerves were soothed, he added: “With your permis- 
sion, my chief!’' 

“What will Maria Concepcion say to all this?” asked Givens. “You are 
very informal, Juan, for a man who was married in the church.” 

Juan put on his hat. 

“Oh, Maria Concepcion! That’s nothing. Look, my chief, to be married 
in the church is a great misfortune for a man. After that he is not himself 
any more. How can that woman complain when I do not drink even at 
fiestas enough to be really drunk? I do not beat her; never, never. We 
were always at peace. I say to her, Come here, and she comes straight. I 
say. Go there, and she goes quickly. Yet sometimes I looked at her and 
thought, Now I am married to that woman in the church, and I felt a sink- 
ing inside, as if something were lying heavy on my stomach. With Maria 
Rosa it is all different. She is not silent; she talks. When she talks too much, 
I slap her and say. Silence, thou simpleton! and she weeps. She is just a 
girl with whom I do as I please. You know how she used to keep those 
clean little bees in their hives? She is like their honey to me. I swear it. I 
would not harm Maria Concepcion because I am married to her in the 
church; but also, my chief, I will not leave Maria Rosa, because she pleases 
me more than any other woman.” 

“Let me tell you, Juan, things haven’t been going as well as you think. You 
be careful. Some day Maria Concepcion will just take your head off with 
that carving knife of hers. You keep that in mind.” 

Juan’s expression was the proper blend of masculine triumph and senti- 
mental melancholy. It was pleasant to see himself in the role of hero to two 
such desirable women. He had just escaped from the threat of a disagree- 
able end. His clothes were new and handsome, and they had cost him just 
nothing. Maria Rosa had collected them for him here and there after 
battles. He was walking in the early sunshine, smelling the good smells of 
ripening cactus-figs, peaches, and melons, of pungent berries dangling from 
the pepper-trees, and the smoke of his cigarette under his nose. He was on 
his way to civilian life with his patient chief.. His situation was ineffably 
perfect, and he swallowed it whole. 

“My chief,” he addressed Givens handsomely, as one man of the world 
to another, “women are good things, but not at this moment. With your 
permission, I will now go to the village and eat. My God, how I shall eat! 
Tomorrow morning very early I will come to the buried city and work like 
seven men. Let us forget Maria Concepcion and Maria Rosa. Each one in 
her place, I will manage them when the time comes ” . 

News of Juan’s adventure soon got abroad, and Juan found many friends 
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about him during the morning. They frankly commended his way of leav- 
ing the army. It was in itself the act of a hero. The new hero ate a great 
deal and drank somewhatj the occasion being better than a feast-day. It 
was almost noon before he returned to visit Maria Rosa. 

He found her sitting on a clean straw mat, rubbing fat on her three- 
hour-old-son. Before this felicitous vision Juan’s emotions so twisted him 
that he returned to the village and invited every man in the “Death and 
Resurrection” pulque shop to drink with him. 

Having thus taken leave of his balance, he started back to Maria Rosa, 
and found himself unaccountably in his own house, attempting to beat 
Maria Concepcion by way of reestablishing himself in his legal household. 

Maria Concepcion, knowing all the events of that unhappy day, was not 
in a yielding mood, and refused to be beaten. She did not scream nor im- 
plore; she stood her ground and resisted; she even struck at him. Juan, 
amazed, hardly knowing what he did, stepped back and gazed at her in- 
quiringly through a leisurely whirling film which seemed to have lodged 
behind his eyes. Certainly he had not even thought of touching her. Oh, 
well, no harm done. He gave up, turned away, half-asleep on his feet. He 
dropped amiably in a shadowed corner and began to snore. 

Maria Concepcion, seeing that he was quiet, began to bind the legs of 
her fowls. It was market-day and she was late. She fumbled and tangled the 
bits of cord in her haste, and set off across the plowed fields instead of tak- 
ing the accustomed road. She ran with a crazy panic in her head, her stum- 
bling legs. Now and then she would stop and look about her, trying to 
place herself, then go on a few steps, until she realized that she was not 
going towards the market. 

At once she came to her senses completely, recognized the thing that 
troubled her so terribly, was certain of what she wanted. She sat down 
quietly under a sheltering thorny bush and gave herself over to her long 
devouring sorrow. The thing which had for so long squeezed her whole 
body into a tight dumb knot of suffering suddenly broke with shocking 
violence. She jerked with the involuntary recoil of one who receives a blow, 
and the sweat poured from her skin as if the wounds of her whole life were 
shedding their salt ichor. Drawing her rebozo over her head, she bowed her 
forehead on her updrawn knees, and sat there in deadly silence and im- 
mobility. From time to time she lifted her head where the sweat formed 
steadily and poured down her face, drenching the front of her chemise, and 
her mouth had the shape of crying, but there were no tears and no sound. 
All her being was a dark confused memory of grief burning in her at night, 
of deadly baffled anger eating at her by day, until her very tongue tasted 
bitter, and her feet were as heavy as if she were mired in the muddy roads 
during the time of rains. 

After a great while she stood up, and threw the rebozo off her face, and 
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Juan awakeaed slowly, with long yawns and grumblings, alternated with 
short relapses into sleep full of visions and clamors. A blur of orange 
light seared his eyeballs when he tried to unseal his lids. There came from 
somewhere a low voice weeping without tears, saying meaningless phrases 
over and over. He began to listen. He tugged at the leash of his stupor, he 
strained to grasp those words which terrified him even though he could 
not quite hear them. Then he came awake with frightening suddenness, 
sitting up and staring at the long sharpened streak of light piercing the corn- 
husk walls from the level disappearing sun. 

Maria Concepcion stood in the doorway, looming colossally tall to his be- 
trayed eyes. She was talking quickly, and calling his name. Then he saw 
her clearly. 

“God’s name!” said Juan, frozen to the marrow, “here I am facing my 
death!” for the long knife she wore habitually at her belt was in her hand. 
But instead, she threw it away, clear from her, and got down on her knees, 
crawling toward him as he had seen her crawl many times toward the shrine 
at Guadalupe Villa. He watched her approach with such horror that the 
hair of his head seemed to be lifting itself away from him. Falling forward 
upon her face, she huddled over him, lips moving in a ghostly whisper. Her 
words became clear, and Juan understood them all. 

For a second he could not move nor speak. Then he took her head be- 
tween both his hands, and supported her in this way, saying swiftly, 
anxiously reassuring, almost in a babble: 

“Oh, thou poor creature! Oh, madwoman! Oh, my Maria Concepcion, 
unfortunate! Listen. . . . Don’t be afraid. Listen to me! I will hide thee 
away, I thy own man will protect thee! Quiet! Not a sound!” 

Trying to collect himself, he held her and cursed under his breath for a 
few moments in the gathering darkness^ Maria Concepcion bent over, face 
almost on the ground, her feet folded under her, as if she would hide be- 
hind him. For the first time in his life Juan was aware of danger. This was 
danger. Maria Concepcion would be dragged away between two gendarmes, 
with him following helpless and unarmed, to spend the rest of her days in 
Belai Prison, maybe. Danger! The night swarmed with threats. He stood 
up and dragged her up with him. She was silent and perfectly rigid, hold- 
ing to him with resistless strength, her hands stiffened on his arms. 

“Get me the knife,” he told her in a whisper. She obeyed, her feet slip- 
ping along the hard earth floor, her shoulders straight, her arms close to 
her side. He lighted a candle. Maria Concepcion held the knife out to him. 
It was stained and dark even to the handle with drying blood. 

He frowned at her harshly, noting the same stains on her chemise and 
hands. 

“Take off thy clothes and wash thy hands,” he ordered. He washed the 
knife carefully, and threw the water wide of the doorway. She watched him 
and did likewise with the bowl in which she had bathed. 
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■' 'Tight the/brasero' and cook food for nie'/'Tc' told .herein'' the .same. per- 
emptory tone. He took her garments and went out. When he returned, she 
was wearing an old soiled dress, and was fanning the fire in the charcpal 
burner. Seating himself cross-legged near her, he stared at her as at a crea- 
ture unknown to him, who bewildered him utterly, for whom there was no 
possible explanation. She did not turn her head, but kept silent and still, 
except for the movements of her strong hands fanning the blaze which cast 
sparks and small jets of white smoke, flaring and dying rhythmically with 
the motion of the fan, lighting her face and darkening it by turns. 

Juan's voice barely disturbed the silence : “Listen to me carefully, and tell 
me the truth, and when the gendarmes come here for us, thou shalt have 
nothing to fear. But there will be something for us to settle between us 
afterward,” 

The light from the charcoal burner shone in her eyes; a yellow phos- 
phorescence glimmered behind the dark iris. 

“For me everything is settled now,” she answered, in a tone so tender, so 
grave, so heavy with suffering, that Juan felt his vitals contract. He wished 
to repent openly, not as a man, but as a very small child. He could not 
fathom her, nor himself, nor the mysterious fortunes of life grown so in- 
stantly confused where all had seemed so gay and simple. He felt too that 
she had become invaluable, a woman without equal among a million 
women, and he could not tell why. He drew an enormous sigh that rattled 
in his chest. 

“Yes, yes, it is all settled. I shall not go away again. We must stay here 
together.” 

Whispering, he questioned her and she answered whispering, and he 
instructed her over and over until she had her lesson by heart. The hostile 
darkness of the night encroached upon them, flowing over the narrow 
threshold, invading their hearts. It brought with it sighs and murmurs, the 
pad of secretive feet in the near-by road, the sharp staccato whimper of 
wind through the cactus leaves. All these familiar, once friendly cadences 
were now invested with sinister terrors; a dread, formless and uncon- 
trollable, took hold of them both. 

“Light another candle,” said Juan, loudly, in too resolute, too sharp a 
tone. “Let us eat now.” 

They sat facing each other and ate from the same dish, after their old 
habit. Neither tasted what they ate. With food half-way to his mouth, Juan 
listened. The sound of voices rose, spread, widened at the turn of the road 
along the cactus wall. A spray of lantern light shot through the hedge, a 
single voice slashed the blackness, ripped the fragile layer of silence sus- 
pended above the hut. 

“Pass, friends!” Juan roared back cheerfully. , v ■ 

, They stood in the doorway, simple cautious gendarmes from the village, 
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mixed-bloods themselves with Indian sympathiesj well known to all the 
eommunity.-' They;, flashed their lanterns almost apologetically upon the 
pleasant, harmless scene of a man eating supper with his wife. 

"‘Pardon, brother,” said the leader. “Someone has killed the woman Maria 
Rosa, and we must question her neighbors and friends.” He paused, and 
added with an attempt at severity, “Naturally!” 

“Naturally,” agreed Juan. “You know that I was a good friend of Maria 
Rosa. This is bad news.” 

They all went away together, the men walking in a group, Maria Con- 
cepcion following a few steps in the rear, near Juan. No one spoke. 

The two points of candlelight at Maria Rosa’s head fluttered uneasily; 
the shadows shifted and dodged on the stained darkened walls. To Maria 
Concepcion everything in the smothering enclosing room shared an evil 
restlessness. The watchful faces of those called as witnesses, the faces of old 
friends, were made alien by the look of speculation in their eyes. The 
ridges of the rose-colored rebozo thrown over the body varied continually, 
as though the thing it covered was not perfectly in repose. Her eyes swerved 
over the body in the open painted coffln, from the candle tips at the head 
to the feet, jutting up thinly, the small scarred soles protruding, freshly 
washed, a mass of crooked, half-healed wounds, thorn-pricks and cuts of 
sharp stones. Her gaze went back to the candle flame, to Juan’s eyes warn- 
ing her, to the gendarmes talking among themselves. Her eyes would not 
be controlled. 

With a leap that shook her her gaze settled upon the face of Maria Rosa. 
Instantly her blood ran smoothly again: there was nothing to fear. Even the 
restless light could not give a look of life to that fixed countenance. She was 
dead. Maria Concepcion felt her muscles give way softly; her heart began 
beating steadily without effort. She knew no more rancor against that 
pitiable thing, lying indifferently in its blue coffin under the fine silk rebozo. 
The mouth drooped sharply at the corners in a grimace of weeping arrested 
half-way. The brows were distressed; the dead flesh could not cast off the 
shape of its last terror. It was all finished. Maria Rosa had eaten too much 
honey and had had too much love. Now she must sit in hell, crying over 
her sins and her hard death forever and ever. 

Old Lupe’s cackling voice arose. She had spent the morning helping 
Maria Rosa, and it had been hard work. The child had spat blood the mo- 
ment it was born, a bad sign. She thought then that bad luck would come to 
the house. Well, about sunset she was in the yard at the back of the house 
grinding tomatoes and peppers. She had left mother and babe asleep. She 
heard a strange noise in the house, a choking and smothered calling, like 
someone wailing in sleep. Well, such a thing is only natural But there fol- 
lowed a light, quick, thudding sound— , ' 

“Like the blows of a fist?” interrupted an officer. 

“N 05 not at all like such a thing.”; • ' ■ ■ v-'l -.r; v 
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'®‘'How do'. you 'know?” : ■ . ■ . 

“I am well acquainted with that sound, friends,” retorted Liipe. “This 
'was' some'thing'^else.” .■ 

She was at a loss to describe it exactly. A moment later, there came the 
sound of pebbles rolling and slipping under feet; then she knew someone 
had been there and was running away. 

“Why did you wait so long before going to see?” 

“I am old and hard in the joints,” said Lupe. “I cannot run after people. 
I walked as fast as I could to the cactus hedge, for it is only by this way 
that anyone can enter. There was no one in the road, sir, no one. Three 
cows, with a dog driving them; nothing else. When I got to Maria Rosa, she 
was lying all tangled up, and from her neck to her middle she was full of 
knife-holes. It was a sight to move the Blessed Image Himself! Her eyes 
were^ — , 

“Never mind. Who came oftenest to her house before she went away? 
Did you know her enemies?” 

Lupe’s face congealed, closed. Her spongy skin drew into a network of 
secretive wrinkles. She turned withdrawn and expressionless eyes upon 
the gendarmes. 

“I am an old woman. I do not see well. I cannot hurry on my feet. I 
know no enemy of Maria Rosa. I did not see anyone leave the clearing,” 

“You did not hear splashing in the spring near the bridge?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Why, then, do our dogs follow a scent there and lose it?” 

“God only knows, my friend. I am an old wo— ” 

“Yes, How did the footfalls sound?” 

“Like the tread of an evil spirit!” Lupe broke forth into a swelling 
oracular tone that startled them. The Indians stirred uneasily, glanced at 
the dead, then at Lupe. They half expected her to produce the evil spirit 
among them at once. 

The gendarme began to lose his temper. 

“No, poor unfortunate; I mean, were they heavy or light? The footsteps 
of a man or of a woman? Was the person shod or barefoot?” 

A glance at the listening circle assured Lupe of their thrilled attention. 
She enjoyed the dangerous importance of her situation. She could have 
ruined that Maria Concepcion with a word, but it was even sweeter to 
make fools of these gendarmes who went about spying on honest people. 
She raised her voice again. What she had not seen she could not describe, 
thank God! No one could harm her because her knees were stiff and she 
could not run even to seize a murderer. As for knowing the difference be- 
tween footfalls, shod or bare, man or woman, nay, between devil and 
human, who ever heard of such madness ? 

“My eyes are not ears, gentlemen,”, she ended grandly, “but upon my 
heart I swear those footsteps fell as the tread of the spirit of evil!” 
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“Imbecile!” yapped .the leader in a shrill voice. “Take- her away, one of 
you! Now, Juan Villegas, tell me~” 

Juan told his story patiently, several times over. He had returned to his 
wife that -day . She had gone to market as usual. He had helped her prepare 
her fowls. She had returned about mid-afternoon, they had talked, she had 
cooked, they had eaten, ' nothing was amiss. Then the gendarmes came 
with the news about Maria Rosa. That was all. Yes, Maria Rosa had run 
away with him, but there had been no bad blood between him and his wife 
on this account, nor between his wife and Maria Rosa. Everybody knew 
that his wife was a quiet woman. 

Maria Concepcion heard her own voice answering without a break. It 
was true at first she was troubled when her husband went away, but after 
that she had not worried about him. It was the way of men, she believed. 
She was a church-married woman and knew her place. Well, he had come 
home at last. She had gone to market, but had come back early, because 
now she had her man to cook for. That was all. 

Other voices broke in, A toothless old man said: “She is a woman of 
good reputation among us, and Maria Rosa was not.” A smiling young 
mother, Anita, baby at breast, said: “If no one thinks so, how can you ac- 
cuse her? It was the loss of her child and not of her husband that changed 
her so.” Another: “Maria Rosa had a strange life, apart from us. How do 
we know who might have come from another place to do her evil?” And 
old Soledad spoke up boldly: “When I saw Maria Concepcion in the market 
today, I said, 'Good luck to you, Maria Concepcion, this is a happy day for 
you!’ ” and she gave Maria Concepcion a long easy stare, and the smile of a 
born wise-woman. 

Maria Concepcion suddenly felt herself guarded, surrounded, upborne by 
her faithful friends. They were around her, speaking for her, defending her, 
the forces of life were ranged invincibly with her against the beaten dead. 
Marfa Rosa had thrown away her share of strength in them, she lay for- 
feited among them, Marfa Concepcion looked from one to the other of 
the circling, intent faces. Their eyes gave back reassurance, understanding, 
a secret and mighty sympathy. 

The gendarmes were at a loss. They, too, felt that sheltering wall cast 
impenetrably around her. They were certain she had done it, and yet they 
could not accuse her. Nobody could be accused; there was not a shred of 
true evidence. They shrugged their shoulders and snapped their fingers and 
shuffled their feet. Well, then, good night to everybody. Many pardons for 
having intruded. Good health! 

A small bundle lying against the wall, at the head of the coffin squirmed 
like an eel. A wail, a mere sliver of sound, issued. Marfa Concepcion took 
the son of Marfa Rosa in her arms. 

“He is mine,” she said clearly, “I will take him with me.’^ 
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No one assented in words, but an approving nod, a bare breath of com- 
plete agreement, stirred among them as they made way for her. 
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Marfa Concepcion, carrying the, child, followed Juan from the clearing. 
The hut was left with its lighted candles and a crowd of old women who 
would sit up ail night, drinking coffee and smoking and telling ghost 
stories, 

Juan’s exaltation had burned out. There was not an ember of excitement 
left in him. He was tired^ The perilous adventure was over. Marfa Rosa 
had vanished, to come no more forever. Their days of marching, of eating, 
of quarreling and making love between battles^ were all over. Tomorrow 
he would go back to dull and endless labor, he must descend into the 
trenches of the buried city as Maria Rosa must go into her grave. He felt 
his veins fill up with bitterness, with black unendurable melancholy. Oh, 
Jesus! what bad luck overtakes a man! 

Well, there was no way out of it now. For a moment he craved only 
to sleep. He was so drowsy he could scarcely guide his feet. The occasional 
light touch of the woman at his elbow was as unreal, as ghostly as the 
brushing of a leaf against his face. He did not know why he had fought 
to save her, and now he forgot her. There was nothing in him except a vast 
blind hurt like a covered wound. 

He entered the jacal, and without waiting to light a candle, threw off his 
clothing, sitting just within the door. He moved with lagging, half-awake 
hands, to strip his body of its heavy finery. With a long groaning sigh of 


relief he fell straight back on the floor, almost instantly asleep,, his arms 
flung up and outward. 

Maria Concepcion, a small clay jar in her hand, approached the gentle 
little mother goat tethered to a sapling, which gave and yielded as she 
pulled at the rope’s end after the farthest reaches of grass about her. The 
kid, tied up a few feet away, rose bleating, its feathery fleece shivering in 
the fresh wind. Sitting on her heels, holding his tether, she allowed him to 
suckle a few moments. Afterward — all her movements very deliberate and 
even — she drew a supply of milk for the child. 

She sat against the wall of her house, near the doorway. The child, fed 
and asleep, was cradled in the hollow of her crossed legs. The silence over- 
filled the world, the skies flowed down evenly to the rim of the valley, the 
stealthy moon crept slantwise to the shelter of the mountains. She felt soft 
and warm all over; she dreamed that the newly born child was her own, 
and she was resting deliciously. 

Maria Concepcion could hear Juan’s breathing. The sound vapored from 
the low doorway, calmly; the house seemed to be resting after a burden- 
some day. She breathed, too, very slowly and quietly, each inspiration satu- 
rating her with repose. The child’s light, faint breath was a mere shadowy 
modi of sound in the silver air. The^ night, the earth under her, seemed to 
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swell and recede together with a limitless, unhurried benign breathing. She 
drooped and closed her eyes, feeling the slow rise and fall within her own 
body. She did not know what it was, but it eased her all through. Even 
as she was falling asleep, head bowed over the child, she was still aware of 
a strange, wakeful happiness. 
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TRANSLATED BY BASIL CREIGHTON 


I HAD FOUND WORK in Rheinhessc, but after eight days the job was done. 
With three marks in my pocket and a litre bottle of wine in my rucksack 
I set off for Mainz. 

In a wine-shop on the quay I met up with a pipe-layer from Glad- 
bachj who was out of a job too and on the tramp through Germany as I was. 
First we drank a quarter litre together and before we could look round 
we’d drunk four and by the time we had told each other our life-stories we’d 
drunk eight and my money was gone. Thereupon my pal ransacked his 
trouser pockets and, lo and behold, the innkeeper brought two more quar- 
ters and then we embraced and drank to our eternal friendship. Then 
he began telling me about all the jobs he had ever had and I, not to be 
outdone, started up and told him all about my travels as a fitter in Ger- 
many, Rumania and Sweden, until he chipped in with: '‘Man, those were 
the days . . 

But all the same a lump came into my throat and I flourished my last 
glass of wine and sang: "Whats the good of a pretty garden for others 
to walk in and pick my roses ...” 

Then the innkeeper came and sat down -at our table and suddenly we 
were all talking about the War. “That time at Cambrai . . my pal 
shouted, and then the innkeeper got up and fetched a jug and we drank that 
empty too and our souls took flight for the open country, on the Aisne, 
round Bapaume and in the forest of Argonne, But 111 never forget how 
my pal’s eyes suddenly went quite dark and he muttered as though to him- 
self: “My lads, if we had known then what sort of a peace it was going to 
be , . At that we fell silent; only the clock ticked and the wine swayed 
in the glasses. 
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Suddenly I found myself in the street. My pal was sprawling with his 
arms across the table and weeping. He would not hear of parting. “Cover!” 
he was shouting, “Take cover where you can!” So I left him as he was 
drunk. The innkeeper came to the door with me. There in the forgotten 
light of day he said to me: “Things 11 mend soon.’M shook him by the 
hand and answered, as I did time and time again: “Pray God they may, my 
friend.” 

At first the houses looked a bit askew and the motor-cars drove as if 
there was no one on the road but themselves. That didn’t worry me, 
though, and I set off along the quay-side. Then a motor-car had to pull up 
sharp and my poor little self was hauled over the coals by a man inside it. 
That amused me and I shouted back at him as he cursed: “You’re nothing 
but a stuffed shirt,” and went happily on my way. Soon, however, my eyes 
cleared and I saw life in its wonted clarity. My pal, the pipe-layer, our 
host and war comrade, the divine consolation of the wine and the cheer- 
ful belly of the jug died away behind me in the haze of the old town. I 
walked straight ahead and, after a few minutes, there I stood on the 
bridge over the Rhine. My heart laughed aloud as I saw the river. I leant 
over the green-painted rails, the March breeze refreshed me and, as I took 
a close look at the river, I saw that far and wide there was not a vessel 
of any kind to be seen on it; they all lay at the quays, moored and tarred 
— unemployed as I was. 

But there was still the town before my eyes; the fronts of the houses 
stood up in a thin haze and above them rose the Cathedral, and over them 
all, over the roofs and the water and the whole width of the Rhine, lay the 
light. It was all one single radiance of light, and the seagulls waddled about 
on the piers of the bridge, and in the sky were little white clouds, sail- 
ing to Holland. At that I held my tongue and only used my eyes, and I 
felt that a man could never go under as long as there was so much light 
and so much good water and such a cosy town in his own native land. I set 
off light-heartedly through drab outskirts and past silent factories — but 
soon all that came to an end and I was on a country road lined by walnut 
trees. 

The wind, blowing over stretches of asparagus, bowled yellow dust in 
front of me. Far away on the horizon I saw a range of blue hills. It was the 
Odenwald, and that was my destination. 

It was evening by the time I reached Darmstadt. I was refused a lodg- 
ing, for I still reeked of wine, but I didn’t care; for on the edge of the 
town I found a loft and slept in the hay. It was warm and I slept soundly, 
I burrowed in, and let the darkness enfold me. 

I was wakened by the singing of birds and, as I was shivering, I called 
the litre bottle to ,my aid and the never-failing miracle of wine soon ran 
through my chilled limbs, I washed in a pond where a boat called 
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*'El£riede’’ was' mo'ored. Then I climbed the road up into the forest. There 
the birds were already, busy and the 'dew. shone on the anemones.. . ' 

I had been walking for two hours when hunger assailed me, but there 
was no village to- be seen. The air was bright and clear. The sun fell in a 
thousand flecks of light through the thin foliage. The wind sighed through 
the tree tops. Poor wretch, I thought, what good to you is the peace of 
nature if there is no peace in your belly? 

After another half hour I began to feel weak. I sat myself down and 
breathed deeply. That stilled the beating of my heart. At last I lay down at 
full length and fell asleep. That’s the best thing, I thought. If you have no 
bread, then sleep; for sleep is the bread of the poor. 

Nevertheless I dreamt that my conscience arose and sat on my chest. 

“Henry,” it said so severely that I quailed before it, “you have drunk your 
three marks and now, Henry, you go hungry.” 

But my counter-conscience jumped up and said: “You silly old woman, 
how is the poor fellow to endure life without a few quarter litres?” At that 
my conscience sprang from my chest and rushed upon my counter- 
conscience to beat it, but my counter-conscience transformed itself into a 
singing tone. It leapt up into the windy tree-tops. It passed into the light 
of the sun. It descended again in dew. It was to be seen everywhere and 
nowhere and at last it hid as a chuckling echo in a distant stony brook. 

But I lay stretched out at ease in the lap of nature and slept the divine 
sleep of a boy for whose favour the Muses are rivals . . . 

I was awakened by a blow. A horse towered above me. I heard curses. 
“Drunken sot!” And then I observed that I was lying in the middle of 
the road. I must have rolled there in my sleep. The farmer jumped down 
from his cart and I got up. There he stood, purple in the face; he was a 
young man, and he gripped me by the shoulder. “Seven o’clock in the 
morning and sozzled already,” he shouted and tried to throw me into the 
ditch. But I gave him such a push that he fell over. Whereupon, as was only 
natural, we went for each other for some time in silence. But as I knew 
how to box, I soon laid him out and he said no more. Whereupon I took a 
deep breath of the fragrant forest air and all at once my strength was re- 
newed. I drew myself up proudly and was just going to take a drink from 
my litre bottle when a woman jumped down from the cart. 

“Schickedanz,” she screamed and running to the man she took his head 
in her hands and began stroking his forehead. 

“It’s ail right, madam,” I said, and going to the pair, I held the bottle 
under the farmer’s nose — and what happened ? He woke up. When he was 
on his feet with his wife beside him, he said: “What’s up?” 

“I laid you out,” I answered. His wife laughed at this, for the man looked 
at me so stupidly. “But in case you think I’m a thief or one of those 
scoundrels who drive about the country in motor-cars,” I went on, “I’ll tell 
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you what l am. I’m an out-of-work fitter, driven by huiiger to tramp his 
native land, and that’s why I fell asleep.” 

At this the woman laughed again. She had black hair under a red hand- 
kerchief and such lovely teeth as you never saw. 

“Schickedanz,” she said, dusting the earth from his forehead, '‘you could 
have asked the man first. You’re always so hasty and that’s what you get 
forit.” 

Schickedanz looked at me for a full minute nearly. “Where are you go- 
ing?” hc; said.. 

And I replied that I didn’t know, but to some village anyway to cadge 
a bite of food, a slice of bread and butter or a few potatoes. 

“Jump in!” Schickedanz said, and I jumped in. 

The horse went at a walk; Schickedanz sat in front and drove; I sat next 
the woman. The forest sighed around us. And so we went along. 

I don’t know to this day how it happened that I stayed on with 
Schickedanz. We never spoke a word on the way and when we got to the 
village in its green hollow, we stopped at a rambling farmhouse and we 
went into a sitting-room and then I came over bad. When I woke up I was 
in a high bed and on the window-ledge sat a cat. I looked round the room 
and my eyes rested with joy on a guardian angel who was leading a child 
over a rickety bridge in a dark wood. A picture like that hung over my 
bed when I was a little boy. Then a cow suddenly mooed and I thought I 
was at Aunt Amelia’s in Mecklenburg. She was the sister of my poor 
father and when the cow mooed a second time I thought: “You’re out on 
rest in Flanders and Conrad will be in in a moment and the tailor and then 
we’ll sit down to a game of skat.” However, when the cow mooed for the 
third time, Schickedanz came in and told me I had slept for two days and 
two nights. He sat down on my bed, took a look at me and then said he 
could give me work, for his man had died four days since. 

“In this bed,” he added, pointing to where I lay. 

I jumped up. “Free board and lodging and I’ll do all the work you 
want.” 

“Right,” said Schickedanz. Then we went downstairs and drank some 
gin and ate some bread and cheese. 

It was not very hard work on the farm. Schickedanz let me do what I 
liked. First I put all his implements in good repair, the reaper and binder 
and the chaff-cutter; then the electric lighting had its turn and the engine. I 
tended the animals and helped with the book-keeping, and then one evening 
Schickedanz confessed to me over a glass of Hollands that he wanted to 
have a motor bicycle, so we went to Neustadt and bought a second-hand 
one. I rode it home and every .evening for the next fortnight Schickedanz 
buzzed up, the hairpin bends that climbed the range of hills behind the 
house. So, what with working and resting, the time went on. How happy 
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I was when I had seen to. the animals. There' they stood in the 'stalls,,.: their 
coats groomed, and; as I walked down ■'the row, I rejoiced in .their content- 
ment. Schickedanz went out of his way to praise me. Sometimes he took 
me pillion on his motor bicycle to an inn in the forest. 

His wife was called’ Joan. She was young and beautiful. She spoke to 
me very seldom and I avoided looking at her, for I could not help thinking 
of Fanny whenever she was there — that was the name of the first girl 
I ever .loved— and never won. So the -days went , by ■ between ■ working, 
sleeping and eating— and life was good. I had been six weeks on the farm 
and my cheeks had filled out and the girls in the village turned their heads 
to look at me. I often went for a stroll in the soft evening air and sometimes 
I slipped out of my room late at night and down to the meadows because 
I was thinking of Joan and how beautiful she was. But when my heart 
beat too hard, I lit a pipe or went to the inn and drank to the Fatherland 
with the fellows there. 

Spring came with a bang. I worked like a horse and Schickedanz said 
he had never had a man on the farm to touch me. Soon the whole valley 
was in blossom and there was such a smell from the meadows at night 
that you couldn’t sleep. Schickedanz boozed. He spoke little. Joan sat in 
the sitting-room and sewed. 

My heart was heavy those days, but I worked on as well as I could and 
one day Schickedanz called me into the room and there sat Joan, and 
Schickedanz said: ‘‘Henry, the cherry trees are in blossom,” He pointed 
out of the window. “That hill there covered with cherry trees in blossom 
belongs to me. It’s worth more to me than anything else on the farm. When 
the cherries are ripe you must take them to Zwingenberg market with 
Joan and sell them. Will you stay on till then.?” 

At this Joan looked at me and I said :“Yes.” 

The cherry trees were in blossom and the fruit set well. The sun was 
strong. The cherries ripened.^^^^^^^^^ ^ ^ 

One morning, when I had seen to the animals and Schickedanz was off on 
his motor-bike on some political business, Joan came out to me in the 
yard and said: “Henry, we’ll go to the cherry orchard.” 

We went, taking two baskets with us. First there was a clayey sunken 
road, then a narrow path across a meadow, then a little brook to cross 
and then came the cherry orchard. There stood the trees and the fruit 
shone like lacquer in the spring sunshine. Joan opened a shed and I got out 
a ladder and then I climbed up the trees and picked the cherries. Joan 
collected them in the large baskets. She called to me after two hours and 
I sat down beside her in the moist grass. The village lay below us. The 
church clock was striking six and a light breeze combed the grass. 

“Henry,” Joan said after a while, “the cherry orchard really belongs to 
me. I brought it with me as a dowry. And I can gather the crop as I 
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'Indeed/’ said I, “but that’s fine to have the crop to gather/’ 

^'Yes/’ Joan said/ “Schickedanz only has the money, but the trees be- 
long tO; me/''/'; 

We drank cold coffee out of a metal can and cut slices from the loaf in 
thcbasket.' ■ 

Then I set the ladder against the trees again and picked cherries. Joan 
gathered them into her baskets. By eight o’clock we had four large baskets 
fulk Then Joan whistled across to the farm and it was not long before a 
farm girl came with a cart. We hoisted the baskets up, Joan took the 
reins and we drove to Zwingenberg. 

It was a little town on the mountain road with a white church, and when 
the sun blazed down the dust in the streets glowed. We had driven 
through dense forest and sometimes I took the reins and the little horse 
trotted along — what happiness, I thought, and I looked at Joan. She had 
her eyes half closed and let the sun blaze on her face. Then my heart was 
far away and I began to whistle. The pony trotted and Joan slept. 

We sold our cherries very well that day. Joan had a pocketful of 
money. We drank coffee at a pastrycook’s. At five o’clock we set off home. 
The horse knew his way. I left the reins slack. Joan sat beside me. The 
forest towered above us and the road went uphill. 

Then the devil leapt onto my shoulders and I clasped Joan round the 
hips. She did not mind. So I stopped the horse and wanted to kiss Joan. 
Then she smiled and said: “I am not your wife, Henry,” and at that my 
cheeks burned. The horse went on again at a walk, the air was cool in the 
forest, and the empty baskets bumped about at the back of the cart. Joan 
began to talk. 

“Henry,” she said, 'Tm Schickedanz’s wife. I married him because the 
man I loved didn’t come back from the war. But a woman’s got to marry 
and Schickedanz at that time was a fine young fellow and he pleased me 
because he was so strong. So we made a match of it, Henry. But it wasn’t 
love. It was common sense, Henry. But it’s not right to behave like that. 
When I look at you I know that quite well. I’ve been looking at you for 
six weeks now. And now I know it. Before I didn’t.” 

“Joan,” I said — nothing else but “Joan.” 

“I’m only a stupid farmer’s wife,” she went on, “but my heart is like 
yours~~always far away. I’ve looked at you for six weeks. You are sad 
too like I am.” 

■ “Joan,” I said. Nothing else. 

“But it’s all up with me,” Joan said. “I’m going to have a baby and 
Schickedanz can hardly wait to know it’s a boy/’ 

It was chill in the forest. The horse^ trotted along and my heart stood 

. “I do really love you, Henry/’ Joan said, “I do really. It came , quite 
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simply and I tell.it' to.youthe same way, but the child is Schickedanz's and 
you, after all, are only something that the wind has brought” 

■ At that I held my tongue and thought: Yesyl am only something the 
wind has brought. 

We drew slowly nearer the village. ‘‘Schickedanz is a good farmer and he 
wants to have a son and wants me to be the sort of wife who does as he 
expects. And I do. But, Henry, I often want to run away, away from the 
village, away from the valley ; but all that is so remote and you too—youxe 
a man wholl never settle down. But that is not for me, because after all Fm 
fond of Schickedanz and the child is his.” 

We got home and Schickedanz was standing at the door. And Joan 
gave him the bag of money. Schickedanz laughed at the sight of it and took 
us into the sitting-room and got out the gin and we drank, Schickedanz and 
I, for two hours and when Joan had gone to bed, Schickedanz laughed 
and got out currant wine and we drank that as well and Schickedanz said 
that in three months’ time he would have a son and then there would be a 
feast and I mustn’t go before that. 

I went every morning for a fortnight with Joan to the cherry orchard. 
We picked the cherries and drove to Zwingenberg market. For fourteen 
days long I knew that Joan loved me because I was one whom the wind 
brought and not one of those she saw every day. For fourteen days long 
Joan was true to Schickedanz. 

Then one day Schickedanz said to me : /‘It’s the cherry feast the day after 
tomorrow.” 

I asked Joan what that was and she said it was a festival to give thanks 
for the cherry crop, and all their relations came from the farms round about, 
and musicians and the lads and girls from the village. That morning 
Joan and I drove off again with the cherries, and on the way home I 
kissed her and she said that the child would arrive in two months and she 
would call it Henry. We drove through the forest and Joan cried because 
we could not sin together. 

“Oh, Joan,” I said, “I don’t know where the wind will blow me, but 
your love I can never forget, because it is so near and yet so far.” 

At this Joan stopped the horse and said: “Henry . . and kissed me 
on the eyes. That was right up on the hill where the road is swept bare by 
the wind and the grass flaps like a flag. The village lay below and the 
meadows were soft and green. 

“My life,” Joan said, “is not there,” and she pointed to the village; 
“but the child belongs there, and you, Henry, will understand what a 
woman who was born there needs.” 

“Yes,” I said. “Joan, I have only love for you and you shall live as you 

At this Joan cried, but I whipped up the horse and the cart rumbled 


1412 


TELLERS'^. GF- TALES: 


: What ha:ppe!!aecl aext" dances before my-' eyes to- this- Hay..' We had hardly 
reached the village when %vomen came running to meet us; rrien followed 
and then a rabble of children and they all stared at us. Joan looked up 
and asked : ‘What is the matter.?” But they said nothing, so I whipped up 
the horse. We reached the farm and there stood the musicians, the trees 
in the garden were decorated with garlands of paper, and the flag of Ger- 
many blew from the gable of the house. I jumped down and Joan got 
down and stood beside me. “What is the matter.?” she cried out and the 
men who were standing in the yard made way a little and Schickedanz 
was lying on a bench. Blood flowed from a gash in his forehead, his coat was 
bloody and so was the ground beneath him. “What is the matter?” Joan 
cried out. Then the man who was standing beside Schickedanz, he was the 
doctor from Neustadt, came up and said: “He has had an accident on his 
motor-bicycle arid there is no hope.” 

At this Joan uttered a cry such as I have never heard; she cried out 
again and again, she wept, then she laughed; the men shrank back, the 
women ran up, and there stood Joan with her hands to her body and 
then with another cry she sank to the ground. The women picked her up 
and carried her, still crying aloud, into the house. 

But we, three men and the doctor, stood beside Schickedanz and we 
could hear the animals moving restlessly. Then the women cried out again 
from the house and the church bell began to toll for curfew, and then 
Schickedanz started up, with blood and white spittle at his mouth, and he 
asked: “Is the boy there?” 

My God, at that a shudder went through me, and we lifted him up and 
carried him into the best sitting-room, and there he lay, and as soon as 
ever he got his breath he asked: “Is the boy there?” Then he fell back and 
muttered something. 

There was silence in the yard outside. I sat beside Schickedanz. His 
breast bone was smashed in and the blood pulsed out over his cheeks. His 
wife was crying out upstairs. Sometimes he tried to say something; his lips 
moved, and I felt a great love for him when he could not get out what he 
wanted. 

The doctor came back and gave him an injection. Then he grew quieter. 
I held his hand. “Schickedanz,” I asked him, “do you know me?” 

. “The boy?” he muttered. 

“Yes,” I said. “The boy ” , , . 

Then he held out his hand and said: “Henry, the boy, that’s all 111 go 
gladly if only the boy is there ...” 

I laid a vinegar bandage on his forehead, but he pushed it away and sat up. 
His eyes were set, I have never seen such, determination in any eye, he sat 
right up and his breast bones crunched. “Listen!” he whispered. “Listen!” 

Three abrupt cries came from above arid then a whimper, and while the 
soft June air came over the meadows and in at the window and while the 
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cherry feMt/garlaadsvTO^^ the trees in the garden, the young; farmer 

got to his feet, staggered, to the door and fell down sobbing: 3'The„ boy 
first, then I, God the Father . . ■ ■ 

I tried .to lift him up, but he struggled. Then I heard steps. The doctor 
came in, he was laughing and rubbing his hands. “A fine boy/’ he shouted, 
“a little too; early, but a strapping young Schickedanz.” 

At that the farmer stood up and went straight to bed and lay down and 
...s.pat blood.' 

“Ah, yes,” the doctor said, “I’d almost forgotten him . . But then 
Schickedanz sat up, his chest swelled, the white of eternity was in his 
eyes; he took three deep breaths and then collapsed. ' 

“Amen,” the doctor said and closed his eyelids. The child whimpered on 
the first floor. I went to the stable and packed my rucksack. The musicians 
Were standing in the yard and eighteen women with them. The doctor came 
to the door and said : “A young Schickedanz!” At that the musicians struck 
up and the women rubbed their hands on their skirts for joy. And as the 
chorale burst forth, I walked out onto the road, into the dust from which 
we come and to which we return. 


NO MORE TROUBLE FOR JEDWIGK 

Louis Paul 

(1901- ) 


J 


EDWicK SMILED at the woman drawing water from the well. “Kin I have 
me a drink, ma’am.?” he drawled, his broad shoulders drooped shyly in a 
half bow. 

She was tall and dark. The sun blazed down on the white-hot Virginia 
highway. Jedwick’s clothes were saturated with sweat. Scintillant beads 
shone like translucent jewels against his shiny skin. The black man shook 
his head like a hound dog coming up out of a creek. 

“I reckon,” she nodded. -The Negro woman, lighter than Jedwick, was 
not wholly at ease. Her husband was in the village getting groceries. 
Roamin’ niggers ... 

“Yas ma’am,” Jedwick said, and dipped into the barrel ; ! 

The woman dried her hands 0x1 her apron. “Y’all fom round hyeahf ” 

Jedwick stared, at her a moment.(“I ain’t i’o.m hy^^V he murmured be- 
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tween immense gulps^ ■ ‘ner neither I ain’t gonna stay hyeah. Whereat I git 
to' 'Alexandria?” ■ 

“Right smart piece yonder ” 

“Howinr?” 

She speculated. “Eight-twelve mile.” 

Jedwick finished his water and looked at the blue and gold cauldron 
over his head, '“Hot, ain’t it?”' ' 

':';“Do 'githot.” , 

■ '“Yo’ maU' wuk.in town?” 

“No, He after groceries.” 

Jedwick glanced down the hill toward the little village. The view was 
.empty. ■ 

She understood his movement. 

He smiled. He had fine healthy teeth. She was aware of a frightened 
sensation in the pit of her stomach. Jedwick bent and rubbed his ankle as 
though that were an habitual gesture. The flaming orb in the sky shone 
down remorselessly. Something about the Negro’s beautiful black arms 
hypnotized her. She stood poised, enchanted, like a statue: made to flee, 
but forever motionless. The midday silence was oppressive, like the sun. 
She waited. 

“I ain’t seed no woman fo’ a long time,” Jedwick said, almost in apology. 

“He after groceries.” 

Closer to hers, his face was more strikingly handsome than ever. His lips 
were very cool, strangely. Perspiration came off on her mouth and 
cheeks . • . 

Later he said, “Thank you sho’ nuff fo’ that there water, ma’am. Ain’t they 
some law gin doin’ much wawkin’ thisyere state highways?” 

“Is,” she looked up at the stranger, embarrassed, “if them troopers ketches 
you.” . ' ■ 

Jedwick nodded and suddenly disappeared down the embankment. 
Couldn’t trust the road from here in. Stick to the tracks. 

He wrapped a long red handkerchief around his shoulders to keep his 
neck from frying, and stepped gingerly along the single-tracked roadbed, 
trying to pace the ties to his long swinging gait. Oughta lay these hyeah 
ties out even, so’s a man could wawk. Wa’n’t no cinder path like usual. 
Say ten mile. ’Bout fo’ hours in thisyere sun. Should be makin’ up a string 
o’ boxes fo’ Manhattan Junction in Alex some’rs round six. 

He wanted after an hour to crawl under the shade of some green leafy 
trees. Lay out yo’ legs an’ sleep. Thoughts that came like hunger or dreams, 
unwanted; but they were only a whip-flick to sting the flesh of his de- 
termination. Gits me out o’ the sun in one o’ them boxes in Alex, yassuh! 
There I rests. He visualized a phrase: Jedwick escapes. 

Waves of hypnotic steel-gray heat shimmered up off the two metal radi- 
ators that converged in the distance. His eyes began to burn. He thought 
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it would be nice to be rich. He would buy a boat with a motor in it, all 
covered, with a striped canvas canopy, and sail out of sight of land. There 
would be a breeze off in the ocean. Nice^ gal, that there brown lady by the 
highway crossing Like a scared cottontail. She liked him. They all liked 
Jedwick. Lovin’ ain’t harmin’ no gal, he thought. 

Bugs. Chrissakes! Little gnats and fuzzy things and leg-squirming beetles 
popped up in front of him; some kind of a locust whanged with a; flat 
noise on his chest, and he slapped it down. Flies and ticks smelled your 
sweat. A breath of wind floated lazing over the treetops, but died itself of 
the heat. Jedwick sighed. 

Sighing wasn’t natural to him. He thought he’d sing. He bugled a tenta- 
tive air. , 

A slick-tawkin’ man f’om Bumminham . . . 

The plaintive lyric echoed magnificently between the banks of woods. 
Jed wick’s cello-like bass rose through the dazzling, brain-sizzling heat to 
heaven, and he laughed about some dimly felt deliciousness in solitude’s 
freedom. His voice took up the lilt. 

A slick-tawkin’ man f’om Bumminham 
Come up my way, an’ his name was Sam; 

I pay no attention, ner I din give a damn, 

Till he stoled my gal away. 

He hummed the rest of the melody: it was too hot to think of the words. 

A little garter snake, sunning itself under the vast ceiling of broiling 
light, was startled and jiggled off noisily into the brush. Maybe, he confided 
to the vanished reptile, maybe tomor’ I gonna be in New York. Yassuh. 
Wonder how fur they is after me? Think they can ketch thisyere Jedwick? 
Yo’ completely crazy. How fur I is to Alex, I wonder? Damn me! but it do 
git hot! 

Three mile an hour, ’bout. ’Thout stoppin’ I git me in them yards fo sun- 
down. Yassuh. Sundown. Don’t seem like ole sun ever gone go down. 

I hates t’ see 

Thet evenin’ sun go down . , . 

Nossuh. Man said that jes crazy’s that snake. 

There was a shack directly around a bend, and the white man saw him 
first. “Where you going to, boy?” 

He had a wrinkled skin and sandy gray hair and wore gray uniform 
pants. 

“I goin’ t’ ask you fo’ some water, has you got any?” Jedwick smiled 
brightly with his thick lips. 

“Where you goin’?” the man repeated, 

“Well, y’see, cap’n, well, suh, Fm goin’ in f the Districk. Yassuh. Dassit.” 

“Washin’ton? What you traipsin’ up here for?” 
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‘'Don’t like to wawk on the higliway, cap’n^ boss. ’S y’all got a little 
water?” . ■ 

“Alexandria’s along up hyeah. You makin’ for one of them boxes?” 

“Nossuh, nossuli! Ain’t layin’ over no place, cap’n, suh. Ole friend in town 
gonna ride me into the Districk.” 

“You must be runnin’ away, boy,” the man in the shack said, squinting 
lowered eyes at the big sweating Negro. 

“Me? I ain’t runnin’ no place, suh, cap’n,” he protested. “Why fo’ I 
gonna run any place?” 

The white man fetched up an iron pail and handed him a different 
dipper. “Too hot,” he said, shaking his head, “to hit them ties ’less yo-all 
runnin’ away. Why ain’t you takin a sleep in some cool place?” 

“Me, suh? I gotta git in D. C. Yassuh. I got me friends in the Districk, 
suh.” 

The wrinkled man glanced down at Jedwick’s right ankle. 

“Coin’ git me a job,” Jed wick stammered uncertainly, “in—like, suh, now, 
a ’partment house. Dassit,” he said. “Yassuh.” 

“Take all you want,” the other said about the water; “they’s a crick below 
here. Ain’t my business where-at you’re runnin’ to.” 

“Nossuh, cap’n. I ain’t runnin’,” 

“Matter o’ fact, they’s some empties makin’ up in Alexandria about 
seven to-night. You going t’ New York,” he stated. 

Jedwick was amazed. “How you figger that there, boss?” 

“If’n I don’t know a chain-gang nigger,” he told Jedwick calmly, “I’ll go 
and jump in that there crick.” 

’The big Negro’s face curled into a magnificent smile. “Gome f’om 
thataway?” 

“Been around,” the man said expressionlessly. 

“Yassuh,” murmured Jedwick. He added, “Thank y’all fo’ that water.” 

“Not ’tall.” 

“Thank y’all,”*he repeated. 

The man drew himself in out of the heat. Jedwick started off toward 
Alexandria, but caught a phrase which he thought was the man calling 
him back — until he analyzed it. 

“I want Colonel Saunders, yessum,” he was saying, “the police chief 


Jedwick sauntered back, and the man in the shack stepped away from 
the phone when he saw him* His hand slipped into a drawer and the 
Negro saw a pearl butt come out. Jedwick muttered softly as he crashed 
over the flimsy table, rolling ithe white man backward out of his chair. He 
twisted, and leapt again. They bowled heavily through the door, rocking 
the flimsy shack. The leather-faced, wiry man struggled up almost suc- 
cessfully, but Jedwick got his feet on Bni* The black kicked scientifically, 
as' a boxer uses'His hands.' V-r 'i:'* • '"r ' ■ -r'/V;/ , 
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In a moment the white man lay ■'$ till, -hi-s head battered. 'His, shirt :was torn 
where his ...stomach had, been .gashed Jedwick felt very., sorry:, for him. How 
foolish the man had been. Jedwick hated to hurt anybody. 

He stopped long enough to bundle the body inside the shack, take an- 
other drink and dip his £aced,n the bucket, of cold water.' It seemed hotter 
in the , sun than ever. 

Now he dumped the pail empty and resumed his trek in the oily tropical 
sun’s glare. In a few moments the w^ater he had drunk sank through the 
pores of his skin and oozed out in driblets. If it’s hotter down in Africa, he 
Joked to himself, Fm glad my folks done been slaves. Yassuh. 

Slaves. : .' ■ 

At least it wasn’t too hot to whistle. Instead of his bit of excoriation of a 
slick-tawkin’ man from Bumminham the great black figure chanted a 
whistley refrain as he trudged on tirelessly toward his destination. He loped 
along, picking the ties carefully. The song w^as a monotonous, fugitive 
melody about a man named Joe, who 

— Done his Susie wrong, yassuh, 

But he love her all the same. 

He seemed almost to skip along the ties to that repetitious lilt. 

Jedwick was, as he saw the shacks of Alexandria’s outskirts loom glar- 
ingly in the terrific blaze of afternoon, neither blithe nor desperate, neither 
coward nor cruel. He was escaping. A criminal — or any man — would. He 
felt very sorry for the gray-haired man, did he not? Of course. Glimpsing 
the freight-yards of Alexandria, Virginia, he lapsed into the weakness of a 
sigh again. Like when the cap’n blowed his wEistle at sundown and yo’ 
pick drapped outn yo’ fingers . . . like when the las’ sack o’ cotton was drug 
down t’ the baler, an’ — , yassuh. He shook these memories off. Jedwick 
wasn’t really a sighing man. 

He hadn’t eaten for forty hours. You travels light and fast and lives offii 
yo’ flesh. But yo’ gits hongry. Whereat you kin promote a vittle or that in 
Alex? Better crawl in one of them cars. They gonna trace that phone cawl. 
Find that wrinkled man an’ they gonna be hell poppin’ round Alex. 

Down in behind the fence. That was the place. He saw a bum duck 
between two cars and hop over the coupling, coming toward him. 

“Hi,” he greeted this specimen. 

“Know what time d’Junction empties goin’ put t’night?” The bum 
screwed up a weather-scarred face, 

“Yassuh. Seven.” ' ■ . ' 

Jedwick thumbed his hand back. . , \ . , : 

■ „ r, “Leggin’ — you ' out ' in that 
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'‘‘Slio nufi, likely, brotheiV' Jedwick answered. 

'‘Got a conpla hours,” said the bum. “They’s a jungle overn ’em weeds. 
Some liver here, an’ haffa loaf o’ breard.” 

Jed wick thanked the man from the North. 

They toasted the liver. The bum, whose name was Sully, dug some whole 
coffee beans out of a bag, battered them on a rock, and had a can going. 
They split the “breard” and the big Negro was very grateful. After the 
meal Sully pulled a razor from a leather bag around his neck and began 
to shave a light beard. Jedwick, in payment for the bum’s life-giving coffee, 
related the incidents of his story. The man shaving exhibited a great 
curiosity concerning the details of Jed wick’s encounter with the brown 
up on the hill yonder. He chuckled, vicariously amused. 

Jedwick added that he had killed the trackman. 

Sully squinted. “You must be one o’ dese tough black boys.” 

“Nossuh,” said Jedwick, particular not to be misunderstood. “Whut else 
I gonna do.?” 

“Coulda flattened him, or tied him up.” Sully put away his razor. 

“Sho’. You Agger out jes’ whut to do. That man had a big gun. He 
gonna blow off my haid ifn I don’t get him.” 

“Every man fer himself, sonny,” the bum shrugged his shoulders. “You 
set.?” 

“Les go git stowed away fo some no-count railroad bull git rampagin’ 
round.” 

They idled through the yard, trained soldiers expertly taking cover back 
of every bump in the topography. Jedwick pried a loose door. Sully was 
boosted half way up. A metallic voice startled them. 

“What you guys doin’.?” 

Sully’s wits left him and he stared up at the man blankly. Jedwick grinned 
with silly surprise. “We’s jes’ gonna ride in, suh.” 

“Oh, yer jist gonna ride in?” 

“Yassuh,” he said innocently. 

“Just gonna ride in.” The voice was pregnant with unpleasant suggestions. 

Jedwick wrinkled his brow into a puzzled expression. “Yassuh, cap’n, 
boss. Ain’t it aw right?” 

“Ain’t it aw right!” he mimicked, and spat. “Where you two bums from?” 

“We, suh?” 

“Who the hell y’ think Fm talkin’ to?” 

“Yassuh. I got a fren in New York, boss,” he explained. “He gits me a 
job in a big apartment house. Sully hyeah goin’ to try to get a job too, cap’n.” 

“Well, maybe I don’t know stiffs no more,” the man said. “Don’t you 
know you can’t ride on no freight train.?” 

“Can’t ride on no freight train?” Jedwick almost believed in this inno- 
cence himself. “Nossuh, boss, nossuh. Is tiiisyere a freight train? Look like 
they is all epty. I never know they: is hahm in ridin’ in epty car. Never 



' NO' MORE TROUBLE FOR JEDWICK' ' 1419' 

would come in hyeah did we .knows' that, suh. Dassit.’’ He was talking fast 
—for his life. 'Tassuli, boss, gentman, suh.” 

The train-bull shook himself impatiently. “Better take yourselfs outa 
here big and pronto,” he said with positiveness, ''or you’ll be gettin’ about 
sixty days apiece for vags.” 

“ ’Scuse us, mister cap’n, boss, suh, yassuh,” Jed wick murm'iired with 
elegant unctuousness, “we is goinV’ 

The Law swung himself up the side ladder and disappeared momen- 
tarily along the line of cars. 

“You gettin’ in?” the black man whispered to Sully coolly. 

Sully backed away. “Not me!” he exclaimed hoarsely. 

Jedwick shook a finger, said “Hi!” got his belly up on the platform, 
clipped the door to, and disappeared into the black interior. 

He heard the bull coming back, tapping on each door. “Hey, you, come 
outa there!” He got to Jedwick’s door and cried, “Hey, you, come outa 
there!” There was only silence inside. Footsteps crunched away along 
the gravel. 

Jedwick lay motionless for an unconscionable time. At last the train gave 
three bone-rattling jerks that knocked him into another corner. The 
couplings shrieked, another gentle bump, and the train moved slowdy out 
of the yards. The engineer’s hoot-hoot sounded to Jedwick’s ears like a wild 
psean to freedom. The car was like a furnace, but of course he didn’t care. 

He crawled over to the door and lay with his head to the floor crack, 
afraid to push the thing ajar. 

Wonder and excitement to freedom! The train rattled on, carriages 
hitting track-cracks with ever-increasing crescendo. Fool, anyone who 
risked life unnecessarily. That trackman. Why hadn’t he let well enough 
alone? Dead now, and nothing gained. Never would he risk the quickness 
of life except in the defense of his own. 

On into the night the bumping freight train sped. North. Where he 
could achieve that departure from the old and sink into the blissful 
anonymity of its millions, renascence, born again, with only dead memories 
to remind him of the past. Yassuh, he speculated. Dassit. Coin’ git free in 
New York. But gotta watch out fo’ that bull. Whereat I wonder is fust 
division stop on thisyere line.^ Some’rs ’long hyeah. He pried the door 
open a crack. The sun had set and blue darkness had fallen over the coun- 
tryside that bobbed swiftly by his limited vision. A hot wind blew in his 
face. 

Yassuh. Like sho’ nufi git me a leetle shet-eye, can’t takin’ no chances. 
Bull goin’ look in these hyeah cars fust crack outn the box do we make a 
division stop. We git in the Junction mornin’ sometime ... then, nigger, 
you is free. Yassuh. Dassit—free! The thought made his brain spin airily. 
No more trouble for Jedwick! - 

Well, no more later; but just now the cars pulled up under brakes and 
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came to a jerking halt. He shoved open the door and glanced out. Black- 
ness. Tall brush alongside the cinder roadbed. Lucky. Jedwick was always 
lucky. He jumped down and squatted behind the weeds. Sure enough. The 
bull had a flashy and he peered into the recesses of every car. Another train, 
a passenger, thundered on past in the opposite direction. Jedwick waited 
until the freight train began to move, then he hopped out like a big rabbit 
scooting across an open space, and swung himself up into the car. That was 
all right. He was good for another hour. 

That hour found him asleep. Fatigue fells all men, Jedwick fell asleep, 
woke when the train stopped again— which was too late. He was on his 
knees when the light flashed in. 

“What the hell you doin’ in there,?” the bull shouted. 

Jedwick, a thinking animal in danger, murmured in a much broader 
accent than his own, “Cain’t po’ man rahd in disyere train, yo’ honoah.?” 

“Cornin’ outa there.?” 

“Sho gwine come out, passuh.” 

He jumped down, but squatted his great frame into a much smaller 
figure. The railroad bull clicked his light into Jedwick’s face. “Say, ain’t 
you the same nigger I chased in Alexandria.?” 

“Whut Alesandria.?” 

“Din I tell yer to stay outa them cars.?” 

“Me, yo’ honah.? Nossuh.” Jedwick exhibited surprise. 

“Hell I ain’t!” 

“Nossuh,” Jedwick said gently but firmly. 

“Where’d y’ git on.?” 

“Bout a nour back yander, yo’ honah, suh. Ah bo’d de train when de cyahs 
stoppin’ sahd them there weeds. ’Scuse me, suh.” 

“Well,” said the man, not exactly satisfied, “git on outa here. You can’t 
ride in these here trains. An’ I ketch y’ ridin’ agin,” he showed Jedwick an 
army Colt strapped to his trousers, “I’m gonna plug ya,” He meant it. “I 
see you agin,” the white man added, “you git it.” 

Jedwick hunched his shoulders. “Fse so’y, yo’ honah. Ah gone git away 
f’om hyeah jes lahk y all say. Gone right now.” He started off toward the 
rear of the train. “Ain’t meant nary hahm, suh,” he murmured. 

“See you stay ’way,” the bull called after him. 

When the freight train pulled out again Jedwick was on it. After the 
next stop the bull knew he was on it. It was a game of hide and seek. At 
each stop the Negro ran for coyer in the weeds, and thanked the night 
for being darker than the ace of spades. He saw the blue steel of a gun 
behind the flash as the detective prowled through the cars. 

Jedwick wondered why the .man. wouldn’t let well enough alone. Damn 
me! but people sho’ huntin’ ; trouble wid big guns. Why fo’ ever body 
come messin’ ’round me.? What I wanna harm nobody fo’.? They keeps 
messin’ ’round stid leavin’, me be, ah’ mo- trouble happen fo’ you know it. 
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That man goin’ kill me ifn he'ke,tches me, he thought^ or I goin’ try to kill 
him. Why anybody want kill someone else? 

The bull wouldn’t, of course, let well enough alone. He knew there was 
only one way to nab the black bastard— that was on the moving train. There 
was some danger in that, but the bull didn’t consider danger. His job was 
to get that pernicky nigger the hell and gone off his train. 

Crawling along the tops of the cars, he swung himself down over the one 
he suspected. He gently wedged it open and slipped in. Jedwdck sat square 
in front of the door, his legs spread and tensed, waiting. The bull plopped 
bemeen the black man’s outstretched legs, and Jedwick caught him full 
in the face with a large but cunning heel. The man’s pistol cracked against 
the side of the car, and the white bull’s body dropped out like a sack of 
potatoes and hit the cinders with a thud. Jedwick sighed as at the com- 
pletion of an unpleasant duty. Trouble, he thought philosophically; why 
people alius huntin’ ’round fo’ trouble? 

The sunrise got pink in the east. He sized up the land about him. Wasn’t 
but a few minutes out of the Junction. Better slip off before that cop was 
missed. Shortly the freight slowed. He hopped it from the ladder. 

It was a mile or so to the highway. The sun was just blazing up properly. 
Another boiling day. A truck was the thing. 

Free. Escape was almost certain now. They couldn’t pin the railroad bull’s 
accident on him. And Alabama would never get him if he reached New 
York. Of course he’d reach New York. One of those wonderful red vans 
came chugging up the highway. By God, this was luck! A colored chauffeur 
was at the wheel. Going right into the city. Jedwick’s luck was an enchanted 
affair. When the truck approached he flicked his hand and smiled teethily. 
The driver jammed his brakes. Didn’t he say his luck was magic? 

“Sho’ nice of you,” he said as he skipped up on the seat. He sank into the 
leather cushion blissfully. “Yassuh.” 

“Goin’ into New York?” 

"Yassuh.” 

“Where you from?” 

“Been bummin’ my way up from the Districk,” said Jedwick. “Ole feller 
goin’ far as the las’ town in a little Fo’d brang me thus far.” 

“I got a samwich I ain’t et,” said the driver. “You’re perfectly welcome 
to it.” 

“Sho’ nice of you,” he repeated. He took the sandwich and swallowed it 
whole. “My name Jedwick,” he grunted past, the last mouthful. 

At Canal and Sixth Avenue the driver said, “Like you to drop off here, 
buddy. I get caught ridin’ anybody, iny it’s jes’.too bad fo’ me.” 

“Yassuh,” said Jedwick gratefully. “Sho’ nice of you.” He dropped down 
and the truck turned up Sixth Avenue. . ■ 
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IF YOU CANT BE GOOD, BE 
CAUTIOUS 

T. 0. Beachcroft 

(1902- } 

A.N OLD LYCETT LORRY camc lumbcringly into a garage near the Great West 
Road. This was a ramshackle place with a draughty concrete yard, corru- 
gated iron roofs, and doors hanging by a hinge. It was much used by lorry 
drivers as a port of call for a chat. 

‘Hullo, Tom,’ said the garage hand to the driver of the lorry. ‘You 
haven’t been this way lately.’ 

‘Hullo,’ said Tom. ‘Cheerio, everyone. Fli have six gallons of the usual, 
please, and perhaps Bessie will give me a cup of tea if I promise her a kiss.’ 

Presently Tom, sitting in the cab of his lorry and stirring his tea with a 
pencil, shouted: ‘Did you hear about that young fellow who works for our 
crowd — Bob Curtain Curt, we all call him. He’s been up before the 
magistrates to-day.’ 

‘No, go on,’ said the garage hand. ‘What for — speeding.?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said Tom. ‘It wasn’t anything to do with driving. He’s a 
bit of a lad.’ 

At that moment a second Lycett lorry swung into the filling station, 
rather too fast, scattering a heap of gravel and a couple of buckets. It 
pulled up with a jerk, almost striking the tailboard of Tom’s lorry. It was 
Curt. 

‘Hullo, young fellow,’ said Tom. ‘How did you get on to-day.? So they 
didn’t put you in quod.?’ 

Curt got out of his lorry and glared at him without answering. He began 
to lounge round the yard with his hands in his pockets. 

‘No,’ he said at length. ‘Nor are they likely to.’ 

‘Well,’ said Tom. ‘What was it all about.? What was the trouble.?’ 

‘Nothing. All a lot of rot. Just those blasted bobbies trying to put me 
wrong.’ 

‘But what was the charge?’ said Tom, ‘If it isn’t a rude answer. If you 
don’t mind my asking.’ 

‘No, I don’t mind,’ said Curt. ‘Why should I? It was carrying a gun 
without a licence, if you want to know.’ 

;; Tom pushed his cap off his forehead, and shook his head. ‘Well, you’re 
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a funny one/ said the garage hand, ‘What on earth do, .you want 'With a 
.gun?’ ■ ■ 

‘No harm in it/ said Curt. ‘Fm just interested in fire-arms, that’s all.’ 

‘What did the magistrate say?’ 

‘Oh, a lot of stuff. He tried to make the most of it. Anybody’d have 
thought Fd committed a crime. A lot of talk about getting into bad com- 
pany. I didn’t listen to half of it.’ 

‘Well, it’s all right, isn’t it?’ said Tom. ‘He let you off scot free?’ 

‘No, he didn’t. I was bound over. I’ve got to go and report every bloody 
month.’ 

‘Well, there’s no great harm in that.’ 

‘Yes, there is/ said Curt. ‘That’s just the swine of it. Didn’t I tell you Fd 
got a better job?’ 

‘I do remember something. What was it?’ 

‘It was up in Manchester, that’s what it was, driving a taxi for a chap I 
know. It was a good opening. Now this has mucked everything up. I can’t 
take it.’ 

Curt went on mouching round the yard with his hands in his pockets. 
‘Damn fools,’ he said. ‘Damned swines. I tell you what it is, Tom. Those 
swines of police: once they’ve got their hands on you, they mean to get 
you. They mean to put you wrong. Fd like to get hold of that fool of a 
magistrate.’ 

‘Well,’ said Tom. ‘Fm sorry. Still, if you can’t be good, be cautious. That’s 
what I always tell my kids. “Be good if you can, and if you can’t, be cau- 
tious!’” 

A silence followed this. 

‘Sorry,’ said Tom self-consciously. ‘It ain’t often I go chucking these 
pearls of wisdom round. Where are you for to-night, Curt? Bristol?’ 

‘Taunton,’ said Curt. ‘I’ve got a load of petrol — hundreds of gallons. 
Some muck the boss has got hold of cheap.’ 

‘Fm on that game, too. I’ve got to go and pick my load up, then I’ll be 
getting along.’ 

‘Right,’ said Curt. ‘We’re meeting at the usual place later on. That fel- 
low Sid’s coming.’ 

‘I’ll be there,’ said Tom. ‘Cheer up, you’ll be all right.’ 

Curt nodded. He cranked up his lorry and moved off but, after driving 
for a few minutes, decided to wait on the Great West Road for Tom to 
catch him up. He wanted to unburden himself. 

It was now the brown dusk of an October twilight. Lights began to 
gleam in the evening. A brooding silence fell, and was shattered, and fell 
again as an occasional lorry crashed by on the first stage of a long night 
:j:0urney.y:/';;''r:^^^ 

The river’s vaporous breath swirled up from Kew, from Gunnersbury, 
from Brentford. It coiled round the lamps and across the tattered half- 
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made roads and dying fields. Curt shuddered. He felt tlie raw edge of the 
mist against his skin. Its looming shapes hung before him, filling his mind 
with vague fears of the police, of the bosses, and the power they held over 
his: whole-' lif e, 

Presently he found a man in a mackintosh was looking up into the cab 
of the lorry, 'and asking for a lift, 

'Get up if you like,’ said Curt, rousing himself. 'She’s not exactly one of 
those super luxury coaches, still, she gets along somehow. Where do you 
want to go tor’ 

'Oh, west,’ said the other. 

Curt laughed, 'West?’ he said. 'That seems a bit uncertain. I mean, do you 
want to go to Bath or Cardiff or Salisbury? They’re all west from here. 
Where are you aiming for?’ 

'Where are you going?’ said the stranger. 

‘Oh, me; I’m going down past Bristol; but I’m meeting one or two pals 
half-way, and we might find something to do.* 

He found the stranger staring at him. 

'What’s the matter?’ he said. 'We have to do something to amuse our- 
selves. A lot of chaps, who drive lorries, don’t get home for a week or 
more together, so we arrange meeting-places on the road.’ 

'What for?’ 

'Oh, just for a bit of talk; you get to feel a bit cut off when you live and 
sleep on one of these barrows for days together. The married men feel it 
most, and this night driving, too, it works on you. Of course, the bosses try 
to stop our meeting, but then they do so many things against the Act all 
the time, what the hell can they expect?’ 

'Do they?’ said the stranger. ‘What sort of things? You mean they keep 
you on too long hours?’ 

'Yes, of course I do,’ said Curt angrily. 'You aren’t on their side, are you? 
Because if you are you can get a lift off somebody else, see? I’ll pull up 
right away.’ 

He began to slow down. 

'All right, mate. That’s all right,’ the stranger said hastily. 'It isn’t my 
trade, you see. I was only asking.’ 

'Well, I’m telling you. How would you like to drive fifty-seven hours, on 
a stretch, with only three hours off the whole time? That’s what happened 
to a London man last week. I knew him slightly; the chap. lived round 
Dalston way. Then he crashed, and got killed. At the inquest it came out 
that he’d been driving for fifty-seven hours without sleep. He leaves a wife 
and kiddies. He was quite a young xhap, not much older than me. How 
would you like that?’ 

The stranger made no answer. 

'Bit thick isn’t it?’ said Curt. 'Bit bloody thick, isn’t it? By God, it makes 
me see red. They’re all . the; same, aU these bosses. To hell with them! An 
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extra quid’s worth more, to them than, a, man’s, happiness, or,: avmaii’s.life. 
And the police are simply there, to back them '■up. .That’s, what \I say. Throat" 
cutting would be a damn sight too good for them.’ 

The stranger still made no answer. 

; It^was now : quite , dark. They rushed along in that narrow and lonely- 
world, that closes, , round night d,rivers. They' sped, through 'an endless 
silent tunnel — a cave of darkness. The' yellow light of the headiamps 
, flashed on the ribbed, walls 'and' roo'fs^. to- this side and. that as. deep "banks 
and hedges streamed past. Trees, remote and still, stood for an instant be- 
fore them, their leaves showing faint and dusty in the light. Then they 
vanished. The headlamps bored and bored through the darkness of the 
tunnel. Occasionally a fast-moving car slipped quietly by them. 

The stranger watched Curt as his talk ran on and on. He was a young 
man, twenty-three, or twenty-four at the most. He was good looking, 
unshaved, unwashed, with black, oily smears on his forehead and face. His 
hair flew in the wind, and he lounged at ease behind the wheel, driving 
the lorry with reckless speed and skill. He talked ceaselessly, seeming to 
keep only half his attention on the yellow rings of light, and the wall of 
darkness ahead. 

They scraped a corner, two wheels mounting a bank and tilting the lorry 
up at a sharp angle, 

‘All right, all right,’ said Curt. ‘Don’t get windy. It’s this blasted steering. 
You just ought to feel the back lash. I tighten up the ball joints after every 
journey. The worm-and-segment’s not too good. Takes a bit of getting used 
to. Of course the boss got her cheap, and he’s never spent a penny on re- 
pairs yet.’ 

‘How are the brakes .f’’ said the stranger. 

‘Brakes.?’ said Curt. ‘They’re comic. I oughtn’t to take her out on the 
road like this at all, really. The hand brake acts on the back wheel, only 
it doesn’t act. And I don’t like using the foot-brake much; it puts too much 
strain on the rear gearbox bearing.’, 

‘Why don’t you drive slower.?’ said the stranger. ‘Be more careful.’ 

‘Hells bells,’ said Curt. ‘You couldn’t drive much slower. Still, I expect 
you’re wise. A pal of mine was telling me to be cautious only to-day. What 
he said to me was: “If you can’t be good, be cautious.” Don’t you think 
that’s a pretty good way of putting it,?’. 

The stranger said nothing. 

‘Well,’ said Curt, ‘I think it is> especially when the police are such swine. 
They love to get it in for you.’ 

‘What makes you say that.?’’ . , \ , 

‘Because they are,’ said Curt angrily. , 

: ‘I’ll tell you what’s been happening to me/ And he drew the lorry up 
at the side of the road and looked intently down the long moonlit stretch 
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' ‘Or perhaps I .won’t tell you/' he saidvTm afraid FIl have to put you off 
here— 'IVe got to meet some friends of mine.’ 

As the stranger was getting down, another lorry lumbered by, and Tom 
leaned out of the cab and waved to Curt. 

'Look here,’ said Curt. 'We’re getting near Savernake. This is all Lord 
Harleigh’s Estate round here; if you care to wait a bit, you’ll get another 
lift. Sorry I can’t take you any further.’ 

'That’s all right,’ said the other man. 'I shall do fine.’ 

'So long,’ said Curt. 'Good luck, old man.’ 

He let in his clutch, and with many jolts the transmission took up the 
load and the lorry started forward. In a mile or two he swung oil into a 
side lane and nosed cautiously along. It was little more than a soft, grassy 
track. The trees of a thick wood bordered it on each side — their branches 
scraping and slapping the lorry as it passed. Then his headlights picked 
out a dark, bulky shape under the boughs, and he pulled up. As his eyes 
became accustomed to the clouded moonlight, he saw there were two 
other lorries waiting for him. 

'Hullo,’ said Curt. 'Cheerio, Tom. Hullo, Sid, how’s things.?’ 

Sid was on the road from Bristol up to London. He had brought a 
friend with him, a butcher’s assistant from Bristol, who wanted a night out. 
Curt promised to take the butcher back to Bristol by the morning. 

'Who was it that you were talking to when I passed.?’ said Tom. 

‘Oh, just a chap Fd given a lift to,’ said Curt. 

'You’re a fool to go picking up with people,’ said Sid. ‘As long as you 
didn’t start blabbing to him ’ 

'Of course not,’ said Curt. 'What do you take me for? I think I shall 
turn round right away/ he went on. ‘Might as well get it done.’ 

Sid nodded. 

'How’s she starting up nowadays?’ he asked. 

'Not too bad. It takes two of us most mornings. When I swing her alone, 
it leaves me feeling as if I hadn’t the guts left to pull the skin off a rice 
pudding.’ 

Tom laughed. 

‘Blow the top off a glass of beer, you mean,’ he said. 

‘When Fm too weak for that, I’ll give you the beer,’ said Curt. After a 
lot of manoeuvring he backed his lorry round. 

'Aren’t you chaps going to turn?’ he said, getting down. 

‘Why?’ said Sid. 'Plenty of time later. Are you getting windy?’ 

Sid was a country chap by birth — yet he looked more of a townee than 
either of the others. His hair was black, and smoothed back, and he wore 
a bright-coloured jumper, and a ring on his signet finger. 

. They spoke all the time in low voices, saying as little as they could. 
Presently they fell silent, 

'Well/ said Curt. ‘Shall we start?’ . 
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'Might as well/ said Sid. 'Rouse up, Tom/ 

'Not me, Sid/ said Tom, who was sitting with his feet up in the cab of 
his lorry. Tm not in this. Fve got a wife and two kids at home.’ 

'Come on/ said Sid. 'It’s only a bit of sport.’ 

'Not me/ said Tom. 'You’d better buck up. It’ll be daylight soon,’ 

Curt left Tom in his lorry, and walked off with the others in the darkness. 
His heart was beating. 

'What’s the idea?’ he whispered to Sid. 'Same as last time?’ 

‘Yes/ said Sid. ‘That/and a bit more. Don’t talk. There’s the torch; keep 
by me, I know this place like a book.’ 

Sid moved so quickly and quietly in the dense darkness under the trees 
it was hard to keep track of him. Curt could feel the other fellow, the 
butcher, somewhere close by, though he couldn’t see him. 

Suddenly Sid crouched down. 

'Wait/ he said. He touched Curt’s arm. 'Quick, you fool.’ 

Curt knew what to do. He shone the electric torch full on the branches 
of the tree about him. In the sudden glare, it seemed that the whole tree 
was full of roosting pheasants as a hen house. They showed up black and 
flustered in the sudden light. 

Sid at once fired into the tree point blank with a sawmoff sporting gun. 
There was an immense crash of noise, which filled the whole night with 
repeated echoings: wings beat and branches rustled. 

Curt felt a touch on his arm. 

'I’ve got two,’ said Sid. 'Quick, we’d better move away from here.’ 

After a little while they stopped and Sid gave Curt the dead birds. 

‘This is a good place,’ said Sid. 'Let’s try again.’ 

'That shooting will bring along every keeper in the place,’ said Curt. 
‘That’s enough for one night. I always said it was a damn fool way.’ 

'Don’t get milky/ said Sid. ‘Put the light on.’ 

Another tree was silhouetted: the gun crashed again. They got another 
bird. 

‘Christ!’ said Sid. 'There’s someone coming.’ They lay stock still. Curt 
could feel his heart in the roots of his tongue. The footsteps were coming 
■■nearer. ■ ■ 

A voice called. Sid whispered: ‘They’re coming this way.’ 

Suddenly there was a light in the trees, and the voices were right on 
top of them. 

‘Run!’ said Sid. 

Curt found himself at once alone, running over the broken ground in 
pitch darkness. There were loud shouts and lights just behind, and he 
hurled the two birds away as he ran. He plunged into brambles, which 
slashed his face and his clothes. 

He fought with the clinging brambles frenziedly, as if they had been 
hands in the darkness holding him. He felt they nearly had him now. He’d 
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put himself in their hands this time. What was going to happen? 

Then he w^as clear of the brambles and running on open grass skirting 
the side of the wood. sheep starting up in the darkness across a 

field. Then he found he was no longer being followed. He lay for a while in 
the deepest shadow, till the distant voices died right away. 

After wandering in the woods for another half-hour, he found his way 
to the lorries. The others were still missing. 

‘Youke a damn fool,' Tom said, when he told him tvhat had happened. 
‘Why can’t you keep out of this sort of thing for a bit?’ 

They waited, Curt only anxious now to get away as quickly as possible. 
Presently they heard voices. 

The clouds were clearing and the moonlight grew brighter every mo-, 
ment. They saw Sid and the other man coming towards them dragging a 
heavy burden. 

‘What the hell ’ said Tom. 

It was the carcase of a newly killed last season’s lamb, Tom took a look 
at it and went to the handle of his lorry. 

‘When it comes to sheep-stealing,’ he said, ‘I’m going.’ 

‘Don’t be in such a hurry,’ said Sid. ‘What d’you think I brought a 
butcher with me for? You stay and have a joint off it, Tom.’ 

‘Not me,’ said Tom. 

‘Look here,’ said Sid to Curt. 'You're going to take this bloke back to 
Bristol, aren’t you? He knows just where to sell this bit of mutton.’ 

Til get you retail prices for it,’ said the butcher. 

‘Right,’ said Sid. ‘We’ll just sling it on Curt’s lorry.’ 

‘All right,’ said Curt, watching them, but his heart sank. 

‘Don’t you take it,’ said Tom; 

‘Shut your mouth,’ said Sid. ‘He’ll take it.’ 

‘All right,’ said Curt. ‘Let’s move off. I’ve had enough for one night.’ 

‘It’s easy,’ said Sid. ‘We’ll do it again.’ He spoke with perfect assurance. 

Curt started up his lorry. But as the engine fired and banged into life in 
the night silence, they heard the sound of another car. All listened, look- 
ing at each other without speaking. ‘It’s only a car passing in the distance,’ 
Curt thought. But what if it were something else — someone who’d got 
wind of them? The sound was coming nearer, then he saw headlights 
flash. In another moment a car bumped slowly into view along the rough 
lane. 

. ‘Christ!’ said Sid. ‘That’s a police car — a Morris.’ 

Curt leaped into the driving seat, of his lorry, raced the engine, and let in 
the clutch. His was the only one. of the three lorries which faced the way 
of escape: and he had the stolen sheep; 

. , As the car approached his lorry jerked forward. In the glare of his head- 
lights Curt saw the man who Lad ^.travelled with him, and he could see 
now. that he had plain-clothes-man written all over him. 


1,429 


IF, YOU CAN’T BE:G00D,': BE CAUTIOUS 

■The: swine/ he said = to W : 

In another ' moment 'he was ^ clanging up the broken. :'la:n€. The .lorry 
lurched from^^^one: side to the .other .asTe. struck 'deep ruts and. '.pits. He held 
on to the steering-wheel with' all his- .strength^ letting 'the engine ga..t.her 
power. He could feel the dangerous give ofthe steering-gear as the ..fro:nt 
wheels took shock after shock. 

After a few;, minutes of this rough work,.' he turned .out .into the main 
road. He^ was'on a 'long, straight stretch, dipping and ris.i.ng in the moon- 
light. With the accelerator jammed against the footboards he was sooii 
doing fifty down the slopes. Then he saw the headlights of another car 
rising and dipping behind him. He was being chased. Soon he knew the 
car behind was coming up quickly. The headlights began to lighten the 
road all round him. His lorry was making noise enough for a traction en- 
gine. He crashed and thundered down the hills. Every bolt in the old Lycett 
banged and rattled. The wheel kicked violently in his hands, he could 
hardly hold it. He was only waiting for something to go. 

The deep shadows of the trees and banks tumbled by him, writhing as 
they went; streaming, interlacing, barring his way. The black silhouette of 
his own lorry hovered beside him. He felt the car drawing nearer: he felt 
hands closing in on him. Dark fears of punishment, imprisonment, bubbled 
up from his lowest level. What would they do with him.f^ 

He clutched the wheel more firmly. The other car was right on him. A 
side turning rushed towards him, and he wrenched his lorry round. It 
struck a bank, swayed at a sickening angle, and then was on the road 
again. The turning was a narrow lane, climbing steeply. 

He heard shouts behind him and knew that the other car had overshot 
the turning. He raced his engine in low gear, climbing slowly. By the time 
he had reached the top of the hill he saw the lights coming after him again. 

Then he was rushing, thirty, forty, fifty miles an hour again, holding 
desperately to a narrow dropping road that overhung a deep valley. The 
road on his near side vanished into sheer emptiness. 

The engine began to pop back in the carburetor. Curt knew there was 
plenty of petrol and he had cleaned the pipes and filters recently. An inlet 
valve must have burnt out or stuck. He muttered curses to himself. 

Then he could see a flame through the floorboards, where the clutch 
pedal came through. As he glanced down, it was spreading. He opened the 
offside door in readiness. He tried the brakes, but they made no difference. 

1 shall be dead before they get me,’ he thought. 1 shall be dead in five 
minutes.’ - ■■ ■ 

He heard a loud metallic crash against the bottom of the crankcase. At 
the same instant he found the steering-wheel twdsting loosely in his hands. 
The track rod’s gone/ he thought. That’s the end.’ \ 

His lorry leapt up the offside bank at fifty miles an hour; it lurched off 
and rushed at the other edge. Curt tried. to jufhp clear, and saw the clouds 
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and stars beneath his feet. Then the lorry came over on top of him — a huge 
black hurtling mass , 

At the same instant the Morris car with a dry skid and a scream of brakes 
drew up in his tracks. Two men flung the door open and began to climb 
out. For a second or so they watched in silence. 

With crash after crash the lorry plunged down into the valleyj turning 
over and over. It came to rest, and instantly a column of red flame rose 
straight in the darkness as the petrol exploded into fire. Then it turned to 
smoke and fitful bursts of flame thirty and forty feet high. 

'Good God,’ said one of the policemen. 'That’s the end of him.’ 

Woung fool, young fool.’ 

They began to stumble quickly down the hill in the darkness. 

Curt watched them vanish. He was lying beside the hedge where he had 
been thrown as the lorry overturned. He found he was quite unhurt. 

As the police officers vanished in the darkness, he began to walk quickly 
away. 

'It was bad luck on Curt,’ he began thinking to himself. ‘But perhaps he’s 
better dead. I’ll be in Manchester to-night. I’ll be in Manchester to-night, and 
start on that new job.’ 

’ After a few minutes walking and running the flames were hidden by a 
shoulder of the hill and he slackened his pace. 

Til get away with it all right,’ he whispered. ‘I shall always get away with 
it. Watch me!’ 

THE BALL 

Irene Jlemirovsky 

(1905- ) 

TRANSLATED BY VYVYAN HOLLAND 


IVIadame kampf entered the school-room and shut the door so sharply 
behind her that the draught made by it caused all the glass crystals of the 
chandelier to knock together with a clear, bell-like tinkle. But Antoinette 
did not interrupt her reading, her head bowed so low -over the desk that her 
hair swept the pages of her book. Her mother looked at her for a moment in 
silence; then she crossed the room and stood before her with her arms 
folded over her chest. 

“You might at least get up when your mother comes into the room!” she 
shouted at her. “Or can’t you? Perhaps, you’re glued to your chair? What 
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From tHe next room'‘ came the' sound of a sewing-machine keeping time 
with'a song'whose' words: 'What^shalM do, what s'hali I do, when 70.11 .are 
gone away '. V . ' were '.being sung in an undertone by a clear: but .un- 

trained voice. • 

“Miss BettyrVcalled Madame Kampf. 

: ' “Yes, Madame 'KampfP’ 

The English girl slid in through the half-open door. She had pink cheeks, 
soft, rather timid eyes and long, honey-coloured hair swathed rGiind her 
'neat head. ■■ 

“I engaged you to look after my daughter and to educate her, didn’t I?’^ 
began Madame Kampf severely, “and not to spend your time making your- 
self frocks. Doesn’t Antoinette know that she must get up when her mother 
comes into a room?” 

“Oh, Antoinette, how=' could you.'^” cried the governess in a sort of 
wounded, bird-like twdtter. 

Antoinette was standing up now, balancing herself awkwardly on one 
foot. She was a tall, thin child of fourteen with the pale face natural to her 
age, which was so fleshless that to the eyes of grown-up people it looked 
like a round light-coloured blur, without features save a pair of heavy, dark- 
ringed eyes and a small, tightly shut mouth. Fourteen, with budding breasts 
that strained her tight school dress and seemed to hamper the w^eak childish 
body. Large feet and those long sticks, ending in red hands, which one day, 
who knows, might become the most lovely arms in the world. A fragile- 
looking neck and fine, straight, pale, short hair. 

“You know, Antoinette, your manners are quite deplorable, my poor 
child. Sit down. I’ll come in again and you will be good enough to get up 
at once, do you understand?” 

Madame Kampf went back to the door and opened it again. Antoinette 
rose slowly and with such obvious reluctance that her mother pursed her 
lips threateningly and asked her sharply: 

“You’re not sulky by any chance are you. Miss?” 

“No, Mother,” replied Antoinette in a low voice. 

“Then why do you put on that face.f^” 

Antoinette smiled in a sort of laborious, craven effort that distorted her 
features painfully. Sometimes she hated grown-up people so much that she 
would have liked to kill them, to disfigure them or at least to stamp on the 
floor and scream: “Oh, how you bore me!” But she had been afraid of her 
parents from her very earliest childhood. Years before, when Antoinette 
was quite little, her mother had often taken her on her lap and hugged and 
kissed and caressed her. Antoinette had forgotten all that, but she retained 
firmly fixed In her mind the memory of outbursts in an exasperated voice, 
above her head; “The child’s always getting under my feet! You’ve ruined 
my dress again with your dirty shoes! Go and stand in the corner, do you 
hear? That’ll teach you! Little fool!” And one day— for the first time in her 
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life she had wanted to die on that day— at the corner of a street^ during a 
scene her mother had suddenly cried out in a rage^ so loud that passers-by 
had turned round to see what was happening: 'Tou want your face slapped, 
do you?” and then a stinging smack, in the open street. She was eleven at 
the time and tall for her age. The grown-up people in the street had not 
mattered so much; but at that very moment some boys were coming out of 
school and they had looked at her and laughed and shouted: ‘'How’s that, 
old girl?” And their sniggers had pursued her as she walked with her head 
bowed in the autumn twilight, while the street lamps danced through her 
tears. And her mother had gone on: “Can’t you stop snivelling? What a 
foul temper you’ve got. When I punish you, it’s for your own good, do you 
hear? That will teach you not to annoy me again!” 

Horrible people. And nowadays, just in order to torture her and torment 
her and humiliate her, it was nothing from morning till night but: “Look 
how you’re holding your fork!” (And in front of the footman too.) “Sit up 
straight! Do try not to look like a hunchback!” She was fourteen now, she 
was a young woman and, in her day-dreams, a beautiful and admired one. 
Men spoiled her and petted her, just as Andre Sperelli did to Helene and 
Marie and Julien de Suberceaux to Maud de Rouvre in the books she had 
been reading. Love! She started. Madame Kampf was still talking. 

“And if you think I get you an English governess for you to have manners 
like that, you’re wrong, my beauty.” 

And then in a quieter voice, while she pushed back a strand of hair that 
had fallen across her daughter’s forehead, she said: 

“You always forget that we are rich now, Antoinette.” 

She turned to the governess : 

“Miss Betty, there are a lot of things I want you to do this week. I’m 
giving a ball on the fifteenth.” 

“A ball?” echoed Antoinette, opening her eyes wide. 

“Yes,” said Madame Kampt with a smile, “a ball.” 

She looked at Antoinette with a self-satisfied look in her eyes, then she 
nodded stealthily in the direction of the English girl. 

“You haven’t told her anything?” 

“No, Mother,” declared Antoinette emphatically. 

She was aware of this constant anxiety on her mother’s part. At the 
start — that is, two years before — when they had left the old Rue Favart after 
lucky stock-exchange speculations by Alfred Kampf, first on the fall of the 
franc and afterwards on that of the pound sterling in 1926, speculations 
which had made them rich, Antoinette had been called into her parents’ 
room every morning. Her mother would be sitting up in bed polishing her 
fingernails. In the dressing-room. next door her father, a spare little Jew with 
very bright eyes, would be shaving, washing and dressing with that mad 
haste which characterised all ,hi$ actiohs.and which had formerly earned him 
the nickname of “Fire’’ from his German-Jewish friends on the exchange. 


" 1433 ' 


THE BALL 

He had kicked his heels on the'broad steps of the exchange for .a great/inany 
years. Antoinette knew that before then he had been employed'at the: Bank 
of Paris, and that' at an 'even more remote period he had been a page, boy 
in a blue livery at the door of the Bank. Shortly before Antoinette’s birth 
he had married his mistress, Mademoiselle Rosine, the manager’s typist, 
and for eleven years they had lived in a gloomy little flat behind the Opera 
Comique. Antoinette remembered how she used to do her home-work in 
the evenings on the dining-room table while the servant washed iip noisily 
in the kitchen, and Madame Kampf read novels, her elbows on the table 
beneath the light, which consisted of a large ground-glass globe in which a 
bright gas-flame spluttered. Sometimes Madame Kampf would heave a deep 
sigh of irritation, so loud and so sudden that it made Antoinette jump. 
Kampf would then ask: “What’s the matter now.?” And Rosine would an- 
swer: “It makes me sick to think of all the people living happily and in 
comfort while I spend the best years of my life in this filthy hole, darning 
your socks.” 

Kampf would shrug his shoulders without a word. Then Rosine would 
usually turn towards Antoinette and say very angrily : “What are you listen- 
ing for.? You’ve no right to listen to what grown-ups say.” And she would 
go on: “Yes, my girl, if you’re going to wait until your father makes his 
fortune, as he’s kept on promising to do ever since we were married, you’ve 
a long time to wait. A lot of water will pass under the bridge. You’ll grow 
up and you’ll have to go on waiting, as your poor mother has done.” And 
when she uttered the word “waiting”, a vaguely pathetic expression 
would pass over her hard, drawn, sullen features, v^^ affected Antoinette 
despite herself and often made her instinctively put her lips up to her 
mother’s face. 

“My poor child,” Rosine would say, stroking her forehead. But once she 
had cried: “Oh, leave me alone! You infuriate me. You’re just as exasperat- 
ing yourself!” And never again had Antoinette tried to kiss her except in 
the morning and in the evening, kisses which mean as little between parents 
and children as the hand-shakes of two strangers. 

And then one day they had suddenly become rich, how she had never 
quite understood. They had gone to live in a large white apartment and her 
mother had her hair dyed a beautiful bright gold colour. Antoinette stole a 
timid glance at that flamboyant head which she did not recognise. 

“Antoinette,” ordered Madame Kampf, “tell me again. What do you say 
when people ask you where we lived last year.?” 

“Don’t be silly,” Kampf would say from the next room. “Who do you 
think is going to talk to the child? She doesn’t know anyone.” 

“I know what I’m doing,” retorted Madame Kampf, raising her voice. 
“What about the servants?” ; . 

“If I hear her saying one word to the' servants, I’ll deal with her. Do you 
understand, Antoinette? She knows that she’s to keep her mouth shut 
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andiearnlier lessons and that’s all-she’a.got to^do.” Andtuming to his, wife: 
“She’s .not, an .idiot, you know.’’ '■ ■ 

But as soon as he had gone, Madame Kampf would start again : 

“If anyone questions you, Antoinette, you must tell them that we lived 
ail the year round in the South. There’s no need to specify whether it was 
at Cannes or at Nice, just say the South . . * unless they press you, then it’s 
better to say Cannes, it sounds better. But of course your father is right; talk 
as little as possible to grown-up people.” 

And she would dismiss her with a wave of her fine bare arm, a trifle too 
plump, on which shone the diamond bracelet which her husband had just 
given her and which she never took off except in her bath. 

Ail this passed vaguely through Antoinette’s mind while her mother 
was asking the governess: 

“Is Antoinette’s handwriting good?” 

“Yes, Madame Kampf.” 

“Why?” asked Antoinette timidly. 

“Because,” explained Madame Kampf, “you can' help me to address enve- 
lopes this evening. You see, I’m sending out nearly two hundred invitations. 
I shall never get through them all alone. Miss Betty, Antoinette may 
go to bed an hour later than usual this evening. Aren’t you glad?” she 
added, turning to her daughter. 

But Antoinette, once more buried in her reflections, said nothing. Madame 
Kampf shrugged her shoulders. 

“The child’s always wool-gathering,” she muttered. “Doesn’t it make you 
feel proud to think that your parents are giving a ball? You’re not very 
affectionate Fm afraid, my poor child,” she ended, with a sigh, leaving the 
room. 

■ ' 

That evening Antoinette, who was usually taken off to bed by her gov- 
erness sharp at nine o’clock, remained behind in the drawing-room with 
her parents. She so seldom entered that room that she gazed curiously at 
the white panelling and the gilt furniture, as though she were in a strange 
house. Her mother pointed to a little table on which were a bottle of ink, 
a pea, a packet of cards and some envelopes. 

“Sit down there. I’ll dictate the addresses to you. Are you coming, my 
dear?” she asked her husband in a louder voice, because the man-servant 
was clearing the table in the next room and for some months the Kampfs 
had always been very formal in their conversation before him. 

■ When Monsieur Kampf came in Rosine whispered to him: “Send the 
menial away, will you, he gets on my nerves.” 

Then, catching Antoinette’s eye^ she coloured and said sharply: 

“Come, George, haven’t you finished yet? Clear away the rest of the 
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Then they three, sat silently In thdr chairs until .the ..man had : gone. 
Madame Kampf .sighed. ' ' ' 

, ,'‘I hate that George. 'I,, don’t 'know why I should. When he’s, waiting .at 
table and. I feel that he’s "behind me, -it takes away my appetite. Wliat are 
you grinning like that for, Antoinette.? Come, let’s get to wo..rk. Have you. 
got the list of guests, Alfred ?” 

'Tes,” replied Kampf, “but wait till I get my coat off; it’s hot in here.” 

“Yes, and above all don’t forget not to leave it lying about the room as 
you did last time. I could see from George’s and Lucie’s faces what they 
thought of people sitting in the drawing-room in their shirt-sleeves.” 

“I don’t care a damn what the servants think,” growled Kampf. 

“You’re wrong then. It’s they who make people’s reputation by going 
about gossiping. I should never have known that the Baroness on the third 
floor . . 

She lowered her voice and whispered something which Antoinette did 
not succeed in catching in spite of all her efforts. 

. . had it not been for Lucie, who was with her for three years.” 

Kampf took out of his pocket a piece of paper covered with names and 
erasures. 

“Let’s begin with the people I know, shall we, Rosine.? Write, Antoinette: 
Monsieur and Madame Banyuls. I don’t know their address. You’ve got the 
telephone book there. You can look the addresses out as w^e go along.” 

“They’re very rich, aren’t they?” muttered Rosine in an awed voice. 

“Very.” 

“Do you think they’ll come? I don’t know Madame Banyuls.” 

“Nor do I. But I do business with the husband, and that’s quite enough. 
They say the wife is charming; besides, she hasn’t been invited out much 
by her own set since that business. . . . You know, the notorious orgies in 
the Bois de Boulogne two years ago. . . .” 

“Alfred! Be careful in front of the child!” 

“She doesn’t understand. Write it down, Antoinette. She makes a very 
good start, anyway.” 

“Don’t forget the Ostiers,” said Rosine eagerly, “They’re said to give 
lovely parties,” 

“Monsieur and Madame Ostier d’Arrachon, with two r’s, Antoinette. But 
I won’t guarantee their coming. They’re very stuck up. The wife was 
once . . 

He made a gesture. 

“Not really?” 

“Yes, really. I know someone who often saw her in a bawdy-house in 
Marseilles, Yes, really, I assure you. But that was long ago, nearly twenty 
years. She’s been completely white-washed by her marriage and knows 
some of the best people; she’s very difficult to get hold of. As a general rule 
all women who’ve had a gay youth get like, that ...” 
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“Heavens, how difScult it all is!” sighed Madame Kampf . 

“One has to do things by easy stages, my dear. For your first party you 
want people and more people, as many as you can get hold of. For your 
second or third you can start weeding out. This time you must invite people 
wholesale.”^ ■ ' 

“But if only one were sure of everyone coming. If some of them refuse 
to come I think I shall die of shame.” 

Kampf contorted his face in a silent laugh. 

“If some of them refuse to come you must ash them again next time and 
again the following time. Shall I tell you something? The fact is, to get on in 
Society, one has only to follow literally the precept of the Gospels.” 

“Which one?” 

“ ‘Whoever smiteth thee on the right cheek, turn to him the other also.’ 
Society is the best school in which to learn Christian humility.” 

“I often ask myself,” observed Madame Kampf, vaguely shocked, “where 
you get all your nonsense from.” 

Kampf smiled, 

“Come, come! Let’s get on. Here are some addresses already written out. 
You can just copy them out, Antoinette.” 

Madame Kampf leaned over her daughter’s shoulder as she wrote, bowed 
over the table: 

“Yes, she’s got a very nice handwriting, very well formed. Here, Alfred, 
isn’t Monsieur Julien Nassau the man who went to prison over that swin- 
dle .. . ?” 

“Nassau? Yes, that’s right.” 

“Oh!” murmured Rosine, rather taken aback. 

Kampf said : 

“What’s the matter with you? He’s been cleared, he’s received every- 
where, he’s a charming fellow and above all a very shrewd business man,” 

“Monsieur Julien Nassau, 23b Avenue Hoche,” read Antoinette. “Next, 
please, Father.” 

“That only makes twenty-five,” groaned Madame Kampf. “We’ll never 
get two hundred people, Alfred.” 

“Of course we shall Don’t start fussing. Where’s your own list? All the 
people you met at Nice, at Deauville, at Chamonix last year.” 

Madame Kampf took a note-book from the table. 

“Count Moissi, Monsieur, Madame and Mademoiselle Levy de Brunel- 
, , leschi and the Marquis d’ltcharra: he’s Madame Levy’s gigolo and they’re 
always asked everywhere together.” 

“There really is a husband I suppose?” asked Kampf, doubtfully. 

“Naturally. They’re very respectable people. Here are some more Mar- 
quises. Five altogether. The Marquis de Ligues y Hermosa, the Marquis 
... By the way, Alfred, does one call them by their titles in addressing 
them? I think it’s better, don’t ^youP J^ot Monsieur le Marquis, naturally, 
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like servants^ but dear Marquis,’ Mear.Gountess,' otherwise the .others' won’t 
even know that we’ve got titled guests.” 

“I suppose you’d like to stick a label on their backs, eh?” 

^Oh, you and your stupid jokes! Come, Antoinette, hurry up and copy 
them out, dear.” 

Antoinette wrote for a moment, then she read out loud : 

“Baron ■ and Baroness Levinstein-Levy, the Count and Countess du 
Poirier. . . 

“That’s Abraham and Rebecca Birnbaum,” mused her mother. “They 
bought the title. Silly to call themselves du Poirier. Now I myself . . 

She fell into a deep reverie. 

“Just Count and Countess Kampf,” she muttered. “It doesn’t sound bad 
at all.” 

“We must wait a little,” advised Kampf. “In ten years time perhaps.” 

In the meantime Rosine was sorting out the visiting cards thrown in 
confusion into a malachite bowl ornamented by two gilt-bronze Chinese 
dragons. 

“I wish I knew who all these people were, all the same,” she said. “They’re 
all cards I received at the New Year. Lots of little gigolos whom I met at 
Deauville. ...” 

“You want as many of those as possible. They’re decorative and if they 
dress well . . 

“My dear, you’re joking. They’re all Counts, Marquises or Viscounts at 
the very least. But I can’t put faces to their names, they’re all so exactly 
alike. Though it makes no difference really. You saw what they did at the 
Roth wan de Fiesques ? One greets everyone in exactly the same words : I’m 
so delighted , . and if one is forced to introduce two people to each other 
one smothers the names. No one ever hears them anyway. Look, Antoinette, 
these are quite easy; all the addresses are on the cards themselves.” 

“But, Mother, this is the furniture man’s card.” 

“What’s that? Show me. Yes, she’s right. Heavens! I’m losing my head, 
I really am, Alfred. How many have you got now, Antoinette?” 

“A hundred and seventy-two. Mother.” 

“Oh, well!” 

The Kampfs sighed together in relief and smiled at one another, like two 
actors on the stage after a third recall, with an expression composed of 
happy weariness and triumph. 

“Notbad,eh?” 

“Is ... is Mademoiselle Isabelle Cossette my Mademoiselle Isabelle?” 

. “Why yes.” . - : 

“Oh!” exclaimed Antoinette. “Why are you asking her?” 

She immediately blushed violendy, expecting a sharp: “Mind your own 
business” from her mother; but Madame. Kampf explained awkwardly: ' 

“She’s a kind-hearted woman, and one must .be pleasant to people.” ; 
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‘^Shc' s as sour as a lemon,” protested Antoinette. 

Mademoiselle Isabelle, a cousin of the Kampfs and music-teacHer to 
several families of rich Jewish outside brokers^ was a flat-chested old maid, 
as straight and stiff as a ramrod; she gave Antoinette piano and singing les- 
sons. She was extremely short-sighted, but she never wore glasses, because 
she was vain of her fairly handsome eyes and her thick eyebrows. So she 
glued her long, fleshy, pointed nose, purple with powder, to the score, and 
whenever Antoinette made a mistake she rapped her knuckles with an 
ebony ruler, as flat and hard as herself. She was as malicious and inquisitive 
as an old magpie. The day before her lesson Antoinette would mutter furi- 
ously, in the course of her evening prayers (her father was converted at the 
time of his marriage, so Antoinette had been brought up in the Catholic 
faith) : ‘Tlease God, make Mademoiselle Isabelle die tonight!” 

“The child’s right,” observed Kampf in surprise; “why do you want to 
invite that old fool? You know you can’t bear the sight of her ” 

Madame Kampf shrugged her shoulders impatiently. 

“Oh, you don’t understand a thing. How do you suppose the family 
will hear about it unless I do? Can’t you see Aunt Loridon’s face (you re- 
member she quarrelled with me because I married a Jew) and Julie 
Lacombe’s and Uncle Martial’s and those of all the rest of the family who 
used to put on such condescending airs with us because they were richer 
than we were, you remember? Well, to be perfectly frank with. you, if Isa- 
belle isn’t asked and if I didn’t know that next day they’ll all die of 
jealousy, I’d just as soon not give the ball at all! Send her a card, An- 
toinette.”’ 

“Shall we dance in both drawing-rooms?” 

“Naturally, and in the corridor as well. You know our corridor is rather 
impressive. I’ll hire masses of flowers; you’ll see how well it will look, in the 
big corridor, all the women with ball-dresses and lovely jewelry and all 
the men in dress-clothes. At the Levy de Brunelleschis’ it was a marvellous 
sight. They turned the lights out during the tangos, leaving only two large 
alabaster lamps in the corner with red lights in them.” 

“I don’t like that, it’s too much like a night-club,” 

“Apparently everyone is doing it now; women adore being mauled to 
music. And of course we’ll have supper at small tables.” 

“And why not a buffet to start with?” 

“That’s an idea. They’ll want thawing out a bit when they arrive. We can 
. put the buffet in Antoinette’s room. She can sleep in the linen-room or in 
the little box-room at the end of the passage for one night.” 

Antoinette started violently. She went quite white and asked in a low, 
stifled voice: 

“Mayn’t I stay just for a few minutes?” / 

A ball! Good heavens, could it be possible that within a few yards of 
her there could take place that, splendid thing which she pictured to herself 
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vaguely as a confused mixture' of wild' music^ intoxicating perfumes, and 
brilliant clothesj of words of love whispered in dark, cool, secluded corners, 
and'.that she iierself should be put 'to bed like a baby, at nine, o’clock that 
evening, as on any other evening? Perhaps some of the men who knew that 
Kampf had a daughter would ask where she was; and her mother ’tvoiiid 
reply, with her hateful little laugh: “Oh, she’s been in bed a long time.” 
And yet what harm could it do her for Antoinette, too, to have her share of 
happiness in this world ? Oh, to dance once, only once, in a pretty frock, 
like a real grown-up girl, clasped in a man’s arms! She closed her eyes and 
pleaded once more with a sort of desperate courage, as though she were 
pressing a loaded revolver to her bosom: 

“Only a few minutes, Mother, please!” 

“What?” cried Madame Kampf in amazement. “What’s that? The child 
must be mad ” 

Suddenly Antoinette cried, her features convulsed : 

“I implore you, Mother, I beg of you! Pm fourteen now. I’m no longer a 
ehild. I know one comes out at fifteen; I look fifteen and next year . . 

Madame Kampf broke in: 

“That’s a good one, to be sure!” she cried in a voice hoarse with rage. 
“A brat, a chit like you, at the ball! Can you see it? You w^ait, 111 rid 
you of all your big ideas, my girl! So you think youll be coming out next 
year, do you? Who has been putting ideas like that into your head ? I’ll have 
you know that I’m only just beginning to live myself, do you hear? myself, 
and Fve no intention of saddling myself with a marriageable daughter yet. 
I wonder I don’t box your ears to put some sense into your head,” she went 
on in the same voice, taking a step towards Antoinette. 

Antoinette shrank back and grew still paler; the wild, despairing look in 
her face moved Kampf to a sort of pity: 

“Leave the child alone,” he said, catching hold of Rosine’s outstretched 
hand; “she’s tired and nervy, poor child, and doesn’t know what she’s say- 
ing. Go to bed, Antoinette.” 

Antoinette did not move; her mother pushed her gently by the shoulders. 

“Come, get along with you, and don’t answer back. Be off or it will be the 
worse for you!” 

Antoinette was trembling in every limb, but she got up and went slowly 
and dry-eyed out of the room. 

“Charming,” observed Madame Kampf when she had gone. “She promises, 
w^^ell. However, I was just the same at her age; but Fm not like my own poor 
mother, who could never refuse me anything. Fll tame her, I promise you 
that.” ■ / , - , , 

“She’ll be all right when she’s had a- sleep;, she’s tired; it’s already eleven 
and she’s not used to such late hours;. ' that’s 'wh^^^ put her on edge. Let’s 
get on with the list, it’s much more interesting/’ said Kampf. 
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Miss Betty was awakened in the middle of the night by the sound of sobs 
coming from the next room. She switched on the light and listened for a 
moment through the partition. It was the first time she had heard the child 
cry; as a rulej when Madame Kampf scolded her, Antoinette succeeded in 
swallowing her tears in silence. 

“What’s the matter with you, dear? Are you ill?” the governess asked. 

The sobbing stopped immediately. 

“I suppose your mother has been scolding you. It’s all for your own good, 
Antoinette. Tomorrow you’ll beg her pardon and kiss her and that’ll be the 
end of it; but you must go to sleep now; would you like a hot drink? No? 
You might at least answer me,” she added, as Antoinette still kept 
silence. “Oh, dear! What an awful thing a sulky little girl can be. You’re 
making your guardian angel very unhappy.” 

Antoinette made a face and whispered: “Beastly Englishwoman,” beneath 
her breath and shook her feeble clenched fists at the wall. Selfish beasts, 
hypocrites! All of them. What did they care if she suffocated all by herself 
in the dark through crying so much, or whether she felt as miserable and 
lonely as a lost dog? No one loved her, not a single soul in all the world. 
Couldn’t they see, blind fools, that she was a thousand times more intelli- 
gent, more deserving, more profound than the whole lot of them, these 
people who presumed to bring her up and to educate her? Vulgar, uncul- 
tured upstarts! Oh, how she had been laughing at them all the evening and 
they, naturally, had noticed nothing. She could laugh or cry in front of them 
without their ever noticing anything. ... A child of fourteen, a brat, some- 
thing as contemptible and as negligible as a dog in their eyes. What right 
had they to pack her off to bed, to punish her, to insult her.? “Oh, how I 
wish they’d die!” On the other side of the partition she could hear the 
governess breathing softly in her sleep. Antoinette began to cry again, but 
more gently, tasting the tears which flowed into the corners of her mouth 
and between her lips; suddenly an odd feeling of pleasure came over her; 
for the first time in her life she was crying like this, without making a face 
or hiccoughing, silently, like a woman. Later she would cry other tears like 
these, for love. For a long time she listened to the sobs throbbing in her 
bosom like the deep low rumble of the sea. Her tear-wet mouth tasted of 
salt and water. She lit the lamp and examined herself curiously in the glass. 
Her eyelids were swollen and her cheeks were red and mottled. Like those 
of a little girl who has been whipped. She was ugly, terribly ugly. She began 
to cry again. 

“I want to die! O God! Let me die. O God, O Blessed Virgin Mary, 
why was I made to be born among, them? Punish them, I implore you! 
Punish them just once and then I shall die happily!” 

She stopped and suddenly said, a: loud voice: . V , , , 
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“And: jnst' nonsense, God and tHe, Virgin .M,ary, 
just like kind parents and the age of happiness,’’ 

“Yes! The age of happiness, what a joke, eh? What a joke!” she kept 
furiously repeating over and over again, biting her hands so hard that she 
felt them bleed between her teeth. 

“Happy . . . Happy . . . I’d rather be dead and buried.” 

Slavery, prison, having to go through the same routine day after day. To 
get up, to dress. Ugly dresses, thick boots, ribbed stockings, all done on 
purpose, like a livery, so that no one in the street should think for a moment 
of looking at that insignificant brat passing by. Idiots! You will never 
again see that flowerdike body and those eyes, so bright, so pure, so clear 
and deeply ringed, those beautiful, proud, frightened eyes with their appeal, 
their innocence, their patience. Never, perhaps never again. To have to wait, 
and with all those evil desires of hers. Why did such shameful, desperate 
envy gnaw at her heart at the sight of a couple of lovers kissing one another 
as they strolled along in the twilight, swaying gently from side to side as 
though intoxicated? An old maid’s bitterness at the age of fourteen? And 
yet she knew quite well that her turn would come; but it was so far ahead 
that it seemed as though it never would come and, in the meantime, there 
was her narrow, degrading life, her lessons, harsh discipline and a scream- 
ing mother. 

“To think that woman threatened me!” 

And she added, in a deliberately loud voice: 

“She would never have dared . . .” 

But she remembered the raised hand. 

“If she had touched me I would have clawed her and bitten her and then 
. . , one can always escape for ever . . . the window,” she thought fever- 
ishly. And she saw herself on the pavement, lying in a pool of blood. No 
ball on the fifteenth. People would say: “She might have chosen another 
time to kill herself.” As her mother had said: “I myself want to live.” Per- 
haps, after all, it was that which hurt her more than anything else. Never 
before had Antoinette seen that cold, feminine, jealous look in her mother’s 
eyes. 

“Selfish beasts! I’m the one that wants to live, I, I! Fm young. They’re 
robbing me, stealing my birthright of happiness in this world. Oh, to be 
able to get into the ball by a miracle and to be the most beautiful, the most 
dazzling girl there, with all the men at my feet!” 

She went on in a whisper : 

“Don’t you know her? She’s Mademoiselle Kampf. She’s not exactly 
beautiful, perhaps, but she' has extraordinary charm. She is so dazzling that 
she puts all the others in the shade, doesn’t she? As for her mother, she 
looks like a charwoman beside her.” . . s 

She laid her head on the tear-soaked pillow and closed her eyes; her tired 
limbs gradually relaxed with a:geritle sensual feeHng. She touched her body 
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ligHtly through her night-dress, with tenderness and wonder. Beautiful body 
meant for love! She murmured: 

“Fifteen. Oh, Romeo! Just Juliet’s age!” 

When she was fifteen the world would be a different place. 

'iv ... . 

The next day Madame Kampf made no reference to the scene of the night 
before; but all through breakfast she made a point of letting her daughter 
feel her irritation by a series of those sharp rebukes in which she excelled 
when she was in a bad temper: 

“Don’t sit there dreaming with your mouth open. Keep your mouth shut 
and breathe through your nose. I suppose you think it amuses your parents 
to have a child who is always up in the clouds. Try to eat more tidily. Fm 
sure you’ve made a mess on the table-cloth. You ought to have better table- 
manners at your age. And don’t scowl at me. You’ll have to learn to listen 
when you’re spoken to without making faces. Can’t you say anything? Are 
you dumb? Good, now we’re going to have tears!” She' concluded, flinging 
her napkin down on the table. “Fd rather go away than watch you sitting 
there like the picture of misery. Silly little fool!” 

She left the room, slamming the door behind her: Antoinette and the 
English governess were left facing each other across the remains of break- 
fast. 

“Finish your fruit, Antoinette,” whispered the governess. “You’ll be 
late for your German lesson.” 

With a shaking hand Antoinette put the piece of orange she had been 
peeling into her mouth. She set herself to eat it slowly and calmly, so that 
the footman who stood motionless behind her chair might think that she 
was indifferent to all this scolding, and despised “that woman”; but in 
spite of all her efforts tears began to start from her eyes and flowed in round 
shining drops onto her dress. 

A little later Madame Kampf came into the schoolroom, holding in her 
hand the packet of invitations they had written the night before. 

“You’re going to your piano lesson after luncheon, aren’t you, Antoinette? 
Well, you can give Isabelle her invitation yourself and you. Miss Betty, can 
post the others.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Kampf.” 

The post-office w^as crowded; Miss Betty looked at the clock. 

“Oh, we haven’t got time, it’s too late. I’ll post them during your lesson, 
dear,” she said, lowering her eyes and suddenly blushing scarlet. “That’ll be 
all right, won’t it?” A , 
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leftEer at Mademoiselle Isabelle’^s door, Antoinette waited a moment, hid- 
den in. the embrasure,. and watched the English girl hurry towards, a/ taxi 
waiting .'.a.t. the, corner .of the street,.' The taxi passed', quite ' close to An- 
toinette^ who.. raised herself on tip-toe and. looked eagerly and, timidly into 
it. But she could see nothing. She stood there for another moment or two, 
following the retreating taxi with her eyes. 

; ''I thought she had a lover. No doubt they’re kissing one another now, 
as.p.eople^ do in books. I wonder if he’s -telling her he loves lier. And she?. 
Is she his . . . mistress?” she mused with a sudden feeling of shame and 
disgust, not unmixed with a certain vague distress. ‘Tree, alone with a man! 
How lucky she is! They’ll probably go to the Bois de Boulogne, ! wish 
Mother could see them, oh, how I wish she could!” she muttered, clench- 
ing her fists. “But no. Lovers are so fortunate. They’re happy; they’re to- 
gether; they can kiss each other . , . The world is full of men and women 
who love each other. Why not me?” 

Her school satchel swung at arms’ length before her and she looked at it 
with loathing. Then she sighed, turned on her heel and crossed the court- 
yard. She was late. Mademoiselle Isabelle would say; “Haven’t you been 
taught that punctuality is the first duty .of a well-brought-up child towards 
its teachers, Antoinette?” 

“How old and stupid and ugly she is!” she thought in a wave of exaspera- 
tion, and out loud she said : “Good-afternoon, Mademoiselle. Mother kept 
me; it’s not my fault I’m late; and she asked me to give you this.” 

As she handed her the envelope she added, with sudden inspiration: 

“And she wants you to let me go five minutes earlier than usual.” 

In that way she might see her governess returning with her young man. 
But Mademoiselle Isabelle was not listening. She was reading Madame 
Kampf’s invitation. Antoinette saw her long, gaunt, tanned cheeks suddenly 
redden. ' ■ . , ' 

“What’s this? A ball? Your mother’s giving a ball?” 

She turned the card over and over between her fingers, then she passed 
it furtively over the back of her hand to find out whether it was engraved 
or merely printed. It made at least forty francs difference. From the feel of 
it she immediately recognised that it was engraved. She shrugged her shoul- 
ders angrily. These Kampfs had always been insanely vain and extravagant, 
In the old days, when Rosine worked at the Banque de Paris (and it wasn’t 
so long ago, either. Heaven knew!) she had spent her whole salary on 
clothes. She used to wear silk underclothing and have clean gloves every 
week. But no doubt she got money from men. Only women like that were 
really happy. The others , . . And she said bitterly: 

“Your mother has always been lucky.”' „ 

“She’s furious,” thought Antoinette, , and with a sly upward glance she 
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‘‘Well, 111 do my best, because I really do want to see your mother very 
much,” said Mademoiselle Isabelle; “on the other hand I don’t yet know if I 
can. Some friends of mine, the parents of one of my pupils, named Gros, 
Aristide Gros, an ex-Permanent-Under-Secretary— your father must have 
heard me speak of them, Fve known them for years— well, they’ve asked 
me to go to the theatre with them on that day, and Fve definitely aGcepted, 
you see. Anyw’ay III try to get out of it,” she concluded, non-committally. 
“But in any case you can tell your mother that I shall be delighted to drop 
in for a short time. 

“And now to work. Come and sit down.” 

Antoinette slowly adjusted the screw of the plush music stool before the 
piano. She could have drawn from memory all the stains and holes in its 
seat. She began her scales, staring with dreary fixedness at a yellow vase on 
the mantelpiece, the interior of which was black with dust. Not a single 
flower in the room, and those hideous little shell-covered boxes on the 
shelves of the overmantel. How ugly, shabby and dismal was that little 
dark flat to which she had been dragged for years. 

While Mademoiselle Isabelle was arranging the music, she turned her 
head furtively toward the window and thought how lovely it must be in the 
Bois at dusk with its delicate leafless winter trees and the pearly whiteness 
of the sky overhead. Three times a week, every week for six years. Would 
it go on until she died? 

“Really, Antoinette, look how you’re holding your hands! Now start 
again, please. Will there be many people at your mother s party?” 

“I believe Mother has asked about two hundred.” 

“Oh! Does she think there’s enough room for them all? Doesn’t she think 
it will be too hot or too crowded? Play harder, Antoinette; put some life 
into it; your left hand is too loose, dear. And learn that scale for next time 
and the eighteenth exercise in Czerny’s third book.” 

Scales, exercises, month after month: The Death of Asa, Mendelssohn’s 
Songs without Words, The Barcarolle from the Contes d'Hoffmann. And 
under the awkward childish fingers they all merged into a sort of formless 
noisy clamour. 

Mademoiselle beat time strenuously with a rolled-up exercise book. 

“Why do you press so heavily on the keys? Staccato, staccato. Do yon 
think I can’t see how you are holding your third and fourth fingers? Did 
you say two hundred people? Do you know them all?” 

“Is. your mother going to wear her new pink Premet dress?” 

“And you? I suppose you’ll be at the ball? You’re big enough now.” 

“I don’t know,” muttered Antoinette, quivering with misery. 

‘Taster, faster! This is the tiirie it should be played in. One two, one two, 
one two! You’re half asleep. - 
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, The. suite, that: passage bristling ' with sharps over, which „.o„iie's fingers 
fumbled ■ the whole,, time! A' baby ..started crying, in ; the - next flat. ' Mademoi- 
selle Isabelle lit the... lamp; Outside, the sky had grow.n dark and the daylight 
had.' almost disappeared. , The clock .struck four. 'A.iio.ther, hour wasted, 
ruined, trickled' .through her fingers, like water, never to return. She thought; 
'T would like to go far, far away, or else die.” 

‘‘Are you tired, Antoinette.? Already.? At your, age ,I played six hours a 
day. Wait a moment; don’t run away so quickly. Why are you in such a 
hurry.? What time should I come on the fifteenth?” 

“It’s on the cardw Ten o’clock.” 

“Good. But I’ll see you before then.” 

“Yes, Mademoiselle.” 

When Antoinette got outside the street was empty. She leaned up against 
the wall and waited. A moment or two later Miss Betty came hurrying 
along, clinging to a young man’s arm. Antoinette sprang forward and 
stumbled against them. Miss Betty uttered a faint screara. 

“Oh, Miss Betty, I’ve been waiting for you for over a quarter of an 
hour.” 

Her governess’s face suddenly seemed so changed that for a moment she 
scarcely recognised her. But the pitiful little half-pathetic lips, bruised like 
a battered flower, escaped her notice; her eyes were on “the man.” 

He was a very young man, A student. Perhaps even a school-boy with his 
tender chin inflamed from its first contact with the razor. Nice bold eyes. 
He was smoking. He broke into Miss Betty’s halting excuses and said 
quickly, in a clear voice : 

“Won’t you introduce me.?” 

“This is my cousin, Antoinette,” breathed the governess. 

Antoinette held out her hand. The boy gave a short laugh but made no 
comment; then he thought a moment and finally suggested: 

“Shall I see you home.?” 

They walked down the dark, empty street together in silence. The wind 
blew the clean rain-soaked air, which felt as though it were saturated with 
tears, into Antoinette’s face. She slackened her pace and gazed at the lovers 
walking in front of her without speaking, pressed against each other. How 
quickly they walked! She stopped, but they did not even turn their heads. 
“If I were run over by a car I don’t think they’d even notice it,” she 
thought, with an odd feeling of bitterness. Someone bumped into her; she 
shrank back in an instinctive movement of fear. But it was only a lamp- 
lighter; she watched him. touching the lamps one by one ^ with his long pole 
and saw them suddenly flare up iii the dark. They all seemed to twinkle 
and flicker like candles in the wind. Panic , suddenly seized her and she 
started running as hard as she could, , . 

She caught the lovers up by the Alexandre; HI bridge. They were talking 
rapidly with their heads close together. When; he saw Antoinette, the boy 
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made a 'moveraenr:^ a moment Miss: Ee tty . seemed . mon- 

pliissed, then, in a sudden inspiration^, she opened her bag and took out the 
packet :.of letters.;;'': ' ■ 

^‘Look, darling, here are your mother’s invitations. I haven’t had time to 
post them yet. Run along to the letter-box there in the street on the left, 
where the light is. Just put them in the box. Well wait for you here.” 

She put the packet into Antoinette’s band and walked rapidly away. An- 
toinette saw her stop on the, middle of the bridge and wait there for the 
boy. They leaned over the parapet together. 

Antoinette did not move at once. It was so dark that she could only dis- 
tinguish two shadowy figures and, all around, the dark river full of re- 
flected light. Even when they kissed she guessed at, rather than saw, their 
faces come together in a sort of soft confusion. She twisted her fingers 
violently together like a jealous woman, and as she did so one of the enve- 
lopes slipped out and fell in the street. She was afraid and picked it up 
quickly and, at the same instant, she was ashamed of her fear. Was she 
always going to tremble like a small child at the slightest thing She did 
not deserve to be a woman. And what about those two who were still 
kissing They had not unglued their lips yet. A sort of giddiness came over 
her, and a savage need for bravado and wickedness. She clenched her teeth, 
crumpled the envelopes in her hands, tore them up and threw them all 
together into the Seine. For some moments, with a beating heart, she 
watched them fluttering against the arch of the bridge. Then the wind 
carried them down into the water below. 

■ . . . . V 

Antoinette returned from her walk with Miss Betty at about six o’clock. 
As no one seemed to answer the bell, the governess knocked. They could 
hear the sound of furniture being moved inside the house, 

'‘They must be getting the cloak-room ready,” said the English girl. “The 
ball’s tonight; I keep on forgetting about it, don’t you, darling?” 

She gave Antoinette an affectionate smile of timid complicity. And yet 
she had not seen her young lover again in the child’s presence. But since 
that last meeting Antoinette had become so taciturn that she alarmed her 
governess by her silence and her glances. 

The footman opened the door. 

Madame Kampf, who was watching the electrician in the dining-room, 
swept out on them. ' , , • , 

, “Can’t you come in by the back way?” she screamed in a fury. “You know 
quite well that the cloak-room is being put in the hall Now we’ve got to 
start all over again and nothing will ever be finished,” she concluded, seiz- 
ing hold of a table to help the concierge and George who were getting the 
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the,, dining-room ' and in^ the long' corridor., which, led out,, of it,; six 
waiters in white .coats were 'arrangingthe supper tables. In the centre of the 
room.stood.,the;,buifet, profusely'ad.orned with-bright flowers. 

Antoinette w,anted to gO' in .and lo.ok^ but Madame,. Kampf began shout- 
ing again. 

..“Not there!' Don’t' go in there! The bar .is .in your .room,, and were using 
yours too, Miss, Betty., You can sleep in the linen-room for to-night and .you, 
Antoinette, in, the box ro.om; it’s right at the end, o£ , the apartment .and 
youll bC' able'tO' .sleep all right; you 'won’t: even, hear the '.jiiusic. What are 
.you. doing?” she went on, ^ turning to the electrician. who. was humming as 
he went unhurriedly about his job.- “You xan see that bulb: isn’t.,, w.orking.”' 

“Oh, it all takes time, lady . . 

Rosine shrugged her shoulders angrily. 

“.'Time, time!. And. ;he’s been, here nearly- an hour already!”, she said, half 
tO'herselE 

, ■ She twisted., her .fingers hard, together ■ as 'Sbe spoke, in : a, gesture ,w.hi.ch was 
so exactly like Antoinette’s when she was angry that the child, who v/as still 
standing in the doorway, started suddenly as one does when one finds one- 
self unexpeGtedly confronted by a mirror. 

Madame Kampf was wearing a dressing-gown, with her bare feet thrust 
into slippers ; her hair was loose and writhed in serpentine coils round her 
scarlet face. She noticed that the florist, his arms full of roses, was trying 
to get past Antoinette as she stood with her back to the wall. 

“Come, get out of the way!” shouted Madame Kampf, so sharply that 
Antoinette, in trying to obey as quickly as possible, bumped into the man 
and broke' 'off'.: one '.of '':the.'' roses. . 

“You’re intolerable!” said her mother in a voice so loud that the glasses 
on the table rang. “What do you mean by getting into people’s way and 
annoying everyone ? Go to your room, not your own room, but to the linen- 
room or wherever you like so long as you’re neither seen nor heard!” 

When Antoinette was gone, Madame Kampf strode swiftly through the 
dining-room and the pantry crammed, with champagne-coolers full of ice 
and reached her husband’s study. Kampf was telephoning. As soon as he 
replaced the receiver she exploded: , 

“But what’s the matter with you? You’re not even shaved!” 

“At six o’clock? You’re crazy.” 

“In the first place it’s half-past six, and then there may be things to be 
fetched at the last moment; it’s better to be prepared for everything.” 

“You’re crazy,” he repeated, impatiently ; “if there’s anything to be fetched 
the servants can do it.” 

“I like that— coming the aristocrat and. the gentleman now! The servants 
can do it!”’ she mimicked, shrugging her, shoulders. “You can keep tliat 
sort of thing for the- guests.”- 

“Oh, don’t, for God’s sake, get all nf 3 ^s 4 ^^;gtonnd out Kampf. 
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“But liow can you expect me not to be upset?’’ cried Rosme, with tears 
in her voice. “Nothing’s going right! The filthy servants will never be 
ready! I have to be everywhere and supervise everything, and I haven’t slept 
for three nights; I’m coming to the end of my strength and I feel I’m going 
mad.” 

She picked up a little silver ash-tray and threw it on the floor. This act of 
violence seemed to calm her down. She smiled rather shamefacedly. 

“It s not my fault, Alfred.” 

Kampf shook his head without replying; Rosine started to move away, 
but he called her back. 

“Tell me, I meant to ask you. Have you still had no reply from any of the 
people you asked to-night?” 

“No, why?” 

“I don’t know. It seems funny to me. It’s as though it was done delib- 
erately. I meant to ask Barthelemy if he had received his invitation, but I 
haven’t seen him at the exchange for a week. Suppose I telephone him ? ” 

“At this time of day ? It would be sillyi” 

“All the same, it’s funny,” observed Kampf. 

“Well,” put in his wife, “it means that it’s not fashionable to reply, that’s 
all. People either come or they don’t. And I’ll tell you something else. I’m 
really rather pleased. It means that no one thought of refusing from the 
start, or they would have written to excuse themselves. Don’t you agree?” 

As her husband did not reply she asked him impatiently; 

“Don’t you think I’m right, Alfred, eh? What do you think?” 

Kampf spread out his hands. 

“I don’t know. What do you want me to say? I don’t know any more 
than you do.” 

They looked at each other in silence for a moment. Then Rosine dropped 
her eyes and sighed. 

“Oh, I feel quite lost, don’t you?” 

“You’ll get over it,” said Kampf. 

“I know, but in the meantime ... If you only knew how frightened I 
am! I wish it was all over!” 

“Don’t get all upset,” prompted Kampf again, weakly. 

» He himself was absent-mindedly turning a paper-knife over in his hands. 

“Above all,” he advised her, “talk as little as possible. Use only conven- 
tional phrases such as; Tm delighted you’ve been able to come , . . Won’t 
you take something? . . . How warm it is! ... How cold it is! . , ” 

“What will be awful will be the introductions,” said Rosine anxiously. 
“Just think, all those people whom I have only seen once in my life and 
, whose faces I can hardly remember, and who won’t know one another and 
have nothing in common.” , , , r , , 

. “Heavens! You’ll muddle through somehow. After all, everyone is in the 


toe;b . ■ ; ' , 

: you remember our: little Jatun the;, Rue Favart?’’ • asked Rosine,: sud- 

denly. '‘And how we hesitated,, before' getting,,a:':new divan for the:: dining- 
room „in place .of ■ the one that, was,, all, bro,ken? That’s .o,nly four "years ago 
and look now!” And she pointed to the heavy, ornate furniture: around 
them.'' '■ 

“You mean,” added Kampf, “that in four years from now well be enter- 
taining Ambassadors, and then we shall remember how wc trembled with 
fear this evening because a few dozen pimps and old tarts were coming to 
the house. Eh?” 

She laughed and put her hand over his mouth. 

“Shut up, do!” 

As she left the room she ran into the butler who was coming to tell her 
that the mossers had not been sent with the champagne and that the bar- 
man thought there would not be enough gin for the cocktails. 

Rosine seized her head in both hands. 

“Good, that’s the last straw!” she began to shout. “I suppose you couldn’t 
have told me that before. Where do you think Fm going to get gin at this 
time of night? Everything’s shut . . . and the mossers too!” 

“Send the chauffeur, dear,” suggested Kampf, 

“The chauffeur has gone to dinner,” said George. 

“Naturally!” cried Rosine, beside herself. “Naturally! He doesn’t care 
a . . She hesitated • a blow whether we want him or not, his lord- 
ship goes away, his lordship goes to dinner. There’s another wholl get the 
sack first thing tomorrow,” she added, addressing George in such a tone of 
fury that he tightened his long, shaven lips. 

“If Madame is referring to me . . he began. 

“No, no, you must be mad. I hardly know what Fm saying; you see what 
a state of nerves Fm in,” said Rosine, shrugging her shoulders; “take a taxi 
and go to the wine-merchants at once. Give him some money, Alfred.” 

And she retired to her room, putting finishing touches to the arrange- 
ment of the flowers as she went along and scolding the servants : 

“That plate of cakes is in a bad place. Pull the pheasant’s tail up a 
bit more. Where are the caviare sandwiches ? Don’t put them too near the 
front, or they’ll all throw themselves on them. And the foie gras has been 
forgotten! Unless I do everything myself! . . ” 

“Were unpacking it now, Madame,” said the butler, looking at her with 
ill-concealed scorn. 

“I must look ridiculous,” suddenly thought Rosine, catching a glimpse in 
the glass of her scarlet face, the wild look in her eyes, and her trembling 
lips. But, like an overwrought child, in spite of all she could do she could 
not calm herself; she was exhausted and on the verge of tears. - ; 

She retired to her own room. . ; , i . ^ 

The maid was laying out herBall-dress ah the bed: it was made of silver 
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tissue omamented with thick fringes of pearls. Shoes that shone like jewels 
and a pair of gossamer stockings completed the outfit. 

“Will Madame dine now? Dinner’s being served here, so as not to disturb 
■ ■' the ';tables;' I ■ suppose.’’ ^ ' 

“Fm not hungry,” cried Rosine in a frenzy. 

“As Madame wishes; but may I go and dine?” asked Lucie tartly, for 
Madame Kampf had kept her for four hours sewing on the pearls that were 
off the fringes. “I would like to point out to Madame that it is 
nearly eight o’clock and that human beings are not animals.” 

“Run along, my dear girl, nobody^s keeping you!” exclaimed Madame 
Kampf. 

When she was alone, she threw herself on the sofa and closed her eyes. 
But the room was as cold as an ice-house; all the radiators in the flat had 
been turned off since the morning. She got up and went over to the 
dressing-table. 

“I look frightful ...” 

She began carefully to make up her face; first a thick layer of cream which 
she worked between her two hands, then liquid rouge on her cheeks, mas- 
cara on her eyelashes, a little line to lengthen the eyelids towards the 
temples, and powder. She made herself up with extreme deliberation, 
stopping every now and then to gaze at her reflection in the mirror with 
passionate, anxious care and an expression which was a mixture of severity, 
diffidence and shrewdness. Suddenly she seized a white hair on her temple 
and pulled it out furiously. How badly arranged life was! She thought of 
her face at the age of twenty, with its lovely complexion, and of her darned 
stockings and patched underclothing. And now she had jewelry and all the 
clothes she wanted, but the first wrinkles were appearing. All these things 
seemed to go together. How she would have to hurry up and live, to attract 
men and to love! What was the good of money and pretty clothes and fine 
motor-cars if one had not a man in one’s life, a young lover? How she had 
waited for that lover! She had listened and given in to men who spoke to 
her of love when she was still a poor girl, because they were well dressed 
and because their hands were clean and well-kept. They were all fools. But 
she had never ceased waiting. And now was her last chance, the last years 
before old age, real, irreparable old age. She closed her eyes and imagined 
young lips and eager tender eyes, charged with desire. 

^ Then hurriedly, as though she were preparing for a lover’s tryst, she flung 
off her dressing-gown and began to array herself; she put on her stockings, 
hef shoes and her dress with the peculiar agility of women who have had to 
do without maids all their lives. Jewelry; she had boxes full of it. Kampf used 
to say that it was the safest form of investment. She put on a big necklace 
consisting of a double row of pearls, all her rings and huge diamond brace- 
lets which imprisoned her arms from wrist to elbow; then she pinned a 
- large sapphire, ruhy’”and,emmldi- brooch ■oh her bosoih. She shone and glit- 
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tered like a shrine. Ske stepped back a'-few paces and looked at .herself with 
a, happy .smile. Life' was beginning at last! That -evening, perhaps, who could 
tell? ..... , 

VI 

, Antoinette ': and her governess had finished eating their dinner' fro,iii an 
ironing-board supported by two chairs in the linen-room. From the other 
side. .of . the, door came the sound of servants running, about a,iid .of rattling 
dishes. Antoinette sat motionless, her hands clasped together between her 
knees. At nine o'clock Miss Betty looked at her watch. 

'‘You must go to bed now, darling,” she said. "You won't hear the music 
in the box-room and you’ll sleep well there.” 

As Antoinette made no answer, the governess clapped her hands together 
playfully. 

"Come, Antoinette, wake up; what’s the matter with you?” 

And she led her to the little badly-lit box-room, which had been hastily 
furnished with an iron bed-stead and two chairs. Opposite, across the court- 
yard, she could see the brilliantly lit windows of the dining-room and the 
drawing-room. 

"There are no shutters, so you can see the people dance from here,” said 
Miss Betty lightly. 

When she was gone Antoinette pressed her forehead timidly and long- 
ingly against the window; a large section of the wall opposite was lit up by 
the warm golden brilliance of the windows. Shadows, those of the servants, 
kept passing rapidly to and fro behind the muslin curtains. Someone opened 
one of the windows, and Antoinette distinctly caught the sound of instru- 
ments being tuned at the far end of the drawing-room. The band was there 
already. Heavens! It was past nine o’clock. For a whole week she had been 
vaguely expecting some sort of catastrophe to occur which should swallow 
up the world before anything should be discovered; but the evening was 
passing just like any other evening. In a neighbouring flat a clock struck the 
half-hour. Another thirty minutes or three quarters of an hour and then. 
. . . Nothing would happen, of course, since, when they had come in that 
day, Madame Kampf had accosted Miss Betty with her usual impetuous- 
ness which made nervous people lose their heads at once, and had asked 
her: "Well? Did you post the invitations? You didn’t lose any? You’re 
sure?” And Miss Betty had replied: "Quite sure, Madame Kampf.” Of 
course she alone was responsible. If she got the sack so much the worse for 
her; and so much the better too; it would teach her a lesson. 

"I don’t care, I don’t care!” she stammered and she bit her knuckles with 
her sharp young teeth until they bled, 

"And the other woman can do what she likes to me, Fm not afraid, I 
don’t care!” ■■ ' ; . 

She, gazed down into the deep, ; dark, weU-: of,;, the .courtyard below*"': 
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'1 shall kill myself and^ before dying, I shall say that it is her fault, so 
there!'* she muttered, 'Tm not afraid of anything and I've already got my 
revenge!" . ;/ 

She renewed her vigil; the window became clouded by her breath; she 
wiped it impatiently and glued her face to it again and finally lost patience 
and opened the casement wide. The night air was fresh and sharp. Now, 
with the sharp eyes of fifteen, she could clearly distinguish the chairs ranged 
along the wall and the band grouped round the piano. She stood there 
without moving for so long that her cheeks and her bare arms grew numb 
with cold. For a moment she deceived herself into believing that nothing 
had happened and that she had dreamed of the bridge, the dark waters of 
the Seine and the torn invitations floating in the wind, that the guests 
would arrive miraculously and that the party would soon begin. She heard 
the three-quarters strike and then ten strokes—^/^e ten strokes—at which 
she shuddered and slipped out through the door. 

She made her way to the drawing-room like a murderer being drawn 
back to the scene of his first crime. She crossed the passage where two 
waiters with their heads tilted back were drinking champagne out of bottles. 
She reached the dining-room. It was empty and all ready with the large 
table in the centre loaded with game^ fish in aspic, linen edged with 
Venetian lace, flowers spread between the dishes and fruit piled into two 
equal pyramids. All around, tables laid for four or six glittered with glass, 
fine china, silver and silver-gilt. Afterwards, Antoinette could never under- 
stand how she had dared to walk right through that huge room, twinkling 
with lights. She hesitated a moment on the threshold of the drawing-room 
and then she caught sight of the big silk-covered sofa in the neighbouring 
boudoir. She went down on her hands and knees and slid between the back 
of the sofa and the hanging curtains; there was just enough room, for her 
there if she kept her arms and knees close to her body, and by craning her 
head forward she could see the drawing-room as though she were looking 
at the stage of a theatre. She was shivering a little, still frozen from her 
long wait before the open window. At present the room was calm and 
silent and half asleep. The musicians were talking together in low voices. 
There was a negro with dazzling teeth, a lady in a silk dress, cymbals as big 
as the big drum at a country fair and something like an enormous 'cello 
standing in one corner. The negro sighed and swept his finger-nails over 
the strings of a kind of guitar which gave out a dull moaning sound, 
“People start and finish later and later nowadays." 

The pianist said something which Antoinette could not catch and which 
made the others laugh. Then Monsieur and Madame Kampf came in 
. briskly. 

; When Antoinette saw them she cowered back instinctively, as though 
trying to dig herself into the ground; she huddled against the wall with her 
■mouth hidden in the xmok''#her^^^ could hear their foot- 
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steps . approaching.. They .were' quite elose-to- .her' now. Kampf sat down in 
.an^ armchair' facing. Antoinette. Rosine walked about the room .for a moment 
or two; she lit the bracket-lamps on each side of the mantelpiece and 
turned them out again. She was glittering with diamonds, 

l‘Sit down,” said Kampf in a low voice. “It’s silly to get agitated like this.” 

She placed herself in such a position that Antoinette, who had opened 
her eyes and thrust forward her head until it touched the back of the sofa, 
could see her mother standing before her and she was struck by the ex- 
pression on that usually arrogant face, an expression which she had never 
seen before: a mixture of humility, of fervour and of fear. 

“Do you think it will be all right, Alfred she asked in the clear, un- 
certain accents of a little child. 

Alfred had no time to reply, for the bell echoed shrilly through the flat. 

Rosine clasped her hands. 

“Oh, heavens, it’s starting!” she whispered, as though talking of an 
earthquake. 

They hurried towards the open doors of the drawing-room. 

A moment later Antoinette saw them return, one on each side of Made- 
moiselle Isabelle, who was talking very loudly, in a voice entirely different 
from her usual one, rather high and staccato, with little bursts of laughter. 

“I’d forgotten all about her,” thought Antoinette horrified. 

Madame Kampf, now radiant, chattered unceasingly; she had recovered 
her arrogance; she winked maliciously at her husband, furtively calling his 
attention to Mademoiselle Isabelle’s dress, which was made of yellow 
muslin, while round her long lean neck she wore a feather boa which she 
kept twisting coquettishly with her hands: a silver lorgnette hung from the 
end of an orange velvet ribbon round her wrist. 

“I don’t think you know this room, Isabelle?” 

“No, but it’s very pretty. Who furnished it for you? Oh, what lovely 
little vases! I see you still like the Japanese style, Rosine. I myself always 
defend it; I was only saying the other day to the Bloch-Levys, you know, 
the Solomon Bloch-Levys, who declared that it was in bad taste and had a 
suggestion of nouveau-riche (according to their own expression) : ‘You may 
say what you like, but it’s gay and lively and the fact that it is cheaper than 
Louis-Quinze is not a fault but quite the opposite.’ ” 

“But you’re very much mistaken, Isabelle,” protested Rosine eagerly. 
“Early Chinese and Japanese objects fetch fantastic prices. For instance, for 
that vase with the birds on it . . 

“Not a very good period ...” 

, . my husband paid ten thousand francs at auction. What did I say? 
Ten thousand? Twelve thousand, wasn’t it, Alfred? I scolded him at the 
time, but not for long; I love rummaging about in antique shops. It’s a real 
passion of mine.” ■ x ' • 

Kampf rang the bell. ■ • "-V' r„;,y ' 
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"'I’m sure you’d like a glass o£ port^ wouldn’t you^ ladies? Gh, George,’’ 
he said as the footman came in, “bring in three glasses of Sand eman’s port 
and some sandwiches—some caviare sandwiches.” 

As Mademoiselle Isabelle moved away to examine a Buddha seated on a 
velvet ctishion through her lorgnette, Madame Kampf hissed in her hus- 
band’s ear: 

“Sandwiches? You must be mad. You’re not going to have the whole 
arrangement of the table spoiled for her! George, bring the cakes in the 
Dresden dish; you know which the Dresden dish is?” 

■y “Yes, Madame.”. 

He returned in a moment with the cake-dish and a cut-glass decanter. 
The three of them drank in silence. Then Madame Kampf and Made- 
moiselle Isabelle sat down on the sofa behind which Antoinette was hidden. 
By stretching out her hand she could have touched her mother’s silver shoes 
and her music teacher’s yellow satin slippers. Kampf walked up and down, 
casting furtive glances at the clock. 

“Tell me who is coming to-night,” asked Mademoiselle Isabelle. 

“Oh,” replied Rosine, “some charming people, and some old bores too, 
like the Marquise de San Palacio, to whom I owe an invitation; but she 
does love coming here so much. I saw her yesterday and she told me that 
she had really meant to be away. She said to me: "My dear. I’ve put off my 
departure for the South for a week because of your party: it’s always so 
amusing at your house!’ ” 

“Oh, so you’ve given balls before?” asked Mademoiselle Isabelle, pursing 
her lips. 


“Oh, no!” Madame Kampf hastened to explain. “Only tea-parties; I did 
not ask you because I know how terribly busy you are in the day-time.” 

“Yes, indeed; besides, I am thinking of giving some concerts next 
year . . 

“Really? That’s an excellent idea.” 

They stopped talking. Mademoiselle Isabelle resumed her inspection of 
the walls. 

“It’s charming, quite charming, and such taste!” 

Silence fell again. Both ladies cleared their throats and Isabelle carefully 
arranged the folds of her dress* 

“What lovely weather we have been having lately, haven’t we?” 

Kampf suddenly interrupted: 

“Come, we can’t sit like this, like dummies. How late everyone is. You did 
say ten o’clock on the invitations, didn’t you, Rosine?” 

“Fm afraid I came much too early.” 

. “Not at all, my dear; what do you mean? It’s a very bad habit to 
arrive late; quite deplorable.” ; . 

“Let’s have a dance,” said Kampf, playfully clapping his hands. 

, “That’s a very good idea!” cried Madame Kampf and, turning to the 
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orchestra:. '^‘You may .begin to play: play a charleston. Do, yoii:, dance , the 
charleston, Isabelle.?’’ 

. -Yes, a little, like everyone else.” ■ 

''Well, you, won’t lack .partners. The. Marquis de I tcharra, for instance, 
who’s a nephew of the Spanish Ambassador, takes all the prizes at Deau- 
ville, doesn’t he, Rosine .? In the meantime let’s open the ball.” 

They went off together and the band blared out through the deserted 
room. Antoinette saw Madame Kampf get up, run over to the window and 
in her turn glue her face to the pane. The clock struck half-past ten. 

"Heavens! What on earth has happened to them all?” whispered Madame 
Kampf distractedly. "I wish that silly old frump would go to blazes,” she 
added, almost aloud and then she clapped her hands and cried laughingly: 

"Charming, charming! I didnk know you danced so well, Isabelle!” 

"Why, she dances like Josephine Baker herself,” put in Kampf from the 
other end of the room. 

At the end of the dance Kampf called out: 

"Rosine, I’m taking Isabelle to the bar. Don’t be jealous!” 

"But won’t you come too, dear?” 

"Excuse me for half a moment, Fve a few orders to give the servants and 
then I’ll join you.” 

"I warn you, Rosine, I’m going to flirt with Isabelle the whole evening.” 

Madame Kampf forced herself to laugh and to wag a threatening finger 
at them; but she said nothing and, as soon as she was alone, she hurried 
back to the window. She could hear the motor-cars going up and down the 
Avenue; some of them slowed down before the house; then Madame 
Kampf craned forward and scanned the cold dark street with her eyes, but 
the cars passed on, the sound of their engines growing fainter in the dis- 
tance and finally dying down into the shadows. Besides, as time went on 
even the motor-cars became scarcer and scarcer and for minutes together 
there was not a sound in the street, which might have been a street in a 
provincial town. Nothingbut the rumble of the tramcars in a near-by street 
and the far-off sound of motor horns, softened by distance. 

Rosine’s teeth chattered as though she had a chill, A quarter to 
eleven. Ten to eleven. In the empty drawing-room a clock struck with a 
busy, silvery little sound, brisk and clear. The dining-room clock echoed it 
and from the other side of the street a large church clock boomed out 
slowly and solemnly, growing louder and louder with each succeeding 
stroke. 

"Nine, ten, eleven,” cried Madame Kampf, raising her diamond-studded 
arms up to heaven. "What on earth’s the matter? But what in the name 
of God has happened?” 

Alfred returned with Isabelle; all three looked at one another in silence. 

Madame Kampf laughed nervously: , ^ , 

"It’s a little odd, isn’t it? I hope nothing has happened.” = : ; ; 
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“But my dear, nothing but an earthquake . . began Mademoiselle 
Isabelle, in a triumphant voice. 

But Madame Kampf was not going to give in yet. Fingering her pearls 
she said, in a voice hoarse with anxiety: 

“It doesn’t mean anything. The other day, when I was with my friend 
the Countess de Brunelleschi, the first guests only began to come at a 
quarter to twelve. So that . . 

“It’s very annoying for the hostess, very exasperating,” muttered Isabelle 
softly.'' ' 

“Oh, one gets used to it, doesn’t one,?” 

At that moment the bell rang. Alfred and Rosine hurled themselves 
towards the door. 

“Play!” cried Rosine to the band. 

They started vigorously attacking a blues. No one came. Rosine could not 
contain herself any longer. She called out: 

“George, George! The bell! Didn’t you hear it.?” 

“It’s only the ices from Rey’s.” 

Madame Kampf burst out: 

“But I tell you something must have happened, an accident, a misunder- 
standing, a mistake in the date or the time, or something, I don’t know 
what. Ten past eleven. It’s ten past eleven!” she repeated despairingly. 

“Ten past eleven already.?” exclaimed Mademoiselle Isabelle. “Really 
time does fly in your house. I congratulate you. Actually it’s a quarter past; 
I think I heard it strike.” 

“Well, they won’t be long now!” said Kampf in a loud voice. 

They all sat down again, but they no longer talked. They could hear the 
servants laughing uproariously in the pantry. 

“Go and make them be quiet, Alfred,” said Rosine at length, in a voice 
trembling with rage. “Go along at once.” 

At half past eleven the pianist came up. 

“Shall we wait any longer, Madame,?” 

“No! Go away, all of you!” cried Rosine roughly, on the verge of 
hysterics. “We’ll give you your money and then you can go! There won’t 
be any ball, or anything. It’s an outrage, an insult, a trick played on us by 
our enemies to make us a laughing-stock. If anyone comes now they’re not 
to be let in, do you hear.?” she continued with increasing violence. “Tell 
them that there’s illness in the house, death, anything you like!” 

Mademoiselle Isabelle tried to calm her. 

“Come, dear, it isn’t quite hopeless yet. Don’t torment yourself like this. 
You’ll , make yourself ill. Naturally, I understand your feelings, my poor 
dear friend; but the world is so cruel, alas! You ought to say something to 
her, Alfred, to soothe her and console her. - . 


.“What a farce!” hissed Kampf between his clenched teeth, his face white 
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. “Gome/ Alfred,. don't ^ at her;'. try to calm.her.'V 

“Why, if she wants to make a fool of herself?" 

He turned sharply on his heel and addressed the band : 

' “Why are you still here? How much dol owe. you? And clear out at 
once, for God's sake." 

Mademoiselle Isabelle slowly picked up her feather boa, her iorgnette and 
her bag..." 

“I think' I had better go, Alfred, unless I can be of any use to : you,: my 
poor friend'."' 

As he did not answer she bent down and kissed Rosine on the forehead. 
Rosine did not move, she did not even cry, but sat there with dry, staring 
'.eyes.'"' 

“Good-bye, darling, and believe me when I tell you that I am deeply 
distressed and that I offer you my most sincere sympathy," said Made- 
moiselle Isabelle mechanically, as though she were at a funeral “No, no! 
There’s no need to see me home, Alfred. I'm going at once. Have a good 
cry, Rosine, it helps a lot,” she called out at the top of her voice from the 
centre of the deserted room. ^ 

Alfred and Rosine heard her tell the servants as she passed through the 
dining-room: 

“Take care not to make a noise. Madame is very much upset and very 
overwrought.” 

Then came the drone of the lift and the distant sound of the street door 
being opened and shut. 

“Old bitch!" muttered Kampf. “If only . . 

He did not finish his sentence. Rosine sprang up from the sofa, her face 
streaming with tears, and shook her fist at him, shouting: 

“It’s your fault, you old fool! It’s your filthy vanity, your stupid pride! 
It’s all your fault. His lordship wants to give balls, to hold receptions! It's 
too ridiculous for words! Do you think that nobody knows who you are, 
and where you came from? Nouveau richel They’ve made a nice fool of 
you, your fine friends! Thieves! Crooks!” 

“And what about yours? Your Counts and Marquises and pimps?” 

They went on shouting both at once, in a torrent of violent, passionate 
abuse. Then Kampf lowered his voice and said, between his teeth: 

“When I picked you up you had already racketed about God knows 
where. Did you flatter yourself that I didn’t know all about it and that I 
never noticed anything? I thought you were pretty and intelligent and that 
if I became rich you would be a credit to me. And look at you now! The 
manners of a fish-wife, a stupid old woman, with the manners of a cook.” 

“Other people have been perfectly satisfied with me ” 

“I doubt it. But don't enter into details. You’ll be sorry tomorrow if 
you do." 
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“Tomorrow? Do you think 111 stop another hour with you^ after what 
you’ve said to me? Beast!” " ^ ■ 

, .“Get out^ then! Go to hell!” ^ , V 

He left the room^ slamming the door after him. 

, Rosine shouted: 

':‘CGme back, Alfred!” . 

And she waited, her head turned towards the drawing-room, breathing 
hard. But be had already gone down the stairs. In the street she could hear 
him angrily calling for a taxi; and then his voice died away round a corner. 

The servants had gone to bed, leaving all the lights on and all the doors 
open. Rosine collapsed into an armchair in her bright dress and her pearls. 

She suddenly made a violent movement, so abrupt and so sudden that it 
made Antoinette start, and in doing so she struck her forehead against the 
wall. She cowered further back, but her mother had heard nothing and 
was tearing off her bracelets and throwing them one by one onto the floor. 
One of them, a beautiful, heavy bracelet set with enormous diamonds, 
rolled under the sofa to Antoinette’s feet. Antoinette stared at it, unable to 
move hand or foot. 

She looked at her mother’s face, down which the tears coursed, mixing 
with the paint; a wrinkled, distorted, purple, childish, comic, pathetic face. 
But Antoinette was not touched; she felt nothing but a sort of disdain, of 
scornful indifference. Later she would say to some man: “Oh, you know I 
was a dreadful little girl. On one occasion . . 

She suddenly felt the richness of her future and of her untried strength 
and of being able to think: “How can one cry like that for such a cause? 
And love? And death? She will die one day. Has she forgotten that?” 

So grown-up people suffered so deeply for futile, passing things. And she, 
Antoinette, had been afraid of them, had trembled before them and their 
shouting and anger and their vain, absurd threats. Slowly she crept out 
from her hiding-place. For a moment longer, hidden in the shadow, she 
contemplated her mother, who was not sobbing, but was completely 
absorbed in herself, her tears flowing down to her mouth without her 
making any attempt to dry them. Then she got up and went over to her. 

“Mother!” 

Madame Kampf started up in her chair. 

“What do you want? What are you doing here?” she cried in confusion. 
“Go away, go away at once and leave me alone. I can’t get a moment’s 
peace in my own house these days!” 

. Antoinette, rather pale, stood her ground with her head bowed. The 
sound of her mother’s, voice rang in her ears, but it sounded weak now and 
had lost its power over her^ and reminded her of stage thunder. One day, 
soon, she would say to some man:: “Mother will make a fuss, but never 
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.She. put out Ter hand: gently .and -placed it on- her- mother’s hair, .which 
she stroked with light, trembling fingers. 
:'ToorMother!.:..,..:.”..she.began...- 

; .For a '..moment longer Rosinc' .struggled automatically, thrust her away 
and shook her head convulsively : 

'‘Leave me alone! Go away! Leave me alone, I tell.you!” 

And then a weak, broken, pitiful expression passed over her features. 

-. ..-"Oh, ..'.my. poor .child, . my poor little .Antoinette! You’re, very lucky; .yo'U 
don’t yet know how unfair .and - wicked and cynical the world is. All. those 
people who smiled at me and invited me to their parties, were all laughing 
at me behind my back and despised me because I %vas not of their w^orld. 
A lot of brutes, of . . . But you can’t understand, my poor child! And your 
father! I’ve no one but you now!” she wound up suddenly. “No one but 
yGU, my poor little child!” 

She took her into her arms and, as she pressed the mute little face to her 
pearls, she saw that it was not smiling. 

“You’re a good girl, Antoinette.” 

It was the moment, the imperceptible moment when “on the path of 
life” they crossed and one was going to go on upward and the Gther to 
sink into the gloom. But they were unaware of this. And yet Antoinette 
repeated softly : 

“Poor Mother!” 

KNEEL TO THE RISING SUN 

Erskine Caldwell 

(1902- ) 

A. SHIVER went through Lonnie. He drew his hand away from his sharp 

chin, remembering what Clem had said. It made him feel now as if he were 
committing a crime by standing in Arch Gunnard’s presence and allowing 
his face to be seen. 

He and Clem had been walking up the road together that afternoon on 
their way to the filling station when he told Glem how much he needed 
rations. Clem stopped a moment to: kick a rock out of the road, and said 
that if you worked for Arch Gunnard long enough, your face would be 
sharp enough to split the boards for your own coffin. ■ ^ 

As Lonnie turned away to sit down on an empty box beside the gasoline 
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pumpj he could not help wishing that he could be as unafraid of Arch Gun- 
nard as Clem was. Even if Clem was a Negro, he never hesitated to ask for 
rations when he needed something to eat; and when he and his family 
did not get enough, Clem came right out and told Arch so. Arch stood 
for that, but he swore that he was going to run Clem out of the country 
the first chance he got. 

Lonnie knew without turning around that Clem was standing at the 
corner of the filling station with two or three other Negroes and looking 
at him, but for some reason he was unable to meet Clem’s eyes. 

Arch Gunnard was sitting in the sun, honing his jack-knife blade on his 
boot top. He glanced once or twice at Lonnie’s hound, Nancy, who was 
lying in the middle of the road waiting for Lonnie to go home. 

‘‘That your dog, Lonnie?” 

Jumping with fear, Lonnie’s hand went to his chin to hide the lean face 
that would accuse Arch of short-rationing. 

Arch snapped his fingers and the hound stood up, wagging her tail. She 
w^'aited to be called. 

“Mr. Arch, I ” 

Arch called the dog. She began crawling towards them on her belly, wag- 
ging her tail a little faster each time Arch’s fingers snapped. When she 
was several feet away, she turned over on her back and lay on the ground 
with her four paws in the air. 

Dudley Smith and Jim Weaver, who were lounging around the filling 
station, laughed. They had been leaning against the side of the building, 
but they straightened up to see what Arch was up to. 

Arch spat some more tobacco juice on his boot top and whetted the jack- 
knife blade some more. 

“What kind of a hound dog is that, anyway, Lonnie?” Arch said. “Looks 
like to me it might be a ketch hound.” 

Lonnie could feel Clem Henry’s eyes boring into the back of his head. 
He wondered what Clem would do if it had been his dog Arch Gunnard 
was snapping.his fingers at and calling like that. 

“His tail’s way too long for a coon hound or a bird dog, ain’t it, Arch?” 
somebody behind Lonnie said, laughing out loud. 

Everybody laughed then, including Arch. They looked at Lonnie, wait- 
ing to hear what he was going to say to Arch. 

“Is he a ketch hound, Lonnie?” Arch said, snapping his finger again. 

“Don’t be ashamed of him, Loiinie, if he don’t show signs of turning 
out to be a bird dog or a fox houiid. Everybody needs a hound around 
the house that can go out and catch pigs and rabbits when you are in a 
hurry for them. A ketch hound is a. mightly respectable animal. IVe 
known the time when I was mighty proud to own one.” 
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i-l^e tail. Lonnie sat 

tip, twisting his neck until he caug glimpse of Clem Henry at the other 
corner of the filling station. Clem was staring at him with unmistakable 
meaning, with the same look in his eyes he had had that afternoon when 
he said that nobody who worked for Arch Gunnard ought to stand for 
short-rationing. Lonnie lowered his eyes. He could not figure out how a 
Negro could be braver than he was. There were a lot of times like that 
when he would have given anything he had to be able to jump into 
Clem’s shoes and change places with him. 

“The trouble with this hound of yours, Lonnie, is that he’s too heavy on 
his feet. Don’t you reckon it would be a pretty slick little trick to lighten 
the load some, being as how he’s a ketch hound to begin with.?” 

Lonnie remembered then what Clem Henry had said he w^ould do if 
Arch Gunnard ever tried to cut off his dog’s tail, Lonnie knew, and Clem 
knew, and everybody else knew, that that would give Arch the chance he 
was waiting for. All Arch asked, he had said, was for Clem Henry to over- 
step his place just one little half-inch, or to talk back to him wdth just 
one little short word, and he would do the rest. Everybody knew what Arch 
meant by that, especially if Clem did not turn and run. And Clem had not 
been known to run from anybody, after fifteen years in the country. 

Arch reached down and grabbed Nancy’s tail while Lonnie was wonder- 
ing about Clem. Nancy acted as if she thought Arch were playing some 
kind of a game with her. She turned her head around until she could 
reach Arch’s hand to lick it. He cracked her on the bridge of the nose 
with the end of the jackknife. 

“He’s a mighty playful dog, Lonnie,” Arch said, catching up a shorter 
grip on the tail, “but his wagpole is way too long for a dog his size, 
especially when he wants to be a ketch hound.” 

Lonnie swallowed hard. 

“Mr. Arch, she’s a mighty fine rabbit tracker. I— 

“Shucks, Lonnie,” Arch said, whetting the knife blade on the dog’s tail, 
“I aint never seen a hound in all my life that needed a tail that long to hunt 
rabbits with. It’s way too long for just a common, ordinary, everyday ketch 
hound.” 

Lonnie looked up hopefully at Dudley Smith and the others. None of 
them offered any help. It was useless for him to try to stop Arch, because 
Arch Gunnard would let nothing stand in his way when once he had set 
his head on what he wished to do. Lonnie knew that if he should let him- 
self show any anger or resentment, Arch would drive him off the farm be- 
fore sundown that night. Clem Henry was the only person there who would 
help him, but Clem ... ,, , 

The white men and the Negroes at both corners of the filling station 
waited to see what Lonnie was going to do about it. All of them hoped he 
would put up a fight for his hound. H' anyone, had the nerve to stop 
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Arch Gunnard from cutting off a dog’s tail, it might put an end to it. It 
was plain, though, that Lonnie, who was one of Arch’s share-croppers, was 
afraid to Speak up. Clem Henry might; Clem was the only one who might 
try to stop Arch, even if it meant trouble. All of them knew that Arch 
would insist on running Clem out of the country, or filling him full of 
lead., ■ 

‘T reckon it’s all right with you, aint it, Lonnie?” Arch said, ‘T don’t 
seern'to hear no objections.”' 

Clem Henry stepped forward several paces, and stopped. 

Arch laughed, watching Lonnie’s face, and jerked Nancy to her feet. The 
hound cried out in pain and surprise, but Arch made her be quiet by kick- 
ing her in the belly. 

Lonnie winced. He could hardly bear to see anybody kick his dog like 
■■that." : 

“Mr. Arch, I . . 

A contraction in his throat almost choked him for several moments, and 
he had to open his mouth wide and fight for breath. The other white men 
around him were silent. Nobody liked to see a dog kicked in the belly like 
that. 

Lonnie could see the other end of the filling station from the corner of 
his eye. He saw a couple of Negroes go up behind Clem and grasp his 
overalls. Clem spat on the ground, between outspread feet, but he did not 
try to break away from them. 

“Being as how I don’t hear no objections, I reckon it’s all right to go 
ahead and cut it off,” Arch said, spitting. 

Lonnie’s head went forward and all he could see of Nancy was her hind 
feet. He had come to ask for a slab of sowbelly and some molasses, or 
something. Now he did not know if he could ever bring himself to ask 
for rations, no matter how much hungrier they became at home. 

“I always make it a habit of asking a man first,” Arch said. “I w^ouldn’t 
want to go ahead and cut off a tail if a man had any objections. That 
wouldn’t be right. No, sir, it just wouldn’t be fair and square.” 

Arch caught a shorter grip on the hound’s tail and placed the knife blade 
on it two or three inches from the rump. It looked to those who were 
watching as if his mouth were watering, because tobacco juice began to 
trickle down the corners of his lips. He brought up the back of his hand 
and wiped his mouth. • • . 

A noisy automobile came plowing down the road through the deep red 
dust. Everyone looked up as it passed in order to see who was in it. 

' Lonnie glanced at it, but he could not keep his eyes raised. His head fell 
downward once more until he could feel his sharp chin cutting into his 
chest. He wondered then if Arch had noticed how lean his face was, 

, “I keep two or three ketch hounds around my place,” Arch said, honing 
the blade on the tail of the dog is if it wete a razor strop until his actions 
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brought smiles to the faces of the men grouped around him, ''but I never 
could see the sense of a ketch hound having a long tail It only gets in their 
way when I send them out to catch a pig or a rabbit for my supper.’' 

Pulling with his left hand and pushing with his right. Arch Gunnard 
docked the hound’s tail as quickly and as easily as if he w^ere cutting a 
willow switch in the pasture to drive the cows home with. The dog sprang 
forward with, the release of her tail until she was far beyond Arch’s reach, 
and began howling so loud she could be heard half a mile avv^ay, Nancy 
stopped once and looked back at Arch, and then she sprang to the middle 
of the road and began leaping and twisting in circles. All that time she was 
yelping and biting at the bleeding stub of her tail. 

Arch leaned backward and twirled the severed tail in one hand vchile he 
wiped the jack-knife blade on his . boot sole. He w^atched Lonnie’s dog 
chasing herself around in circles in the red dust. 

Nobody had anything to say then. Lonnie tried not to watch his dog’s 
agony, and he forced himself to keep from locking at Clem Henry. Then, 
with his eyes shut, he wmndered why he had remained on Arch Gunnard’s 
plantation all those past years, share-cropping for a mere living on short- 
rations, and becoming leaner and leaner all the time. He knew then how 
true it was what Clem had said about Arch’s share-croppers’ faces becom- 
ing sharp enough to hew their own cofBns. His hands went to his chin 
before he knew what he was doing. His hand dropped when he had felt 
the bones of jaw and the exposed tendons of his cheeks. 

As hungry as he was, he knew that even if Arch did give him some rations 
then, there would not be nearly enough for them to eat for the following 
week. Hatty, his wife, was already broken down from hunger and work in 
the fields, and his father, Mark Newsome, stone-deaf for the past twenty 
years, w^as always asking him why there was never enough food in the 
house for them to have a solid meal. Lonnie’s head fell forward a little 
more, and he could feel his eyes becoming damp. 

The pressure of his sharp chin against his chest made him so uncom- 
fortable that he had to raise his head at last in order to ease the pain of it. 

The first thing he saw when he looked up was Arch Gunnard twirling 
Nancy’s tail in his left hand. Arch Gunnard had a trunk full of dogs’ tails 
at home. He had been cutting off tails ever since anyone could remember, 
and during all those years he had accumulated a collection of which he 
was so proud that he kept the trunk locked and the key tied around his 
neck on a string. On Sunday afternoons when the preacher came to visit, 
or when a crowd was there to loll on the front porch and swap stories, 
Arch showed them off, naming each tail from memory just as well as if he 
had had a tag on it. , ' 

Clem Henry had left the filling station and was walking alone down the 
road towards the plantation. Clem, Henry’s house was in a cluster of Negro 
cabins below Arch’s big house^ and he had to pass Lonnie’s house to get 


1464 


TELLERS OF TALES 


there. Lonnie was on the verge of getting up and leaving when he saw Arch 
looking at him. He did not know whether Arch was looking at his lean 
face, or whether he was watching to see if he were going to get up and go 
down the road with Clem. 

The thought of leaving reminded him of his reason for being there. He 
had to have some rations before suppertime that night, no matter how 
short they were. 

"Mr. Arch,I . . " 

Arch stared at him for a moment, appearing as if he had turned to listen 
to some strange sound unheard of before that moment. 

Lonnie bit his lips, wondering if Arch was going to say anything about 
how lean and hungry he looked. But Arch was thinking about something 
else. He slapped his hand on his leg and laughed out loud. * 

"I sometimes wish niggers had tails,” Arch said, coiling Nancy’s tail into 
a ball and putting it into his pocket. "Fd a heap rather cut off nigger tails 
than dog tails. There’d be more to cut, for one thing.” 

Dudley Smith and somebody else behind them laughed for a brief 
moment. The laughter died out almost as suddenly as it had risen. 

The Negroes who had heard Arch shuffled their feet in the dust and 
moved backwards. It was only a few minutes until not one was left at the 
filling station. They went up the road behind the red wooden building 
until they w^ere out of sight. 

Arch got up and stretched. The sun was getting low, and it was no 
longer comfortable in the October air. "Well, I reckon 111 be getting on 
home to get me some supper,” he said. 

He walked slowly to the middle of the road and stopped to look at 
Nancy retreating along the ditch. 

"Nobody going my way?” he asked. "What’s wrong with you, Lonnie.? 
Going home to supper, aint you.?” 


"Mr. Arch, I . . .” 

Lonnie found himself jumping to his feet. His first thought was to ask 
for the sowbelly and molasses, and maybe some corn meal; but when he 
opened his mouth, the words refused to come out. He took several steps 
forward and shook his head. He did not know what Arch might say or do 
if he said "no.” 

: "Hattyll be looking for you,” Arch said, turning his back and walking 
off. 

He reached into his hip pocket and took out Nancy’s tail. He began 
twirling it as he walked down the road towards the big house in the 
distance. , , . ■ . 

Dudley Smith went inside the filling station, and the others walked 

. After Arch had gone several hundred yards, Lonnie sat down heavily on 
the bpx beside Ae gas pump from which he had got up when Arch spoke 
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to him. He sat down heavily, his shoulders drooping, his arms railing 
between his outspread legs. 

Lonnie did not know how long his eyes had been closech but when he 
opened them, he saw Nancy lying between his feet, licking the docked tail. 
While he watched her, he felt the sharp point of his chin cutting into his 
chest again. Presently the door behind him was slammed shut, and a 
minute later he could hear Dudley Smith walking away from the filling 
station on his way home. 

II 

Lonnie had been sleeping fitfully for several hours when he suddenly 
found himself wide awake. Hatty shook him again. He raised himself 
on his elbow and tried to see into the darkness of the room. Without 
knowing what time it was, he was able to determine that it was still nearly 
two hours until sunrise. 

“Lonnie,” Hatty said again, trembling in the cold night air, “Lonnie, 
your pa aint in the house.” 

Lonnie sat upright in bed. 

“How do you know he aint?” he said. 

“I’ve been lying here wide awake ever since I got in bed, and I heard 
him when he went out. He’s been gone all that time.” 

“Maybe he just stepped out for a while,” Lonnie said, turning and trying 
to see through the bedroom window. 

“I know what I’m saying, Lonnie,” Hatty insisted. “Your pa’s been gone 
a heap too long.” 

Both of them sat without a sound for several minutes while they listened 
for Mark Newsome. 

Lonnie got up and lit a lamp. He shivered while he was putting on his 
shirt, overalls, and shoes. He tied his shoelaces in hard knots because he 
couldn’t see in the faint light. Outside the window it was almost pitch-dark, 
and Lonnie could feel the damp October air blowing against his face. 

“I’ll go help look,” Hatty said, throwing the covers off and starting to 
get up. 

Lonnie went to the bed and drew the covers back over her and pushed 
her back into place. 

“You try to get some sleep, Hatty,” he said; “you can’t stay awake the 
whole night. I’ll go bring Pa back.” 

He left Hatty, blowing out the lamp, and stumbled through' the dark 
hall, feeling his way to the front porch by touching the wall with his hands. 
When he got to the porch, he could still barely see any distance ahead, but 
his eyes were becoming more accustomed to the darkness. He waited a 
minute, listening. ^ ‘ 

Feeling his way down the steps, into the yard, he walked around the 
corner of the house and stopped to, listen again before calling his father. 
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He stopped under the bedroom window when he realized what he had 
beea.doing.'' . . 

“Now that’s aiool thing for me to be out here doing/’ he said, scolding 
himself. “Pa couldn’t hear it thunder.” 

He heard a rustling of the bed. 

“He’s been gone long enough to get clear to the crossroads, or more,” 
Hatty said, calling through the window. 

“Now you lay down and try to get a little sleep, Hatty,” Lonnie told her. 
“Ill bring him back in no time.” 

He could hear Nancy scratching fleas under the house, but he knew she 
was in no condition to help look for Mark. It would be several days before 
she recovered from the shock of losing her tail. 

“He’s been gone a long time,” Hatty said, unable to keep still. 

“That don’t make no difference,” Lonnie said. “Ill find him sooner or 
later. Now you go on to sleep like I told you, Hatty.” 

Lonnie walked towards the barn, listening for some sound. Over at the 
big house he could hear the hogs grunting and squealing, and he wished 
they would be quiet so he could hear other sounds. Arch Gunnard’s dogs 
were howling occasionally, but they were not making any more noise than 
they usually did at night, and he was accustomed to their howling. 

Lonnie went to the barn, looking inside and out. After walking around 
the barn, he went into the field as far as the cotton shed. He knew it was 
useless, but he could not keep from calling his father time after time. 

“Oh, Pa!” he said, trying to penetrate the darkness. 

He went further into the field. 

“Now, what in the world could have become of Pa?” he said, stopping 
and wondering where to look next. 

After he had gone back to the front yard, he began to feel uneasy for the 
first time. Mark had not acted any more strangely during the past week 
than he ordinarily did, but Lonnie knew he was upset over the way Arch 
Gunnard was giving out short-rations. Mark had even said that, at the 
rate they were being fed, ail of them would starve to death inside another 
three months. 

Lonnie left the yard and went down the road towards the Negro cabins. 
When he got to Clem’s house, he turned in and walked up the path to 
the door. He kxiocked several times and waited. There was no answer, 
and he rapped louder. 

“Who’s that?” he heard Clem say from bed* 

“It’s me,” Lonnie said. “I’ve got to see you a minute, Clem. Fm out in 
the front yard.” , , ■ 

He sat down and waited for Clem to dress and come outside. While he 
waited, he strained his ears to catch any sound that might be in the air. 
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Over the fields towards the big house he could hear the fattening hogs 
grunt and squeal. 

Clem came out and shut the door. He stood on the doorsil! a moment 
speaking to his wife in bed, telling her he would be back and not to worry. 

'‘Who’s that?” Clem said, coming down into the yard. 

Lonnie got up and met Clem half-way. 

“What’s the trouble?” Clem asked then, buttoning up his overall 
jumper. 

“Pa’s not in his bed,” Lonnie said, “and Hatty says he’s been gone from 
the house most all night. I went out in the field, and all around the barn, 
but I couldn’t find a trace of him anywhere.” 

Clem then finished buttoning his jumper and began rolling a cigarette. 
He walked slowly down the path to the road. It was still dark, and it 
would be at least an hour before dawn made it any lighter. 

“Maybe he was too hungry to stay in bed any longer,” Clem said. “When 
I saw him yesterday, he said he was so shrunk up and weak he didn’t know 
if he could last much longer. He looked like his skin and bones couldn’t 
shrivel much more.” 

“I asked Arch last night after suppertime for some rations— Just a little 
piece of sowbelly and some molasses. He said he’d get around to letting me 
have some the first thing this morning.” 

“Why don’t you tell him to give you full rations or none?” Clem said. “If 
you knew you wasn’t going to get none at all, you could move away and 
find a better man to share-crop for, couldn’t you?” 

“Fve been loyal to Arch Gunnard for a long time now,” Lonnie said. ‘Td 
hate to haul off and leave him like that.” 

Clem looked at Lonnie, but he did not say anything more just then. They 
turned up the road towards the driveway that led up to the big house. The 
fattening hogs were still grunting and squealing in the pen, and one of 
Arch’s hounds came down a cotton row beside the driveway to smell their 
shoes. 

“Them fattening hogs always get enough to eat,” Clem said. “There’s 
not a one of them that don’t weigh seven hundred pounds right now, and 
they’re getting bigger every day. Besides taking all that’s thrown to them, 
they make a lot of meals off the chickens that get in there to peck around.” 

Lonnie listened to the grunting of the hogs as they walked up the drive- 
way towards the big house. 

“Reckon we’d better get Arch up to help look for Pa?” Lonnie said. “Fd 
hate to wake him up, but Fm scared Pa might stray off into the swamp’ and 
get lost for good. He couldn’t hear it thunder, even. I never could find him 
back there in all that tangle if he got into it ” 

Clem said something under his breath and went on towards the barn 
and hog pen. He reached the pen before Lonnie got there. ; . 
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“You'd better come here quick/’ Clem said, turning around to see where 
Lonnie was. 

Lonnie ran to the hog pen. He stopped and climbed half-way up the 
w^ooden-and-wire sides of the fence. At first he could see nothing, but 
gradually he was able to see the moving mass of black fattening hogs on 
the other side of the pen. They were biting and snarling at each other like 
a pack of hungry hounds turned loose on a dead rabbit. 

Lonnie scrambled to the top of the fence, but Clem caught him and 
pulled him back. 

“Don’t go in that hog pen that way,” he said. “Them hogs wdll tear you 
to pieces, they’re that wild. They’re fighting over something.” 

Both of them ran around the corner of the pen and got to the side where 
the hogs were. Down under their feet on the ground Lonnie caught a 
glimpse of a dark mass splotched with white. He was able to see it for a 
moment only, because one of the hogs trampled over it. 

Clem opened and closed his mouth several times before he was able to 
say anything at all. He clutched at Lonnie’s arm, shaking him. 

“That looks like it might be your pa,” he said. “I swear before goodness, 
Lonnie, it does look like it.” 

Lonnie still could not believe it. He climbed to the top of the fence and 
began kicking his feet at the hogs, trying to drive them away. They paid 
no attention to him. 

While Lonnie w^^as perched there, Clem had gone to the wagon shed, 
and he ran back with two singletrees he had somehow managed to find 
there in the dark. He handed one to Lonnie, poking it at him until 
Lonnie’s attention was drawn from the hogs long enough to take it. 

Clem leaped over the fence and began swinging the singletree at the 
hogs. Lonnie slid down beside him, yelling at them. One hog turned on 
Lonnie and snapped at him, and Clem struck it over the back of the neck 
with enough force to drive it off momentarily. 

By then Lonnie was able to realize what had happened. He ran to the 
mass of hogs, kicking them with his heavy stiff shoes and striking them on 
their heads with the iron-tipped singletree. Once he felt a stinging sensa- 
tion, and looked down to see one of the hogs biting the calf of his leg. He 
had just enough time to hit the hog and drive it away before his leg was 
torn. He knew most of his overall leg had been ripped away, because he 
could feel the night air on his bare wet calf. 

Clem had gone ahead and had driven the hogs back. There was no other 
way to do anything. They were in a snarling circle around them, and both 
of them had to keep the singletrees swinging back and forth all the time to 
keep the hogs off. Finally Loiinie reached down and got a grip on Mark’s 
leg. With Clem helping, Lonnie carried his father to the fence and lifted 
him over to the other side. . , ; , . 

They were too much out of breith for a while to say anything, or to do 
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anything else. .The, snarling, iattening-. hogs -were at': the fence,:, biting the 
wood and wire, and making more noise than ever. 

While Lonnie was: searching, in his pockets. for a match,, Cl,em..a truck one. 
He held the flame close to Mark Newsome’s head. 

They both stared unbelievingly, and then Clem blew out the match. 
There .was , nothing said as they' stared at each "other in the darkness. ■ 

Clem walked several steps away, and turned and came back beside 
Lonmt. 

“It’s him, though,” Glem said, sitting down on the ground. “Its him, all 
right.”, . ■ 

“I reckon so,” Lonnie said. He could think of nothing else to say then. 

They sat on the ground, one on each side of Mark, looking at the body. 
There had been no sign of life in the body beside them since they had first 
touched it. The face, throat, and stomach had been completely devoured. 

“You’d better go wake up Arch Gunnard,” Clem said after a while. 

“What for?” Lonnie said. “He can’t help none now. It’s too late for 
help.” 

“Makes no difference,” Clem insisted, “You’d better go wake him up and 
let him see what there is to see. If you wait till morning, he might take it 
into his head to say the hogs didn’t do it. Right now is the time to get him 
up so he can see what his hogs did.” 

Clem turned around and looked at the big house. The dark outline 
against the dark sky made him hesitate. 

“A man who short-rations tenants ought to have to sit and look at that 
till it’s buried.” 

Lonnie looked at Clem fearfully. He knew Clem was right, but he was 
scared to hear a Negro say anything like that about a white man. 

“You oughtn’t talk like that about Arch,” Lonnie said. “He’s in bed 
asleep. He didn’t have a thing to do with it. He didn’t have no more to do 
with it than I did.” 

Clem laughed a little, and threw the singletree on the ground between 
his feet. After letting it lie there a little while, he picked.it up and began 
beating the ground with it. 

Lonnie got to his feet slowly. He had never seen Clem act like that 
before, and he did not know what to think about it. He left without saying 
anything and walked stiffly to the house in the darkness to wake up Arch 
Gunnard. 

Arch was hard to wake up. And even after he was awake, he was in no 
hurry to get up. Lonnie was standing outside the bedroom window, and 
Arch was lying in bed six or eight feet away. Lonnie could hear him toss 
and grumble. 
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: ''Who told you to come and wake me up in the middle o£ the night?” 
;Areh said. 

"Well, Clem Henry's out here, and he said maybe you’d like to know 
about it.”, ' ' 

Arch tossed around on the bed, flailing the pillow with his fists. 

"You tell Clem Henry I said that one of these days he’s going to find 
himself turned inside out, like a coat-sleeve.” 

Lonnie waited doggedly. He knew Clem was right in insisting that Arch 
ought to wake up and come out there to see what had happened. Lonnie 
was afraid to go back to the barnyard and tell Clem that Arch was not 
coming. He did not know, but he had a feeling that Clem might go into 
the bedroom and drag Arch out of bed. He did not like to think of any- 
thing like that taking place. 

"Are you still out there, Lonnie?” Arch shouted. 

"I’m right here, Mr. Arch. I ” 

"If I wasn’t so sleepy, I’d come out there and take a stick and~~I don’t 
know what I wouldn’t do!” 

Lonnie met Arch at the back step. On the way out to the hog pen Arch 
did not speak to him. Arch walked heavily ahead, not even waiting to see 
if Lonnie was coming. The lantern that Arch was carrying cast long flat 
beams of yellow light over the ground; and when they got to where Clem 
was waiting beside Mark’s body, the Negro’s face shone in the night like 
a highly polished plowshare. 

"What was Mark doing in my hog pen at night, anyway?” Arch said, 
shouting at them both. 

Neither Clem nor Lonnie replied. Arch glared at them for not answer- 
ing. But no matter how many times he looked at them, his eyes returned 
each time to stare at the torn body of Mark Newsome on the ground at 
his feet. 

"There’s nothing to be done now,” Arch said finally. "We’ll just have to 
wait till daylight and send for the undertaker.” He walked a few steps 
away. "Looks like you could have waited till morning in the first place. 
There wasn’t no sense in getting me up.” 

He turned his back and looked sideways at Clem. Clem stood up and 
looked him straight in the eyes. 

"What do you want, Clem Henry?” he said. “Who told you to be coming 
around my house in the middle of the night? I don’t want niggers coming 
here except when I send for them.” 

"I couldn’t stand to see anybody eaten up by the hogs, and not do any- 
thing about it,” Clem said. 

"You mind your own business,” Arch told him. "And when you talk to 
me, take off your hat, or you’ll be sorry for it. It wouldn’t take much to 
make me do you up the way you. belong.” 

Lonnie backed away. There was, a feeling of uneasiness around them. 
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That was how trouble between Clem and Arch always began. He had seen 
it start that way dozens of times before. As long as Clem turned and went 
away, nothing happened, but sometimes he stayed right where he was 
and talked up to Arch just as i£ he had been a white man, too. 

Lonnie hoped it would not happen this time. Arch, was already mad 
enough about being waked up in the middle of the night, and , Lonnie 
knew there was no limit to what ' Arch would do when he got good and 
mad at a Negro. Nobody had ever seen him kill a Negro,. but he had said: 
he had, and he told people that he was not scared to do it again. 

‘1 reckon you kno^v how he came to get eaten up by the hogs like that,'* 
Clem said, looking straight at Arch. 

Arch whirled around. 

“Are you talking to me . . . ?” 

‘T asked you that/’ Clem stated. 

“God damn you, yellow-blooded . , .” Arch yelled. 

He swung the lantern at Clem’s head. Clem dodged, but the bottom of 
it hit his shoulder, and it was smashed to pieces. The oil splattered on 
the ground, igniting in the air from the flaming wick. Clem was lucky not 
to have it splash on his face and overalls. 

“Now, look here . . .” Clem said. 

“You yellow-blooded nigger,” Arch said, rushing at him. “I’ll teach you 
to talk back to me. You’ve got too big for your place for the last time. I’ve 
been taking too much from you, but I aint doing it no more.” 

“Mr. Arch, I . . Lonnie said, stepping forward partly between them. 
No one heard him. 

Arch stood back and watched the kerosene flicker out on the ground. 

“You know good and well why he got eaten up by the fattening hogs,” 
Clem said, standing his ground. “He was so hungry he had to get up out 
of bed in the middle of the night and come up here in the dark trying to 
find something to eat. Maybe he was trying to find the smokehouse. It 
makes no difference, either way. He’s been on short-rations like everybody 
else working on your place, and he was so old he didn’t know where to 
look for food except in your smokehouse. You know good and well that’s 
how he got lost up here in the dark and fell in the hog pen.” 

The kerosene had died out completely. In the last faint flare, Arch had 
reached down and grabbed up the singletree that had been lying on the 
ground where Lonnie had dropped it. 

Arch raised the singletree over his head and struck with all his might at 
Clem. Clem dodged, but Arch drew back again quickly and landed a 
blow on his arm just above the elbow before Clem could dodge it. Clem’s 
arm dropped to his side, dangling lifelessly. 

“You Goddamn yellow-blooded nigger!” Arch shouted. “Now’s your 
time, you black bastard. Fve been waiting for the chance to teach you your 
lesson. And this’s going to be one you won’t never forget.” 
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Clem felt the ground with his feet until he had located the other single- 
tree. He stooped down and got it. Raising it, he did not try to hit Arch, 
but held it in front of him so he could ward off Arch’s blows at his head. 
He continued to stand his ground, not giving Arch an inch. 

‘‘Drop that singletree,” Arch said. 

“I won’t stand here and let you beat me like that,” Clem protested. 

“By God, that’s all I want to hear,” Arch said, his mouth curling, 
“Nigger, your time has come, by God!” 

He svvung once more at Clem, but Clem turned and ran towards the 
barn. Arch went after him a few steps and stopped. He threw aside the 
singletree and turned and ran back to the house. 

Lonnie went to the fence and tried to think what was best for him to 
do. Lie knew he could not take sides with a Negro, in the open, even if 
Clem had helped him, and especially after Clem had talked to Arch in 
the way he wished he could himself. He was a white man, and to save his 
life he could not stand to think of turning against Arch, no matter what 
happened. 

Presently a light burst through one of the windows of the house, and he 
heard Arch shouting at his wife to wake her up. 

When he saw Arch’s wife go to the telephone, Lonnie realized what was 
going to happen. She was calling up the neighbors and Arch’s friends. 
They would not mind getting up in the night when they found out what 
was going to take place. 

Out behind the barn he could hear Clem calling him. Leaving the yard, 
Lonnie felt his way out there in the dark. 

“What’s the trouble, Clem he said. 

“I reckon my time has come,” Clem said. “Arch Gunnard talks that way 
when he’s good and mad. He talked just like he did that time he carried 
Jim Moffin off to the swamp — and Jim never came back,” 

“Arch wouldn’t do anything like that to you, Clem,” Lonnie said ex- 
citedly, but he knew better. 

Clem said nothing. 

“Maybe you’d better strike out for the swamps till he changes his mind 
and cools off some,” Lonnie said. “You might be right, Clem.” 

Lonnie could feel Clem’s eyes burning into him. 

“Wouldn’t be no sense in that, if you’d help me,” Clem said. “Wouldn’t 
you stand by me?” 

Lonnie trembled as the meaning of Clem’s suggestion became clear to 
him. His back was to the side of the barn, and he leaned against it while 
sheets of black and white passed before his eyes. 

“Wouldn’t you stand by me?” Clem asked again. 

. “I don’t know what Arch would say to that,’’ Lonnie told him haltingly. 

Clem walked away several paces.. He stood with his back to Lonnie 
while he looked across the, field/ towards where his home was. 
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1 could go in that little patch stay till they get 

tired; of looking; for said, turning around to see Lonnie. 

,. /“.You’d, . better:,go/ somewhere,” . Lon uneasily. “I know Arch 

Gunnard..,He’s .hard to handle, when he makes up his mind: to do, so.iiie-. 
thing. he wants .to do. .1 couldn’t stop him • an .inch. Maybe you’d' be.tter get 
clear out of the country, Clem.” 

: , ,“,I couldn’t do that, and leave my family down there across the. field,” 
Clem'.said,v.',. .' 

“He’s going to get you if you don’t.” 

“If you’d only sort of help me out a little, he wouldn’t I would only 
have to go and hide out in that little patch of woods over there a while. 
Looks like you could do that for me, being as how I helped you find your 
pa when he was in the hog pen.” 

Lonnie nodded, listening for sounds from the big house. He continued 
to nod at Clem while Clem was waiting to be assured. 

“If you’re going to stand up for me,” Clem said, “I can just go over there 
in the woods and wait till they get it off their minds. You won’t be telling 
them where I’m at, and you could say I struck out for the swamp. They 
wouldn’t ever find me without bloodhounds.” 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said, listening for sounds of Arch’s coming out of 
the house. He did not wish to be found back there behind the barn wdiere 
Arch could accuse him of talking to Clem. 

The moment Lonnie replied, Clem turned and ran off into the night. 
Lonnie went after him a few steps, as if he had suddenly changed his mind 
about helping him, but Clem was lost in the darkness by then. 

Lonnie waited for a few minutes, listening to Clem crashing through 
the underbrush in the patch of woods a quarter of a mile away. When 
he could hear Clem no longer, he went around the barn to meet Arch. 

Arch came out of the house carrying his double-barreled shotgun and the 
lantern he had picked up in the house. His pockets tvere bulging with 
shells, 

“Where is that damn nigger, Lonnie.?” Arch asked him. “Where’d he 
go to?” 

Lonnie opened his mouth, but no words came out. 

“You know which way he went, don’t you?” ^ 

Lonnie again tried to say something, but there were no sounds. He 
jumped when he found himself nodding his head to Arch. 

“That’s all right, then,” Arch said. “That’s all I need to know now, 
Dudley Smith and Tom Hawkins and Frank and Dave Howard and the 
rest will be here in a minute, and you can stay right here so you can show 
us where he’s hiding out ” ' ; ' 

Frantically Lonnie tried to say something., Then he reached for Arch’s 
sleeve to 'stop him, fiut^ Arch 
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Arch ran around the ho the front yard. Soon a car came racing 
down the road, its headlights lighting up the whole place, hog pen and 
all. Lonnie knew it was probably Dudley Smith, because his was the first 
house in that direction, only half a mile away. While he was turning into 
the driveway, several other automobiles came into sight, both up the road 
and down it.. 

Lonnie trembled. He was afraid Arch was going to tell him to point out 
where Clem had gone to hide. Then he knew Arch would tell him. He 
had promised Clem he would not do that. But try as he might, he could 
not make himself believe that Arch Gunnard would do anything more 
than whip Clem. 

Clem had not done anything that called for lynching. He had not raped 
a white woman, he had not shot at a white man; he had only talked back 
to Arch, with his hat on. But Arch was mad enough to do anything; he 
was mad enough at Clem not to stop at anything short of lynching. 

The whole crowd of men was swarming around him before he realized 
it. And there was Arch clutching his arm and shouting into his face. 

“Mr.Arch,! ” 

Lonnie recognized every man in the feeble dawn. They were excited, 
and they looked like men on the last lap of an all-night foxhunting party. 
Their shotguns and pistols were held at their waist, ready for the kill. 

“What’s the matter with you, Lonnie.?^” Arch said, shouting into his ear. 
“Wake up and say where Clem Henry went to hide out. We’re ready to 
go get him.” 

Lonnie remembered looking up and seeing Frank Howard dropping 
yellow twelve-gauge shells into the breech of his gun. Frank bent forward 
so he could hear Lonnie tell Arch where Clem was hiding. 

“You aint going to kill Clem this time, are you, Mr. Arch.f^” Lonnie 
asked. 

“Kill him.?” Dudley Smith repeated. “What do you reckon IVe been 
waiting all this time for if it wasn’t for a chance to get Clem. That nigger 
has had it coming to him ever since he came to this county. He’s a bad 
nigger, and it’s coming to him.” 

“It wasn’t exactly Clem’s fault,” Lonnie said. “If Pa hadn’t come up here 
and fell in the hog pen, Clem wouldn’t have had a thing to do with it. He 
was helping me, that’s all.” 

“Shut up, Lonnie,” somebody shouted ,, at him. “You’re so excited you 
don’t know what you’re saying. You’re taking up for a nigger when you 
talk like that.” 

People were crowding around him so tightly he felt as if he were being 
squeezed to death. He had to get some air, get his breath, get out of the 
crowd. 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said, . 

' He heard himself speak, but/he did' not Tnow, what he was saying. ' 
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But Clem helped me find Pa when he got lost looking around for 

somethiiig to eat.” „ ^ 

^ ''Shut.up, Lonnie,” somebody said agam.'''You damn fooLshut upl”. ■ 

Arch grabbed his shoulder and shook him until his teeth rattled. Then 
Lonnie realized what he had been saying. 

: “Now, look here,. Lonnie,” Arch shouted. “You must be out of your head,.' 
because you know good and well you wouldn’t talk like a nigger-lover in 
yournight^mind.” 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said, trembling all over. “I sure wouldn’t want to 
talk like that.” 

He could still feel the grip on his shoulder where Arch’s strong fingers 
had hurt him. 

“Did Clem go to the swamp, Lonnie?” Dudley Smith said. “Is that right, 
Lonnie?” 

Lonnie tried to shake his head; he tried to nod his head. Then Arch’s 
fingers squeezed his thin neck. Lonnie looked at the men wild-eyed. 

“Where’s Clem hiding, Lonnie?” Arch demanded, squeezing. 

Lonnie went three or four steps towards the barn. When he stopped, the 
men behind him pushed forward again. He found himself being rushed 
behind the barn and beyond it. 

“All right, Lonnie,” Arch said. “Now which way. 

Lonnie pointed towards the patch of woods where the creek was. The 
swamp was in the other direction. 

“He said he was going to hide out in that little patch of woods along 
the creek over there, Mr. Arch,” Lonnie said. “I reckon he’s over there 
now.” . 

Lonnie felt himself being swept forward, and he stumbled over the 
rough ground trying to keep from being knocked down and trampled 
upon. Nobody was talking, and everyone seemed to be walking on tip- 
toes. The gray light of early dawn was increasing enough both to hide 
them and to show the way ahead. 

Just before they reached the fringe of the woods the men separated, and 
Lonnie found himself a part of the circle that was closing in on Clem. 

Lonnie was alone, and there was nobody to stop him, but he was unable 
to move forward or backward. It began to be clear to him what he had 
done. 

Clem was probably up a tree somewhere in the w’^oods ahead, but by 
that time he had been surrounded on all sides. If he should attempt to 
break and run, he would be shot down like a rabbit. 

Lonnie sat down on a log and tried to think what to do. The sun would 
be up in a few more minutes, and as soon as it came up, the men would 
close in on the creek and Clem. He would have no chance at all among all 
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Once or twice he saw the flare of a match through the underbrush where 
some of the men were lying in wait. A whiff of cigarette smoke struck his 
nostrils, and he found himself wondering if Clem could smell it wherever 
he was in the woods. 

There was still no sound anywhere around him, and he knew that Arch 
Guimard and the rest of the men were waiting for the sun, which would 
in a few minutes come up behind him in the east. 

It was light enough by that time to see plainly the rough ground and 
the tangled underbrush and the curling bark on the pine trees. 

The men had already begun to creep forward, guns raised as if stalking 
a deer. The woods were not large, and the circle of men w^ould be able to 
cover it in a few minutes at the rate they were going forward. There was 
still a chance that Clem had slipped through the circle before dawni broke, 
but Lonnie felt that he was still there. He began to feel then that Clem 
was there because he himself had placed him there for the men to find more 
easily. 

Lonnie found himself moving forward, drawn into the narrowing circle. 
Presently he could see the men all around him. in dim outline. Their eyes 
were searching the heavy green pine tops as they went forward from tree 
to tree. 

“Oh, Pa!” he said in a hoarse whisper. “Oh, Pa!” 

He went forward a few steps, looking into the bushes and up into the 
tree tops. When he saw the other men again, he realized that it was not 
Mark Newsome being sought. He did not know what had made him forget 
like that. 

The creeping forward began to work into the movement of Lonnie's 
body. He found himself springing forward on his toes, and his body was 
leaning in that direction. It was like creeping up on a rabbit when you did 
not have a gun to hunt with. 

He forgot again what he was doing there. The springing motion in his 
legs seemed to be growing stronger with each step. Fie bent forward so far 
he could almost touch the ground with his fingertips. He could not stop 
now. He was keeping up with the circle of men. 

The fifteen men were drawing closer and closer together. The dawn had 
broken enough to show the time on the face of a watch. The sun was 
beginning to color the sky above. 

Lonnie was far in advance of anyone else by then. He could not hold 
himself back. The strength in his legs was more than he could hold in 

He had for so long been unable to buy shells for his gun that he had 
forgotten how much he liked to hunt. 

The sound of the men's steady creeping had become a rhythm in his 

“Here's the bastard!” somebody , shouted/ ahd. there was a concerted 


crashing through the dry underbrush. Lonnie dashed forward, reaching the 
tree almost as quicldy as anyone els 

He could see everybody with guns raised, and far into the sky above 
the sharply outlined face 'of Clem Henry- -gleamed in the rising sun.' His. 
body was hugging the slender top of the pine. 

Lonnie did not know who was the first to fire, but the rest of the men 
did not hesitate. There was a deafening roar as the shotguns and revolvers 
flared and smoked around the trunk of the tree. 

He closed his eyes; he was afraid to look again at the face above. The 
firing continued without break. Clem hugged the tree with ail his might, 
and then, with the far-away sound of splintering wood, the top of the tree 
and Clem came crashing through the lower limbs to the ground. The body, 
sprawling and torn, landed on the ground with a thud that stopped 
Lonnie’s heart for a moment. 

He turned, clutching for the support of a tree, as the firing began once 
more. The crumpled body was tossed time after time, like a sackful of 
kittens being killed with an automatic shotgun, as charges of lead were 
fired into it from all sides. A cloud of dust rose from the ground and 
drifted overhead with the choking odor of burned pow^der. 

Lonnie did not remember how long the shooting lasted. He found him- 
self running from tree to tree, clutching at the rough pine bark, stumbling 
wildly towards the cleared ground. The sky had turned from gray to red 
when he emerged in the open, and as he ran, falling over the hard clods in 
the plowed field, he tried to keep his eyes on the house ahead. 

Once he fell and found it almost impossible to rise again to his feet. He 
struggled to his knees, facing the round red sun. The warmth gave him the 
strength to rise to his feet, and he muttered unintelligibly to himself. He 
tried to say things he had never thought to say before. 

When he got home, Hatty was waiting for him in the yard. She had 
heard the shots in the woods, and she had seen him stumbling over the 
hard clods in the field, and she had seen him kneeling there looking 
straight into the face of the sun. Hatty was trembling as she ran to Lonnie 
to find out what the matter was. 

Once in his own yard, Lonnie turned and looked for a second over his 
shoulder. He saw the men climbing over the fence at Arch Gunnard’s. 
Arch’s wife was standing on the back porch, and she was speaking to 
them, 

“Where’s your pa, Lonnie.?^” Hatty said. “And what in the world was all 
that shooting in the woods for?” Lonnie stumbled forward until he had 
reached the front porch. He fell upon the steps, , 

“Lonnie, Lonnie!” Hatty was saying. “Wake up and tell me what in the 
world is the matter. I’ve never seen the like of ail that’s going on.” 

“Nothing,” Lonnie said. “Nothing,” ; . 

“Well, if there’s nothing the matter, can’t , you, go up to the, big house 
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and ask for a little piece of streak-ofJean? We ain’t got a thing to cook for 
breakfast. Your pa’s going to be hungrier than ever after being up walking 
around all night.” 

“What?” Lonnie said, his voice rising to a shout as he jumped to his 
feet 

“Why, I only said go up to the big house and get a little piece of streak- 
of-lean, Lonnie. That’s all I said.” 

He grabbed his wife about the shoulders. 

“Meat?” he yelled, shaking her roughly. 

“Yes,” she said, pulling away from him in surprise. “Couldn’t you go ask 
Arch Gunnard for a little bit of streak-of-lean?” 

Lonnie slumped down again on the steps, his hands falling between his 
outspread legs and his chin falling on his chest. 

“No,” he said almost inaudibly. “No. I aint hungry ” 


THE NOWAKS 

Christopher Isherwood 

(1904- ) 


jL found the Wassertorstrasse without much difSculty. The entrance to it 
was a big stone archway, a bit of old Berlin, daubed with hammers and 
sickles and Nazi crosses and plastered with tattered bills which advertised 
auctions or crimes. It was a deep shabby cobbled street, littered with 
sprawling children in tears. Youths in woollen sweaters circled waveringly 
across it on racing bikes and whooped at girls passing with milk-jugs. The 
pavement was chalk-marked for the hopping game called Heaven and 
Earth. At the end of it, like a tall, dangerously sharp, red instrument, stood 
a church. 

Frau Nowak herself opened the door to me. She looked far iller than 
when I had seen her last, with big blue rings under her eyes. She was 
wearing the same hat and mangy old black coat. At first, she didn’t 
recognize me. 

‘Good afternoon, Frau Nowak.’ , 

Her face changed slowly from poking suspicion to a brilliant, timid, 
almost girlish smile of welcome: , ■ 

‘Why, if it isn’t Herr Christoph! Come in^ Herr Christoph! Come in 
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Tm afraid you were just going out, weren’t your" 

‘No, .no., Herr : Christoph — Fve,. just come in;, just this minute.’,. She was 
wiping her, hands hastily on her,, coat before shaking mine: ‘Thisj,s o,iie of 
,my charring days. I don’t get ,, finished ■ till half-past two and it makes , the 
dinner so late.’ ^ 

She stood aside for me to enter. I pushed, open the, door and, in , doing so,, 
jarred the handle , of the frying-pan on the ,stGve which stood host behind it. 
;Iii the',,tiny kitchen,,: there was, barely room for the, two of :,us together., A 
stifling smell, of potatoes fried in .cheap- margarine filled,- the flat, ^ 

‘Come . and sit,’ down, He,rr Christoph,’ ' she repeated,: hastily doing the 
honours. „‘r,m afraid it’s, -terribly untidy. 'You must excuse that. ,I have to go 
out so early and my -Grete’s 'such ,a .lazy great lump, though she’s turned 
twelve. There’s no getting .her to' do. anything, if you d.o-ii’t stand over her, 
.all the.time.’ 

, The living-roo.m had a sloping ceiling stained with old 'patches .of.damp. 
It,,, contained a big table, six chair's, a sideboard and two, large ' double-beds. 
The place was so full of furniture that you, had, to squeeze ,y-ou,r way intO' 
it sideways.:;, ' : , 

,‘Grete!’, cried, Frau'Nowak. ‘Where are- you? Gome here, this minute!’' ■ " 

‘She’s gone out,’ came Otto’s voice from the inner room. 

‘Otto! Come out and see who’s here!’ 

‘Can’t be bothered, Fm busy mending the gramophone.’ 

‘Busy, indeed! You! You good-for-nothing! That’s a nice way to speak to 
your mother! Come out of that room, do you hear me?’ 

She had flown into a rage instantly, automatically, with astonishing 
violence. Her face became all nose; thin, bitter and inflamed. Her whole 
body trembled. 

‘It doesn’t really matter, Frau Nowak,’ I said. ‘Let him come out when 
he wants to. He’ll get all the bigger surprise.’ 

‘A nice son Fve got! Speaking to me like that , . 

She had pulled off her hat and was unpacking greasy parcels from a string 
bag: ‘Dear me,’ she fussed, ‘I wonder where that child’s got to? Always 
down in the street, she is. If Fve told her once, Fve told her a hundred 
.times. Children have no consideration.’ 

‘How has your lung been keeping, Frau Nowak?’ 

She sighed: ‘Sometimes it seems to me it’s worse than ever. I get such 
a burning, just here. And when I finish work it’s as if I was too tired to 
eat. I come over so bilious ... I don’t think the doctor’s satisfied, either. 
He talks about sending me to a sanatorium later in the winter, I w^as there 
before, you know. But there’s always so many w'aiting to go . . . Then, 
the flat’s so damp at this time of year. You see those marks on the ceiling? 
There’s days wt have to put a foot-bath under them to catch the drips. Of 
course, they’ve no right to let these attics as dwellings at all, really. The 
Inspector’s condemned them time and time again. But what are you to do? 
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One must live sqmewEere. We applied for a transfer over a year ago and 
they keep promising theyll see about it. But there’s a lot of others are 
worse off still, I daresay ... My husband was reading out of the news- 
paper the other day about the English and their Pound. It keeps on falling, 
they say. I don’t understand such things, myself. I hope you haven’t lost 
any money, Herr Christoph.?’ 

‘As a matter of fact, Frau Nowak, that’s partly why I came down to see 
you to-day. I’ve decided to go into a cheaper room and I was wondering if 
there was anywhere round here you could recommend me.?’ 

‘Oh dear, Herr Christoph, I am sorry!’ 

She was quite genuinely shocked: ‘But you can’t live in this part of the 
town — a gentleman like you! Oh no. I’m afraid it wouldn’t suit you at all.’ 

‘I’m not so particular as you think, perhaps. I just want a quiet clean 
room for about twenty marks a month. It doesn’t matter how small it is. 
I’m out most of the day.’ 

She shook her head doubtfully: ‘Well, Herr Christoph, I shall have to see 
if I can’t think of something . . 

‘Isn’t dinner ready yet, mother.?’ asked Otto, appearing in shirtsleeves at 
the doorway of the inner room: ‘I’m nearly starving!’ 

‘How do you expect it to be ready when I have to spend the whole 
morning slaving for you, you great lump of laziness!’ cried Frau Nowak, 
shrilly, at the top of her voice. Then, transposing without the least pause 
into her ingratiating social tone, she added: ‘Don’t you see who’s here.?’ 

‘Why . . . it’s Christoph!’ Otto, as usual, had begun acting at once. His 
face was slowly illuminated by a sunrise of extreme joy. His cheeks dimpled 
with smiles. He sprang forward, throwing one arm around my neck, wring- 
ing my hand: ‘Christoph, you old soul, where have you been hiding all this 
time.?’ His voice became languishing, reproachful: ‘We’ve missed you so 
much! Why have you never come to see us.?’ 

‘Herr Christoph is a very busy gentleman,’ put in Frau Nowak, reprov- 
ingly: ‘He’s got no time to waste running after a do-nothing like you.’ 

Otto grinned, winked at me; then he turned reproachfully upon Frau 
Nowak: 

‘Mother, what are you thinking of.? Are you going to let Christoph sit 
there without so much as a cup of coffee.? He must be thirsty, after climb- 
ing all these stairs!’ 

‘What you mean is, Otto, that ywVi? thirsty, don’t you? No, thank you, 
Frau Nowak, I won’t have anything— really. And I won’t keep you from 
your cooking any longer . . . Look here, Otto, will you come out with me 
now and help me find a room? I’ve just been telling your mother that I’m 
coming to live in this neighbourhood f . You shall have your cup of coffee 

‘What, Christoph— you’re going’ to live here, in Hallesches Tor!’ Otto 
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began dancing with excitement: ‘Oh, mother, won’t that be grand! Oh, I 

am so pleased r 

^You may just as well go out and have a look round with Herr Christoph, 
now/ said Frau Nowak. ‘Dinner won’t be ready for at least an hour, yet. 
You’re only in my way here. Not you, Herr Christoph, of course. Yuiili 
come back and have something to eat with us, won’t you?’ 

‘Well, Frau Nowak, it’s very kind of you indeed, but I'm afraid I can’t, 
to-day. I shall have to be getting back home.’ 

‘Just give me a crust of bread before I go, mother,’ begged Otto piteously. 
‘I’m sc empty that my head’s spinning round like a top.’ 

‘All right,’ said Frau Nowak, cutting a slice of bread and half throwing 
it at him in her vexation, ‘but don’t blame me if there’s nothing in the house 
this evening when you want to make one of your sandwiches . . . Good- 
bye, Herr Christoph. It was very kind of you to come and see us. If you 
really decide to live near here, I hope you’ll look in often . . . though I 
doubt if you’ll find anything to your liking. It won’t be what you’ve been 
accustomed to. . . 

As Otto was about to follow me out of the flat she called him back. I 
heard them arguing; then the door shut. I descended slowly the five flights 
of stairs to the courtyard. The bottom of the court was clammy and dark, 
although the sun was shining on a cloud in the sky overhead. Broken 
buckets, wheels off prams and bits of bicycle tyre lay scattered about, like 
things which have fallen down a well. 

It was a minute or two before Otto came clattering down the stairs to 
join me: 

‘Mother didn’t like to ask you,’ he told me, breathless. ‘She was afraid 
you’d be annoyed . . . But I said that I was sure you’d far rather be with 
us, where you can do just what you like and you know everything’s clean, 
than in a strange house full of bugs ... Do say yes, Christoph, please! It’ll 
be such fun! You and I can sleep in the back room. You can have Lothar’s 
bed—he won’t mind. He can share the double-bed with Grete . . . And 
in the mornings you can stay in bed as long as ever you like. If you v^^ant, FlI 
bring you your breakfast , , . You will come, won’t you!?’ 

And so it was settled. 

My first evening as a lodger at the Nowaks was something of a ceremony. 
I arrived with my two suit-cases soon after five o’clock, to find Frau 
Nowak already cooking the evening meal Otto whispered to me that we 
were to have lung hash, as a special treat. 

‘Fm afraid you won’t think very much, of our. food,’ said Frau Nowak, 
‘after what you’ve been used to. But' well do our best.’ She was all ssmiles, 
bubbling over with excitement. I smiled and smiled, feeling awkward and 
in the way. At length, I clambered oyer the living-room furniture and sat 
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down on my was no space to unpack in, and nowhere, ap- 

parently, to put my clothes. At the living-room table, Crete was playing 
with her Gigarette-eards and transfers. She was a lumpish child of twelve 
years old^ pretty in a sugary way, but round-shouldered and too fat. My 
presence made her very self-conscious. She wriggled, smirked and kept 
calling out, in an affected, sing-song, 'grown-up’ voice : 

'Mummy! Come and look at the pretty flowers!’ 

Tve got no time for your pretty flowers,’ exclaimed Frau Nowak at 
length, in great exasperation: 'Here am I, with a daughter the size of an 
elephant, having to slave all by myself, cooking the supper!’ 

'Quite right, mother]’ cried Otto, gleefully joining in. He turned upon 
Crete, righteously indignant: 'Why don’t you help her, I should like to 
know? You’re fat enough. You sit around all day doing nothing. Cet off 
that chair this instant, do you hear! And put those filthy cards away, or 
I’ll burn them!’ 

He grabbed at the cards with one hand and gave Crete a slap across the 
face with the other. Crete, who obviously wasn’t hurt, at once set up a loud, 
theatrical wail: 'Oh, Otto, you’ve kur^ meV She covered her face with her 
hands and peeped at me between the fingers. 

"Will you leave that child alone!’ cried Frau Nowak shrilly from the 
kitchen. 1 should like to know who you are, to talk about laziness! And you, 
Crete, just you stop that howling — or I’ll tell Otto to hit you properly, so 
that you’ll have something to cry for. You two between you, you drive 
me nearly distracted.’ 

'But, mother!’ Otto ran into the kitchen, took her round the waist and 
began kissing her: 'Poor little Mummy, little Mutti, little Muttchen,’ he 
crooned, in tones of the most mawkish solicitude. 'You have to work so 
hard and Otto’s so horrid to you. But he doesn’t mean to be, you know — 
he’s just stupid . . . Shall I fetch the coal up for you to-morrow, Mummy? 
Would you like that?’ 

'Let go of me, you great humbug!’ cried Frau Nowak, laughing and 
struggling. 'I don’t want any of your soft soap! Much you care for your 
poor old mother! Leave me to get on with my work in peace.’ 

'Otto’s not a bad boy,’ she continued to me, when he had let go of her 
at last, 'but he’s such a scatterbrain. Quite the opposite of my Lothar — 
there’s a model son for you! He’s not too proud to do any job, whatever it 
is, and when he’s scraped a few groschen together, instead of spending it 
on himself he comes straight to me and says: "Here you are, mother. Just 
buy yourself a pair of warm house-shoes for the winter.” ’ Frau Nowak 
held out her hand to me with the gesture of giving money. Like Otto, 
she had the trick of acting every scene she described. 

'Oh, Lothar this, Lothar that,’ Otto interrupted crossly: 'It’s always Lothar. 
But tell me this, mother, which .of us was it that gave you a twenty mark 
note the other day? Lothar couldn’t earn twenty marks in a month of Sun- 
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days. Well, if that’s how .you talk, you needn’t expect, to get any more; not 
if you come to me on your knees.’ 

, :‘You "wicked boy,’ she was up in a.rms 'again in an .instant, liave .you no 
more shame than to speak of such things in front of Herr Christoph! Why, 
if he knew where that twenty marks' came. 'from— and plenty more besides--- 
he’d, disdain to stay ,in the same house with you another minute;' and q.u,ite 
right too! And. the cheek of you — saying you gape me that mo.iiey!. You 
know very well that if your father hadn’t seen the envelope . . 

'That’s right!’ shouted Otto, screwing up his face at her like a monkey 
and beginning to dance with excitement; 'That’s just what I wanted! 
Admit to Christoph that you stole it! You’re a thief! You’re a thief!’ 

'Otto, how dare you!’ Quick as fury, Frau Nowak’s hand grabbed up the 
lid of a saucepan. I jumped back a pace, to be out of range, tripped over a 
chair and sat down hard, Crete uttered an affected little shriek of joy and 
alarm. The door opened. It was Herr Nowak, come back from his work. 

He was a powerful, dumpy little man, with pointed moiistaches, cropped 
hair and bushy eyebrows. He took in the scene with a long grunt which was 
half a belch. He did not appear to understand what had been happening; or 
perhaps he merely did not care. Frau Nowak said nothing to enlighten 
him. She hung the saucepan-lid quietly on a hook. Crete jumped up from 
her chair and ran to him with outstretched arms: 'Pappi! Pappil’ 

Herr Nowak smiled down at her, showing two or three nicotine-stained 
stumps of teeth. Bending, he picked her up, carefully and expertly, with a 
certain admiring curiosity, like a large valuable vase. By profession he was a 
furniture-remover. Then he held out his hand — taking his time about it, 
gracious, not fussily eager to please: 

'Servus, Herr.’ 

'Aren’t you glad that Herr Christoph’s come to live with us, Pappi.?’ 
chanted Crete, perched on her father’s shoulder, in her sugary sing-song 
tones. At this Herr Now^ak, as if suddenly acquiring new energy, began 
shaking my hand again, much more warmly, and thumping me on the 
back: 

‘Glad? Yes, of course I’m glad!’ He nodded his head in vigorous ap- 
proval. ‘Englisch Man? Anglais, eh? Ha, ha. That’s right! Oh yes, I talk 
French, you see. Forgotten most of it now. Learnt in the war. I was 
jeldwebel—on the West Front. Talked to lots of prisoners. Good lads. All 
the same as us . . 

'You’re drunk again, father!’ exclaimed Frau Nowak, in disgust. 'What- 
ever will Herr Christoph think of you!’ 

'Christoph doesn’t mind; do you, Christoph?’ Herr Nowak patted my 
shoulder. 

‘Christoph, indeed! He’s Herr Christoph to you! Can’t you tell a gentle- 
man when you see oner’ 

Td much rather you called me Christoph/ I said. , , . - . < . - 
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‘That’s right! Christoph’s right! We’re all the same flesh and blood. . • • 
Argent, money — all the same! Ha, ha!’ 

Otto took my other arm: ‘Christoph’s quite one o£ the family, already!’ 

Presently we sat down to an immense meal of lung hash, black bread, malt 
coffee and boiled potatoes. In the first recklessness of having so much 
money to spend (I had given her ten marks in advance for the week’s 
board) Frau Nowak had prepared enough potatoes for a dozen people. 
She kept shovelling them on to my plate from a big saucepan, until I 
thought I should suffocate: 

‘Have some more, Herr Christoph. You’re eating nothing. ’ 

‘Fve never eaten so much in my whole life, Frau Nowak.’ 

‘Christoph doesn’t like our food,’ said Herr Nowak. ‘Never mind, Chris- 
toph, you’ll get used to it. Otto was just the same when he came back 
from that week-end in the country. He’d got used to all sorts of fine ways, 
with his Herr Baron . . 

‘Hold your tongue, father!’ said Frau Nowak warningly. ‘Can’t you leave 


the boy alone? He’s old enough to be able to decide for himself what’s 
right and wrong — more, shame to him.’ 

We were still eating when Lothar came in. He threw his cap on to the 
bed, shook hands with me politely but silently, with a little bow, and took 
his place at the table. My presence did not appear to surprise or interest 
him in the least: his glance barely met mine. He was, I knew, only twenty; 
but he might well have been years older. He was a man already. Otto 
seemed almost childish beside him. He had a lean, bony, peasant’s face, 
soured by racial memory of barren fields. 

‘Lothar’s going to night-school,’ Frau Nowak told me, with pride. ‘He 
had a job in a garage, you know; and now he wants to study engineering. 
They won’t take you in anywhere nowadays, unless you’ve got a diploma 
of some sort. He must show you his drawings, Herr Christoph, when 
you’ve got time to look at them. The teacher said they were very good 
indeed.’ 

‘I should like to see them.’ 

Lothar didn’t respond. I sympathized with him and felt rather foolish. 
But Frau Nowak was determined to show him off: 

‘Which nights are your classes, Lothar?’ 

‘Mondays and Thursdays.’ He went on eating, deliberately, obstinately, 
without looking at his mother. Then, perhaps to show that he bore me no 
ill-will, he added: ‘From eight to ten thirty.’ As soon as he had finished, he 
got up without a word, shook hands, with me, making the same small bow, 
took his cap and went out. 

Frau Nowak looked after him and' sighed: ‘He’s going round to his 
Nazis, I suppose. I often wish he’d never taken up with them at ail. They 
put all kinds of silly ideas into his, head. It makes him so restless. Since he 
joined them he’s . been a diiSerent boy altogether;/. . .. Not that I under- 
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stand these politics iByself. ' What ' I always say. is— -why can’t we have the 
Kaiser back? Those were the good times/say what yon like.’ 

'Ach, to hell with your old Kaiser/ 'said 'Otto. ‘ W,hat . we ' wa,nt is a com- 
munist revo.lution.’' 

, 'A communist revolution!’ Frau Nowak ■ snorted. The idea! The com- 
munists' are all good-for-nothing lazybones, like you, who’ve never done an 
honest day’s work in their lives.’ 

'Christoph’s a communist/ said Otto. ‘Aren’t you, Christoph?’ 

■Not a proper one, Fm afraid.’ 

Frau Nowak smiled: ‘What nonsense will you be telling us next! How 
could Herr Christoph be a communist? He’s a gentleman.’ 

‘What I say is— ’ Herr Nowak put down his knife and fork and wiped 
his moustaches carefully on the back of his hand: ‘we’re all equal as God 
made us. You’re as good as me, Fm as good as you, A Frenchman’s as good 
as an Englishman, An Englishman’s as good as a German. You understand 
what I mean?’ 

I nodded. 

‘Take the war, now—’ Herr Nowak pushed back his chair from the 
table: ‘One day I was in a wood. All alone, you understand. Just walking 
through the wood by myself, as I might be walking down the street . . . 
And suddenly — there before me, stood a Frenchman. Just as if he’d sprung 
out of the earth. He was no further away from me than you are now.’ Herr 
Nowak sprang to his feet as he spoke. Snatching up the bread-knife from 
the table he held it before him, in a posture of defence, like a bayonet. He 
glared at me from beneath his bushy eyebrows, re-living the scene: ‘There 
we stand. We look at each other. That Frenchman was as pale as death. 
Suddenly he cries: “Don’t shoot me!” Just like that.’ Herr Nowak clasped 
his hands in a piteous gesture of entreaty. The bread-knife was in the way 
now: he put it down on the table. ‘ “Don’t shoot me! I have five children.” 
(He spoke French, of course: but F could understand him. I could speak 
French perfectly in those days; but Fve forgotten some of it now.) Well, I 
look at him and he looks at me. Then I say: “Ami.” (That means Friend.) 
And then we shake hands.’ Herr Nowak took my hand in both of his and 
pressed it with great emotion. ‘And then we begin to walk away from each 
other— backwards; I didn’t want him to shoot me in the back.’ Still glaring 
in front of him, Herr Nowak began cautiously retreating backwards, step 
by step, until he collided violently with the sideboard. A framed photograph 
fell off it. The glass smashed. 

‘Pappi! Pappi!’ cried Grete in delight. ‘Just look what youVe.done!’ 

‘Perhaps that’ll teach you to stop yoiur fooling, you old clown!’ exclaimed 
Frau Nowak angrily. Grete began loudly and affectedly laughing, until 
Otto slapped her face and she set up her stagey whine. Meanwhile, Herr 
Nowak had restored his wife’s good temper by kissing her and pinching her 
cheek. 


1486 


TELLERS OF' TALES 


'Get away from me, you great lout!’ she protested laughing; coyly pleased 
that I was present: ‘Let me alone, you stink of beer.’ 

At that time I had a great many lessons to give. I was out most of the 
day. My pupils were scattered about the fashionable suburbs of the west- 
rich, well-preserved women of Frau Nowak’s age, but looking ten years 
younger; they liked to make a hobby of a little English conversation on 
dull afternoons when their husbands were away at the office. Sitting on silk 
cushions in front of open fireplaces, we discussed ‘Point Counter-Point’ and 
'Lady Chatterley’s Lover.’ A manservant brought in tea with buttered 
toast. Sometimes, when they got tired of literature, I amused them by 
descriptions of the Nowak household. I was careful, however, not to say 
that I lived there: it would have been bad for my business to admit that I 
was really poor. The ladies paid me three marks an hour, a little reluctantly, 
having done their best to beat me down to two marks fifty. Most of them 
also tried, deliberately or subconsciously, to cheat me into staying longer 
than my time. I always had to keep my eye on the clock. 

Fewer people wanted lessons in the morning; and so it happened that I 
usually got up much later than the rest of the Nowak family. Frau Nowak 
had her charring, Herr Nowak went off to his job at the furniture-removers’, 
Lothar, who was out of work, was helping a friend with a paper-round, 
Crete went to school. Only Otto kept me company; except on the morn- 
ings when, with endless nagging, he was driven out to the labour bureau 
by his mother, to get his card stamped. 

After fetching our breakfast, a cup of coffee and a slice of bread and drip- 
ping, Otto would strip off his pyjama jacket and do exercises, shadow-box 
or try to stand on his head. He flexed his muscles for my admiration. He 
was very proud of his figure. Squatting on my bed, he told me stories: 

‘Did I ever tell you, Christoph, how I saw the Hand.?’ 

‘No, I don’t think so.’ 

‘Well, listen . . . Once, when I was very small, I was lying in bed at 
night. It was very dark and very late. And suddenly I woke up and saw a 
great big black hand stretching over the bed. I was so frightened I couldn’t 
even scream. I just drew my legs up under my chin and stared at it. Then, 
after a minute or two, it disappeared and I yelled out. Mother came run- 
ning in and I said: “Mother, I’ve seen the Hand.” But she only laughed. 
She wouldn’t believe it.’ 

Otto’s innocent face, with its two dimples, like a bun, had become very 
solemn. He held me with his absurdly small bright eyes, concentrating all 
his narrative powers: 

‘And then, Christoph, several years later, I had a job as apprentice to an 
upholsterer. Well, one day— it was in the middle of the morning, in broad 
daylight— I was sitting working ort my stool. And suddenly it seemed to go 
all dark in the room ^nd I looked Up and there was the Hand, as near to 
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me as you are now, just closing over me, I felt my arras and legs^ turn cold 
and I couldn’t, breathe and I couldn’t cry out. The master saw. how^ pale 
I, was and he said: “Why, Otto, -what’s the matter, with you? 'Aren’t you 
well?” And- as be spoke to me, it seemed as .if the Hand .drew right, away 
from me again,. getting smaller and smaller, until it was just a, little black 
speck. And when. I looked up again the room was quite l.igh.t, just .as, it 
always was,. and where Fd seen the black speck there was a big fly crawling 
across the ceiling. But I was so ill the .whole day that, the master ..had tO' s€,iici 
me home.’. 

Otto’s face had gone quite pale during this recital and, for a moment, 
a really frightening expression of fear had passed over his features. He was 
tragic now; his little eyes bright with tears: 

‘One day I shall see the Hand again. And then I shall die.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ I said laughing. ‘Well protect you.’ 

Otto shook his head very sadly : 

‘Let’s hope so, Christoph. But Fm afraid not. The Hand will get me in 
the end,’ 

‘How long did you stay with the upholsterer?’ I asked. 

‘Oh, not long. Only a few weeks. The master was so unkind to me. He 
always gave me the hardest jobs to do — and I was such a little chap then. 
One day I got there five minutes late. He made a terrible row; called me a 
verfluchter Hund, And do you think I put up with that?’ Otto leant for- 
ward, thrust his face, contracted into a dry monkey-like leer of malice, 
towards me. ^Nee, nee. Bel mir nicht! His little eyes focussed upon me for 
a moment with an extraordinary intensity of simian hatred ; his puckered-up 
features became startlingly ugly. Then they relaxed. I was no longer the up- 
holsterer. He laughed gaily and innocently, throwing back his hair, show- 
ing his teeth: ‘I pretended I was going to hit him. I frightened him, all 
right.’ He imitated the gesture of a scared middle-aged man avoiding a 
blow. He laughed. 

‘And then you had to leave?’ I asked. 

Otto nodded. His face slowly changed. He was turning melancholy again. 

‘What did your father and mother say to that?’ 

‘Oh, they’ve always been against me. Ever since I was small. If there were 
two crusts of bread mother would always give the bigger one to Lothar. 
Whenever I complained they used to say: “Go and work. You’re old 
enough. Get your own food. Why should we support you?”’ Otto’s eyes 
moistened with the most sincere self-pity: ‘Nobody understands me here. 
Nobody’s good to me. They all hate me, really. They wish I was dead.’ 

‘How can you talk such rubbish, Otto! Your mother certainly doesn’t 

‘Poor mother!’ agreed Otto. He had changed his tone at once, seemingly 
utterly unaware of what he had just said: ‘It’s terrible. I can’t bear to think 
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of her working like that, every day. You know, Ghristoph, she*s very, very 
ilk Often, at night, she coughs for hours and hours. And sometimes she 
spits out blood, I lie awake wondering if she’s going to die.’ 

I nodded. In spite of myself I began to smile. Not that I disbelieved what 
he had said about Frau Nowak. But Otto himself, squatting there on the 
bed, was so animally alive, his naked brown body so sleek with health, 
that his talk of death seemed ludicrous, like the description of a funeral 
by a painted clown. He must have understood this, for he grinned back, 
not in the least shocked at my apparent callousness. Straightening his legs 
he bent forward without effort and grasped his feet with his hands: ‘Gan 
you do that, Ghristoph.?” 

A sudden notion pleased him: ‘Ghristoph, if I show you something, will 
you swear not to tell a single soul.?’ 

‘All right’ * 

He got up and rummaged under his bed. One of the floor-boards was 
loose in the corner by the window: lifting it, he fished out a tin box which 
had once contained biscuits. The tin was full of letters and photographs. 
Otto spread them out on the bed: 

‘Mother would burn these if she found them . . r Look, Ghristoph, 
how do you like her.? Her name’s Hilde. I met her at the place where I 
go dancing . . . And this is Marie. Hasn’t she got beautiful eyes.? She’s 
wild about me— all the other boys are jealous. But she’s not really my type,’ 
Otto shook his head seriously: ‘You know, it’s a funny thing, but as soon 
as I know that a girl’s keen on me, I lose interest in her. I wanted to break 
with her altogether; but she came round here and made such a to-do in 
front of mother. So I have to see her sometimes to keep her quiet . . , And 
here’s Trude — honestly, Ghristoph, would you believe she was twenty- 
seven? It’s a fact! Hasn’t she a marvellous figure? She lives in the west end, 
in a flat of her own! She’s been divorced twice. I can go there whenever I 
like. Here’s a photo her brother took of her. He wanted to take some of 
us two together, but I wouldn’t let him. I was afraid he’d sell them, after- 
v/ards — ^you can be arrested for it, you know . . .’ Otto smirked, handed 
me a packet of letters: ‘Here, read these; they’ll make you laugh. This one’s 
from an Englishman. He’s got the biggest car I ever saw in my life — here’s a 
photo of it. He writes to me sometimes* Father got wind of it, and now 
he watches out to see if there’s any money in the envelopes — the dirty dog! 
But I know a trick worth two of that! I’ve told all my friends to address 
their letters to the bakery on the corner* The baker’s son is a pal of mine 
. . . Oh, that reminds me: I must write to the Baron and warn him at 
once ,, * 

Down in the murky pit of the courtyard where the fog, in this clammy 
autumn weather, never lifted, the street singers and musicians succeeded 
each other in a performance, .which was ^ n continuous. There were 
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parties -of boys with:mandolms4an old, m played the concertina and 

a father who 'Saiig^ with his little girls. Easily the favourite tunc was: A us der 
'■Jugendzeit. l oiltii 'htMd it a dozen times in one morning. The father of 
the girls was ■ paralysed and could only, make desperate throttled noises 
like a' donkey; 'but. the daughters sang with the . energy of fiends: *Sie, 
\ommt, sie \ommt nicht mehr!’ they screamed in unison, like demons of 
the air, rejoicing in the frustration of mankind. Occasionally a groschen, 
screwed in a corner of newspaper, was tossed down from a window high 
above. It hit the pavement and ricochetted like a bullet, but the little girls 
never flinched. 

Now and then the visiting nurse called to see Frau Nowak, shook her 
head over the sleeping arrangements and went away again. The inspector 
of housing, a pale young man with an open collar (\vhich he obviously 
wore on principle), came also and took copious notes. The attic, he told 
Frau Nowak, was absolutely insanitary and uninhabitable. He had a slightly 
reproachful air as he said this, as though we ourselves were partly to blame. 
Frau Nowak bitterly resented these visits. They were, she thought, simply 
attempts to spy on her. She was haunted by the fear that the nurse or the 
inspector would look in at a moment when the flat was untidy. So deep 
were her suspicions that she even told lies — pretending that the leak in the 
roof wasn’t serious — to get them out the house as quickly as possible. 

Another regular visitor was the Jewish tailor and outfitter, who sold 
clothes of all kinds on the instalment plan. He was small and gentle and 
very persuasive. All day long he made his rounds of the tenements in the 
districts, collecting fifty pfennigs here, a mark there, scratching up his 
precarious livelihood, like a hen, from this apparently barren soil. He never 
pressed hard for money; preferring to urge his debtors to take more of his 
goods and embark upon a fresh series of payments. Two years ago Frau 
Nowak had bought a suit and an overcoat for Otto for three hundred marks. 
The suit and the overcoat had been worn out long ago but the money was 
not nearly repaid. Shortly after my arrival Frau Nowak invested in clothes 
for Crete to the value of seventy-five marks. The tailor made no objection 
at all. 

The whole neighbourhood owed him money. Yet he was not unpopular: 
he enjoyed the status of a public character, whom people curse without real 
malice. ‘Perhaps Lothar’s right,’ Frau Nowak would sometimes say: when 
Hitler comes, hell show these Jews a thing or two. They won’t be so cheeky 
then.’ But when I suggested that Hitler, if he got his own way, would 
remove the tailor altogether, then Frau Nowak would immediately change 
her tone: ‘Oh, I shouldn’t like that to happen. After all, he makes very 
good clothes. Besides, a Jew will always let you have time if you’re in diffi- 
culties. You wouldn’t catch a Christian giving credit like he does . . . 
You ask the people round here, Herr Christoph; they’d never turn out the 
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Towards evening Otto, who had spent the day in gloomy lounging-— 
either lolling about the iSat or chatting with his friends downstairs at the 
courtyard entrance— would begin to brighten up. When I got back from 
work I generally found him changing already from his sweater and knicker- 
bockers into his best suit, with its shoulders padded out to points, small 
tight double-breasted waistcoat and bell-bottomed trousers. He had quite a 
large selection of ties and it took him half an hour at least to choose one 
of them and to knot it to his satisfaction. He stood smirking in front of the 
cracked triangle of looking-glass in the kitchen, his pink bun-face dimpled 
with conceit, getting in Frau Nowak’s way and disregarding all her pro- 
tests. As soon as supper was over he was going out dancing. 

I generally went out in the evenings too. However tired I was, I couldn’t 
go to sleep immediately after my evening meal: Grete and her parents were 
often in bed by nine o’clock. So I went to the cinema or sat in a cafe and 
read the newspapers and yawned. There was nothing else to do. 

At the end of our street there was a cellar called the Alexander 
Casino. Otto showed it to me one evening, when we happened to leave the 
house together. You went down four steps from the street level, opened 
the door, pushed aside the heavy leather curtain which kept out the draught 
and found yourself in a long, low, dingy room. It was lit by red Chinese 
lanterns and festooned with dusty paper streamers. Round the walls stood 
wicker tables and big shabby settees which looked like the seats of English 
third-class railway-carriages. At the far end were trellis-work alcoves, 
arboured over with imitation cherry-blossom twined on wires. The whole 
place smelt damply of beer. 

I had been here before: a year ago, in the days when Fritz Wendel used 
to take me on Saturday evening excursions round the ‘queer dives’ of the 
city. It was all just as we had left it; only less sinister, less picturesque, sym- 
bolic no longer of a tremendous truth about the meaning of existence — be- 
cause, this time, I wasn’t in the least drunk. The same proprietor, an 
ex-boxer, rested his immense stomach on the bar, the same hangdog waiter 
shuffled forward in his soiled white coat: two girls, the very same perhaps, 
were dancing together to the wailing of the loud-speaker. A group of youths 
in sweaters and leather jackets were playing Sheep’s Head; the spectators 
leaning over to see the cards. A boy with tattooed arms sat by the stove, 
deep in a crime shocker. His shirt was open at the neck, with the sleeves 
rolled up to his armpits: he wore shorts and socks, as if about to take part 
in a race. Over in the far alcove, a man and a boy were sitting together. The 
boy had a round childish face and heavy reddened eyelids which looked 
swollen as if from lack of sleep. He was relating something to the elderly, 
shaven-headed, respectable-looking man, who sat rather unwillingly listen- 
ing and smoking a short cigar. The boy told his story carefully and with 
great patience. At intervals, to emphasize a point, he laid his hand on the 
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elderly man’s .knee and looked ^ up' into Eis face,; watching its every ' mo¥e- 
ment shrewdly and. intently, like a. doctor with a,, nervous patient. ' 

' Late.r on, I got to know. this, boy quite .well. He^vas called Pieps. He was 
.a'great .traveller.' He ran a way. from hom,e' at the age of fourteen: because his 
father, a woodcutter in the Th.uri.ngian Forest, used to beat him. Pieps set 
out. to walk, to Hamburg. At Hamburg he stowed away on a ship bound for 
Antwerp .and from Antwerp he walked back into Germany and along the 
Rhine. He had been in Austria, too, and Czechoslovakia. He was full of 
songs and stories and jokes: he had an extraordinarily cheerful and happy 
nature, sharing what he had with his friends and never worrying where 
his next meal was coming from. Fie was a clever pickpocket and worked 
chiefly in an amusement-hall in the Friedrichstrasse, not far from the Pas- 
sage, which was full of detectives and getting too dangerous nowadays. In 
this amusement-hall there were punch-balls and peepshows and try-your- 
grip machines. Most of the boys from the Alexander Casino spent their 
afternoons there, while their girls were out working the Friedrichstrasse and 
the Linden for possible pick-ups, 

Pieps lived together with his two friends, Gerhardt and Kurt, in a cellar 
on the canal-bank, near the station of the overhead railway. The cellar be- 
longed to Gerhardt’s aunt, an elderly Friedrichstrasse whore, whose legs 
and arms were tattooed with snakes, birds and flowers. Gerhardt was a tall 
boy with a vague, silly, unhappy smile. He did not pick pockets, but stole 
from the big department-stores. He had never yet been caught, perhaps 
because of the lunatic brazenness of his thefts. Stupidly grinning, he would 
stuff things into his pockets right under the noses of the shop-assistants. He 
gave everything he stole to his aunt, who cursed him for his laziness and 
kept him very short of money. One day, when we were together, he took 
from his pocket a brightly-coloured lady’s leather belt: Took, Christoph, 
isn’t it pretty.?’ 

'Where did you get it from.?’ 

'From Landauers’,’ Gerhardt told me. 'Why . . . what are you smiling 
at.?’ 

"You see, the Landauers are friends of mine. It seems funny — that’s all.’ 

At once, Gerhardt’s face was the picture of dismay: 'You won’t tell them, 
Christoph, will you.?’ 

'No,’ I promised. ‘I won’t.’ 

Kurt came to the Alexander Casino less often than the others. I could 
understand him better than I could understand Pieps or Gerhardt, because 
he was consciously unhappy. He had a reckless, fatal streak in his character, 
a capacity for pure sudden flashes of rage against the hopelessness of his 
life. The Germans call it Wut, He would sit silent in his corner, drinking 
rapidly, drumming with his fists on the table, imperious' and sullen. Then, 
suddenly, he would jump to his feeL exHaim: and go strid- 
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ing out. In this moocl^ he picked quarrels deliberately with boys, 
fighting them three or four at a time^ until he was flung out into the street, 
half stunned and covered with blood- On these occasions even Pieps and 
Gerhardt joined against him as against a public danger : they hit him as 
hard as anyone else and dragged him home between them afterwards with- 
out the least malice for the black eyes he often managed to give them. His 
behaviour did not appear to surprise them in the least They were all good 
friends again next day. 

By the time I arrived back Herr and Frau Nowak had probably been 
asleep for two or three hours, Otto generally arrived later stilL Yet Herr 
Nowak, who resented so much else in his son’s behaviour, never seemed to 
mind getting up and opening the door to him, whatever the time of night. 
For some strange reason, nothing would induce the Nowaks to let either 
of us have a latchkey. They couldn’t sleep unless the door was bolted as 
well as locked. 

In these tenements each lavatory served for four flats. Ours was on the 
floor below. If, before retiring, I wished to relieve nature, there was a 
second journey to be made through the living-room in the dark to the 
kitchen, skirting the table, avoiding the chairs, trying not to collide with 
the head of the Nowaks’ bed or jolt the bed in which Lothar and Crete 
were sleeping. However cautiously I moved, Frau Nowak would wake up : 
she seemed to be able to see me in the dark and embarrassed me with polite 
directions: ‘No, Herr Christoph — ^not there, if you please. In the bucket on 
the left, by the stove.’ 

Lying in bed, in the darkness, in my tiny corner of the enormous human 
warren of the tenements, I could hear, with uncanny precision, every sound 
which came up from the courtyard below. The shape of the court must 
have acted as a gramophone-horn. There was someone going downstairs: 
our neighbour, Herr Muller, probably: he had a night-shift on the railway. 
I listened to his steps getting fainter, flight by flight; then they crossed the 
court, clear and sticky on the wet stone. Straining my ears, I heard, or 
fancied I heard, the grating of the key in the lock of the big street door. A 
moment later, the door closed with a deep, hollow boom. And now, from 
the next room, Frau Nowak had an outburst of coughing. In the silence 
which followed it, Lothar’s bed creaked as he turned over, muttering some- 
thing indistinct and threatening in his sleep. Somewhere on the other side 
of the court a baby began to scream, a window was slammed to, something 
very heavy, deep in the innermost recesses of the building, thudded dully 
against a w^all. It was alien and mysterious and uncanny, like sleeping out 
in the jungle, alone. " : , , ; 

Sunday was a long day at the Nowaks, There was nowhere to go in this 
wretched weather. We were all of us at home. Crete and Herr Nowak were 
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watchmg:atmp for .sparrows ■■ which' Herr 'Nowak had made and fixed up in 
the'' ' window^' They ;sat -there, ho'ur by hour,, intent , iipP,o fit. The string 
which worked the trap was in Crete’s hand. Occasionally, they giggled at 
each Other and looked at' me. I was '.sitting on the opposite :side of the tabic, 
frowning at a piece' of paper" on 'which I .had written: ‘But,. Edward, can’t 
you see?' I was trying to get on with a novel. It was about a family who lived 
in a large country house on unearned .incomes and' were 'very unhappy. They 
spent, their, time explaining to each other, why they couldn’t,enjoy..th..e,ir 
lives; and some of the reasons— though I say it myself— were most in- 
genious. Unfortunately I found myself taking less and less interest in my 
unhappy family : the atmosphere of the Nowak household was not very 
inspiring. Otto, in the inner room with the door open, was amusing him- 
self by balancing ornaments on the turntable of an old gramophone, which 
was now minus sound-box and tone-arm, to see how long it would be before 
they flew off and smashed. Lothar was filing keys and mending locks for 
the neighbours, his pale sullen face bent over his work in obstinate concen- 
tration. Frau Nowak, who was cooking, began a sermon about the Good 
and the Worthless Brother: ‘Look at Lothar. Even when he’s out of a job 
he keeps himself occupied. But all you’re good for is to smash things. You’re 
no son of mine.’ 

Otto lolled sneering on his bed, occasionally spitting out an obscene word 
or making a farting noise with his lips. Certain tones of his voice were mad- 
dening: they made one want to hurt him — and he knew it. Frau Nowak’s 
shrill scolding rose to a scream: 

I’ve a good mind to turn you out of the house! What have you ever done 
for us? When there’s any work going you’re too tired to do it; but you’re 
not too tired to go gallivanting about half the night — you wicked unnatural 
good-for-nothing . . . !’ 

Otto sprang to his feet and began dancing about the room with cries of 
animal triumph. Frau Nowak picked up a piece of soap and flung it at him. 
He dodged, and it smashed the window. After this Frau Nowak sat down 
and began to cry. Otto ran to her at once and began to soothe her with 
noisy kisses. Neither Lothar nor Herr Nowak took much notice of the row. 
Herr Nowak seemed even rather to have enjoyed it: he winked at me slyly. 
Later, the hole in the window was stopped with a piece of cardboard. It 
remained unmended; adding one more to the many draughts in the attic. 

During supper, we were all jolly. Herr Nowak got up from the table to 
give imitations of the different ways in which Jews and Catholics pray. He 
fell down on his knees and bumped his head several times vigorously on 
the ground, gabbling nonsense which was supposed to represent Hebrew 
and Latin prayers: ‘Koolyvotchka, koolyvotchka, koolyvotchka. Amen.’ 
Then he told stories of executions, to the horror and delight of Crete and 
Frau Nowak: ‘William the First— the old signed a death- 

warrant; and do you know why? get^ause once, quite soon after, he’d come 
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to the thrones there was a celebrated rnurder-case and for a long time the 
judges couldn’t agree whether the prisoner was guilty or innocent, but at 
last they condemned him to be executed. They put him on the scaffold and 
the executiGner took his axe^ — so; and swung it— like this; and brought it 
down: Ker7Mr/(/ (They’re all trained men, of course: You or I couldn’t cut 
a man’s head off with one stroke, if they gave us a thousand marks.) And 
the head fell into the basket— flop!’ Herr Nowak rolled up his eyes, let his 
tongue bang out from the corner of his mouth and gave a really most vivid 
and disgusting imitation of the decapitated head : ‘And then the head spoke, 
all by itself, and said: “ram innocent!” (Of course it was only the nerves; 
but it spoke, just as plainly as Fm speaking now,) “I am innocent!” it said. 
. . . And a few months later, another man confessed on his death-bed that 
he’d been the real murderer. So, after that, William never signed a death- 
warrant again.’ 


In the Wassertorstrasse one week was much like another. Our leaky 
stuffy little attic smelt of cooking and bad drains. When the living-room 
stove was alight, we could hardly breathe; when it wasn’t, we froz:e. The 
weather had turned very cold. Frau Nowak tramped the streets, when she 
wasn’t at work, from the clinic to the board of health offices and back 
again: for hours she waited on benches in draughty corridors or puzzled 
over complicated application-forms. The doctors couldn’t agree about her 
case. One was in favour of sending her to a sanatorium at once. Another 
thought she was too far gone to be worth sending at all — and told her so. 


Another assured her that there was nothing serious the matter: she merely 
needed a fortnight in the Alps. Frau Nowak listened to all three of them 
with the greatest respect and never failed, to impress upon me, in describing 
these interviews, that each was the kindest and cleverest professor to be 
found in the whole of Europe. 


She returned home coughing and shivering, with sodden shoes, exhausted 
and semi-hysterical. No sooner was she inside the flat than she began scold- 
ing at Crete or at Otto, quite automatically, like a clockwork doll unwind- 
ing its spring : 

‘You mark my words — you’ll end in prison! I wish Fd packed you off to 
a reformatory when you were fourteen. It might have done you some good 
. . . And to think that, in my whole family, we’ve never had anybody be- 
fore who wasn’t respectable and decent!’ , 

, 'You respectable!’ Otto sneered: ‘When you were a girl you went around 
with every pair of trousers you, could find.’, 

, ‘I forbid you to speak to me like, that! Do you hear.? I forbid you! Oh, I 
wish Fd died before I bore you, you wicked unnatural child!’ 

Otto skipped around her, dodging her blows, wild with glee at the row he 
had started. In his excitement he pulled hideous grimaces. 

‘He’s mad!’ exclaimed Frau Nowak: ‘Just look at him now, Herr Chris- 
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toph.. Task you, isn’t, he just a raving" madman? I imist takeTim to, the, 
hospital to, be ,exa,mmed.’ ' 

; This., idea appealed to Otto’s romantic imagination. Often, when we were 
alone together, he would tell me with tears in his eyes: 

1 shan’t be here much longer, Christoph.' My nerves are breaki,ng down. 
Very so.on they’ll come and take me away* They’ll put me in a, strait> 
waistcoat and feed me through a rubber tube. And when you come .to visit 
me,.! shan’t know who you are.’ , 

:■ Frau Nowak and Otto were not the only ones with ‘.ne.rves.’ Slowly but 
surely the Nowaks were breaking down my powers of resistance. Every 
day I found the smell from the kitchen sink a little nastier: every day Otto’s 
voice when quarrelling seemed harsher and his mother’s a litde shriller. 
Crete’s whine made me set my teeth. When Otto slammed a door I winced 
irritably. At nights I couldn’t get to sleep unless I was half drunk. Also, I 
was secretly worrying about an unpleasant and mysterious rash: it might 
be due to Frau Nowak’s cooking, or worse, 

I now spent most of my evenings at the Alexander Casino. At a table in 
the corner by the stove I wrote letters, talked to Pieps and Gerhardt or 
simply amused myself by watching the other guests. The place was usually 
very quiet. We all sat round or lounged at the bar, waiting for something 
to happen. No sooner came the sound of the outer door than a dozen pairs 
of eyes were turned to see what new visitor would emerge from behind 
the leather curtain. Generally, it was only a biscuit-seller with his basket or 
a Salvation Army girl with her collecting-box and tracts. If the biscuit-seller 
had been doing good business or was drunk he would throw dice with us 
for packets of sugar-wafers. As for the Salvation Army girl, she rattled her 
way drably round the room, got nothing and departed, without making us 
feel in the least uncomfortable. Indeed, she had become so much a part of 
the evening’s routine that Gerhardt and Pieps did not even make jokes 
about her when she was gone. Then an old man would shuffle in, whisper 
something to the barman and retire with him into the room behind the bar. 
He was a cocaine-addict. A moment later he reappeared, raised his hat to 
all of us with a vague courteous gesture, and shuffled out. The old man had 
a nervous tic and kept shaking his head all the time, as if saying to Life: 
No. No. No. 

Sometimes the police came, looking for wanted criminals or escaped re- 
formatory boys. Their visits were usually, expected and prepared for. At any 
rate you could always, as Pieps explained to me, make a last-minute exit 
through the lavatory window into the courtyard at the back of the house: 
‘But you must be careful, Christoph,’ he added: ‘Take a good big jump. Or 
you’ll fall down the coal-shoot and into the cellar. I did, once. And Ham- 
burg Werner, who was coming after me, laughed so much that the bulls 
caught him.’ ' / 

On Saturday and Sunday evenings, the Alexander Casino was full Visi- 
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tors from the ambassadors from another country. 

There were a good number of foreigners — ^Dutclimen mostly, and English- 
men. The Englishmen talked in loud, high, excited voices. They discussed 
communism and van Gogh and the best restaurants. Some of them seemed a 
little scared: perhaps they expected to be knifed in this den of thieves, 

Pieps and Gerhardt sat at their tables and mimicked their accents, cadging 

drinks and cigarettes. A stout man in horn spectacles asked: ‘Were you at 

that delicious party Bill gave for the negro singers.?’ And a young man 

with a monocle murmured: ‘All the poetry in the world is in that face.’ I 

knew what he was feeling at that moment: I could sympathize with, even ^ 

envy him. But it was saddening to know that, two weeks hence, he would 

boast about his exploits here to a select party of clubmen or dons— warmed 

discreet smilers around a table furnished with historic silver and legendary 

port. It made me feel older, . 

At last the doctors made up their minds: Frau Nowak was to be sent to 
the sanatorium after all: and quite soon— shortly before Christmas. As soon 
as she heard this she ordered a new dress from the tailor. She was as excited 
and pleased as if she had been invited to a party : ‘The matrons are always 
very particular, you know, Herr Christoph. They see to it that we keep ' 

ourselves neat and tidy. If we don’t we get punished — and quite right too 
. . . I’m sure I shall enjoy being there,’ Frau Nowak sighed, ‘if only I can 
stop myself worrying about the family. What they’ll do when I’m gone, 
goodness only know’^s. They’re as helpless as a lot of sheep . . .’ In the eve- t 

nings she spent hours stitching warm flannel underclothes, smiling to her- I 

self, like a woman who is expecting a child. | 

On the afternoon of my departure Otto was very depressed. i 

‘Now you’re going, Christoph, I don’t know what’ll happen to me. Per- 'i 

haps, six months from now, I shan’t be alive at all.’ i 

‘You got on all right before I came, didn’t you.?’ ] 

‘Yes . • . but now mother’s going too. I don’t suppose father’ll give me 1 

anything to eat.’ .1 

‘What rubbish!’ 

‘Take me with you, Christoph. Let me be your servant. I could be very 
useful, you know, I could cook for you and mend your clothes and open the 
door for your pupils. , . Otto’s eyes brightened as he admired himself 
in this new role. ‘I’d wear a little white jacket — or perhaps blue would be [ 

better, with silver buttons . . A 
‘I’m afraid you’re a luxury I can’t afford.’ 

‘Oh, but, Christoph, I shouldn’t want any wages, of course.’ Otto paused, 
feeling that, this offer had been a bit too generous. ‘That is,’ he added cau- 
tiously, ‘only just a mark or two to go dancing, now and then.’ 

Tm vefy:sdri:y.’\ ^ ^ ^ ' I 




vTHE NOWAKS . 1497 

weix interrupted by vth return of Frau Nowak. She had come home 
early to cook me, a farewell meal. Her -string-bag, was. full of things she had 
bought;- she had-,, tired herself. out. carrying it. She shut the kitchen-door 
.behind her with a, s,igh and began to .'bustle about at o,i.icej Her nerves on 
edge, ready for. a row. , , 

Why, Otto, .you Ve,- let the stove go out! After I specially told you to keep 
.an eye, .OH' it! Oh dear, can’t I rely' -on anybody in this house .to, help me 
..with, a-; single thing,'-?’ - 

*Sorry, mother,’ said Otto.; I forgot.’ 

'Of course you forgot! Do you ever remember anything? You forgot/' 
Frau Nowak screamed at him, her features puckered into a sharp little 
stabbing point of fury: Tve worked myself into my grave for you, and 
that’s my thanks! When I’m gone, I hope your father’ll turn you out into 
the streets. We’ll see how you like that! You great, lazy, hulking lump! Get 
out of my sight, do you hear! Get out of my sight!’ 

'All right! Christoph, you hear what she says?’ Otto turned to me, his 
face convulsed with rage; at that moment the resemblance between them 
was quite startling; they were like creatures demoniacally possessed. 'I’ll 
make her sorry for it as long as she lives!’ 

He swung round and plunged into the inner bedroom, slamming the 
rickety door behind him. Frau Nowak turned at once to the stove and 
began shovelling out the cinders. She was trembling all over and cough- 
ing violently. I helped her, putting firewood and pieces of coal into her 
hands; she took them from me blindly, without a glance or a word. Feel- 
ing, as usual, that I was only getting in the way, I went into the living-room 
and stood stupidly by the window, wishing that I could simply disappear. I 
had had enough. On the window-sill lay a stump of pencil. I picked it up 
and drew a- small circle on the wood, thinking: I have left my mark. Then 
I remembered how I had done exactly the same thing, years ago, before 
leaving a boarding-house in North Wales. In the inner room all was quiet. 
I decided to confront Otto’s sulks. I had still got my suit-cases to pack. 

When I opened the door Otto was sitting on his bed. He was staring as if 
hypnotized at a gash in his left wrist, from which the blood was trickling 
down over his open palm and spilling in big drops on the floor. In his right 
hand, between finger and thumb, he held a safety-razor blade. He didn’t 
resist when I snatched it from him. The wound itself was nothing much; 
I bandaged it with his handkerchief. Otto seemed to turn faint for a mo- 
ment and lolled against my shoulder. . 

'How on earth did you manage to do it?’ 

'I wanted to show her,’ said Otto. He was very pale. He had evidently 
given himself a nasty scare: 'You shouldn’t have stopped me, Christoph.’ 

'You little idiot,’ I said angrily, for he, had frightened me, too: 'One of 
these days you’ll really hurt yourself— hy mistake.\ ; ; , 

Otto gave me a long, reproachful look. Slowly his eyes filled with tears, ; 
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'What does It matter, Christoph? rm M . . . Whatll become of 
me, do you suppose, when Fm older?’ 

'You’ll', get 'work/'-'; ■ 

'Work . . / The very thought made Otto burst into tears. Sobbing vio- 
lently, he smeared the back of his hand across his nose. 

I pulled out the handkerchief from my pocket. ‘Here. Take this.’ 

‘Th Christoph . . / He wiped his eyes mournfully and blew^ his 
nose. Then something about the handkerchief itself caught his attention. 
He began to examine it, listlessly at first, then with extreme interest. 

‘Why, Christoph,’ he exclaimed indignantly, ‘This is one of mine!’ 

One afternoon, a few days after Christmas, I visited the Wassertorstrasse 
again. The lamps were alight already as I turned in under the archway and 
entered the long, damp street, patched here and there with dirty snow. 
Weak yellow gleams shone out from the cellar shops. At a hand-cart under 
a gas-flare, a cripple was selling vegetables and fruit. A crowd of youths with 
raw, sullen faces stood watching two boys fighting at a doorway: a girl’s 
voice screamed excitedly as one of them tripped and fell. Crossing the 
muddy courtyard, inhaling the moist, familiar rottenness of the tenement 
buildings, I thought: Did I really ever live here? Already, with my com- 
fortable bed-sitting room in the West End and my excellent new Job, I had 
become a stranger to the slums. 

The lights on the Nowaks’ staircase were out of order: it was pitch- 
dark. I groped my way upstairs without much difficulty and banged on their 
door. I made as much noise as I could because, to judge from the shouting 
and singing and shrieks of laughter within, a party was in progress. 

‘Who’s there?’ bawled Herr Nowak’s voice. 

‘Christoph/ 

‘Aha! Christoph! Anglais! Englisch Man! Come in! Come in!’ 

The door was flung open. Herr Nowak swayed unsteadily on the thresh- 
old, with arms open to embrace me. Behind him stood Crete, shaking like 
a jelly, with tears of laughter pouring down her cheeks. There was nobody 
else to be seen. 

‘Good old Christoph!’ cried Herr Nowak, thumping me on the back. ‘I 
said to Crete: I know he’ll come. Christoph won’t desert usl’ With a large 
burlesque gesture of welcome he pushed me violently into the living-room. 
The whole place was fearfully untidy. Clothing of various kinds lay in a 
confused heap on one of the beds; on the other were scattered cups, saucers, 
shoes, knives and forks. On the sideboard was a frying-pan full of dried 
fat. The room was lighted by three candles stuck into empty beer-bottles. 

‘All light’s been cut off,’ explained Herr Nowak, with a negligent sweep 
of his arm: ‘The bill isn’t paid . . Must pay it sometime, of course. Never 

mind — it’s nicer like this, isn’t it? Come oOj Crete, let’s light up the Christ- 
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The : Christmas tree. .was the 'smallest I 'had ever seen. It was so d,iiy a.!id 
feeble that it could only carry one candle, at the very top.. A sing,!e thifi 
strand of tinsel was draped' around, it. Herr Nowak dropped several lighted 
matches on the floor before he. could get. the candle to burn. If I liadnk 
stamped them out the table-cloth might easily have caught fire. 

'Where are Lothar and Otto?’ I asked. 

, 'Don’t know. Somewhere about . . . They don’t show themselves much, 
nowadays— it doesn’t suit them, here . . . Never mind, we’re quite happy 
by ourselves, aren’t we, Crete?’ Herr Nowak executed a few elephantine 
dance-steps and began to sing: 

'O Tannenbatim! O Tannenbauml . . . Come on, Christoph, all to- 
gether now! Wie treii sind Deine BldtterV 

After this was over I produced my presents: cigars for Herr Nowak, for 
Crete chocolates and a clockwork mouse. Herr Nowak then brought out a 
bottle of beer from under the bed. After a long search for his spectacles, 
which were finally discovered hanging on the water-tap in the kitchen, he 
read me a letter which Frau Nowak had written from the sanatorium. He 
repeated every sentence three or four times, got lost in the middle, swore, 
blew his nose and picked his ears, I could hardly understand a word. Then 
he and Crete began playing with the clockwork mouse, letting it run about 
the table, shrieking and roaring whenever it neared the edge. The mouse 
was such a success that my departure was managed briefly, without any 
fuss. 'Cood-bye, Christoph. Come again soon,’ said Herr Nowak and 
turned back to the table at once. He and Crete were bending over it with 
the eagerness of gamblers as I made my way out of the attic. 

Not long after this I had a call from Otto himself. He had come to ask me 
if I would go with him the next Sunday to see Frau Nowak. The sanatorium 
had its monthly visiting-day: there would be a special bus running from 
Hallesches Tor. 

'You needn’t pay for me, you know/ Otto added grandly. He was fairly 
shining with self-satisfaction. 

'That’s very handsome of you, Otto ... A new suit?’ 

'Do you like it?’ 

'It must have cost a good bit,’ 

'Three hundred and fifty marks.’ 

'My word! Has your ship come home?’ 

Otto smirked: 'Fm seeing a lot of Trude now. Her uncle’s left her some 
money. Perhaps, in the Spring, we’ll get mtoied.’ 

'Congratulations . . . I suppose you’re still living at home?’ 

'Oh, I look in there occasionally/. Otto drew down the corners of. his 
mouth in a grimace of languid distaste/'but father’s always drunk.’. ; : 

'Disgusting, isn’t it?’ I mimicked his tone. We both laughed. 
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‘My goodness, Christopli, is it as late as that? I most be getting along 
. . . Till Siinday:.,, Be good/ " ■ 


We arrived at the sanatorium about midday. . 

There was a bumpy cart-track winding for several kilometres through ; 

snowy pine-woods and then, suddenly, a gothic brick gateway like the | 

entrance to a churchyard, with big red buildings rising behind. The bus ! 

stopped. Otto and I were the last of the passengers to get out. We stood 
stretching ourselves and blinking at the bright snow: out here in the coun- 
try everything was dazzling white. We were all very stiff, for the bus was 
only a covered van, with packing-cases and school-benches for seats. The 
seats had not shifted much during the journey, for we had been packed 
together as tightly as books on a shelf. 

And now the patients came running out to meet us — awkward padded 
figures muffled in shawls and blankets, stumbling and slithering on the , 

trampled ice of the path. They were in such a hurry that their blundering 
charge ended in a slide. They shot skidding into the arms of their friends 
and relations, who staggered under the violence of the collision. One couple. 


amid shrieks of laughter, had tumbled over. 

‘OttoP 

‘Mother!’ 

‘So you’ve really come! How well you’re looking!’ 

‘Of course we’ve come, mother! What did you expect?’ 

Frau Nowak disengaged herself from Otto to shake hands with me. 

‘How do you do, Herr Christoph?’ 

She looked years younger. Her plump, oval, innocent face, lively and a 
trifle crafty, with its small peasant eyes, was like the face of a young girl. 
Her cheeks were brightly dabbed with colour. She smiled as though she 
could never stop. 

‘Ah, Herr Christoph, how nice of you to come! How nice of you to bring 
Otto to visit me!’ 

She uttered a brief, queer, hysterical little laugh. We mounted some steps 
into the house. The smell of the warm, clean, antiseptic building entered 
my nostrils like a breath of fear. 

‘They’ve put me in one of the smaller wards,’ Frau Nowak told us. 
‘There’s only four of us altogether. We get up to all sorts of games.’ 
Proudly throwing open the door, she made the introductions : ‘This is 
Muttchen — she keeps us in order! And this is Erna. And this is Erika — our 

Erika was a weedy blonde girl of eighteen, who giggled: ‘So here’s the 
famous Otto! We’ve been looking forward to seeing him for weeks!’ 

Otto smiled subtly, discreetly, very much at his ease. His brand-new brown 
suit was vulgar beyond words; so were his lilac spats and his pointed yellow 
shoes. On his finger was an venormpus signet-ring with a .square chocolate- 
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coloured' stone. Otto .was'^ extremely .conscious^ of Jt .and kept posing his 

.'hand in graceful; attitudes.,. gla.ncing ■ down furtively , to admi,re the e.ffect. ' ■ 

Frau , Nowak simply couldn't leave him alone. She .m.ust keep '. hugging him 

and pinching his -cheeks. 

; ^ .'Doesn't . he look well!’ she exclaimed. 'Doesn’t he look splendid! Why, ,. 

^Gtto, you’re: so. big and strong, ! believe you could .pick me .up with one 
..hand!’ '■ . 

: Old Muttchen had a cold,. they .said. She wore a bandage round her throat, 'd' 

tight under the high collar of her old-fashioned black dress. She seemed a ; 

nice old lady, but somehow slightly obscene, like an old dog with sores. 

She sat on the edge of her bed with the photographs of her children and 
grandchildren on the table beside her, like prizes she had won. She looked 
slyly pleased, as though she were glad to be so ill. Frau Nowak told us that 
Muttchen had been three times in this sanatorium already. Each time she 
had been discharged as cured, but within nine months or a year she would 
have a relapse and have to be sent back again, 

'Some of the cleverest professors in Germany have come here to examine 
her,’ Frau Nowak added, with pride, 'but you always fool them, don’t you, 

Muttchen dear.'^’ 

The old lady nodded, smiling like a clever child which is being praised by 
its elders. 

'And Erna is here for the second time,’ Frau Nowak continued. 'The 
doctors said she’d be all right; but she didn’t get enough to eat. So now ^ i 

she’s come back to us, haven’t you, Erna.?’ ^ ^ 

'Yes, I’ve come back,’ Erna agreed. 

She was a skinny, bobbed-haired woman of about thirty-five, who must ? 

once have been very feminine, appealing, wistful, and soft. Now, in her j. 

extreme emaciation, she seemed possessed by a kind of desperate resolu- 
tion, a certain defiance. She had immense, dark, hungry eyes. The wedding- 
ring was loose on her bony finger. When she talked and became excited her | 

hands flitted tirelessly about in sequences of aimless gestures, like two ^ 

shrivelled moths. 

‘My husband beat me and then ran away. The night he went he gave me | ; 

such a thrashing that I had the marks afterwards for months. He was such I ; 

a great strong man. He nearly killed me.’ She spoke calmly, deliberately, yet *.1 

with a certain suppressed excitement, never taking her eyes from my face. I! 

Her hungry glance bored into my braina reading eagerly what I was think- ^ 

ing. 'I dream about him now, sometimes,’ she added, as if faintly amused. J > 

Otto and I sat down at the table while Frau Nowak fussed around us , 
with coffee and cakes which one of the sisters had brought. Everything . ' 


which happened to me to-day: was curiously without impact: my senses i 

were muffled, insulated, functiohiag :as if in a vivid dream. In this calm, F 

white room, with its great windows lobkihg. out over, the silent snowy pine- ^ , 

woods— ‘the Christmas-tree on/the table? '.the paper festoons' above the bcds^- ' : || 
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the nailed-up photographs, the plate of heart'-shaped chocolate biscuits— 
these four women lived and moved. My eyes could explore every corner 
of their world : the temperature-charts, the fire extinguisher, the leather 
screen by the door. Dressed daily in their best clothes, their clean hands no 
longer pricked by the needle or roughened from scrubbing., they lay out 
on the terrace, listening to the wireless, forbidden to talk. Women being 
shut up together in this room had bred an atmosphere which was faintly 
nauseating, like soiled linen locked in a cupboard without air. They were 
playful with each other and shrill, like overgrown schoolgirls. Frau Nowak 
and Erika indulged in sudden furtive bouts of ragging. They plucked at 
each other’s clothes, scuffled silently, exploded into shrilly strained laughter. 
They were showing off in front of us. 

‘You don’t know how we’ve looked forward to to-day,’ Erna told me, ‘To 
see a real live man!’ 

Frau Nowak giggled. 

‘Erika was such an innocent girl until she came here . . . You didn’t know 
anything, did you, Erika 

Erika sniggered. 

‘Fve learnt enough since then . . . !’ 

‘Yes, I should think you have! Would you believe it, Herr Christoph — 
her aunt sent her this little mannikin for Christmas, and now she takes it to 
bed with her every night, because she says she must have a man in her bed!’ 

Erika laughed boldly, ‘Well, it’s better than nothing, isn’t it.?’ 

She winked at Otto, who rolled his eyes, pretending to be shocked. 

After lunch Frau Nowak had to put in an hour’s rest. So Erna and Erika 
took possession of us for a walk in the grounds. 

‘We’ll show them the cemetery first,’ Erna said. 

The cemetery was for pet animals belonging to the sanatorium staff which 
had died. There were about a dozen little crosses and tombstones, pen- 
cilled with mock-heroic inscriptions in verse. Dead birds were buried there 
and white mice and rabbits, and a bat which had been found frozen after a 
storm. 

‘It makes you feel sad to think of them lying there, doesn’t it?’ said Erna. 
She scooped away the snow from one of the graves. There were tears in 
her eyes. 

But, as we walked away down the path, both she and Erika were very 
gay. We laughed and threw snowballs at each other. Otto picked up Erika 
and pretended he was going to throw her into a snowdrift. A little further 
on we passed close to a summer-house^ standing back from the path on a 
mound among the trees. A man and a woman were just coming out of it. 

‘That’s Frau Klemke,’ Erna. told me. ‘She’s got her husband here to-day. 
Just think, that old hut’s the only :pkce iii the whole grounds where two 
people can be alone together » , / . ■ 
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It must be pretty cold in this weather.’ 

‘Of course it is! To-morrow Eer temperature will be tip, agniiiland . shell 
have to stay In bed for a fortnight ... . But who' cares! IfTwere m,he.r 
place I’d do the.same^ myself.’ Erna squeezed my arm: / We’ve got to live 
while we’re young, haven’t we?’ 

‘Of course we have!’ 

Etna looked up .quickly into my face; her big 'dark eyes .fastened on .to ' 
mine like hooks; I could imagine I felt them pulling me down. 

‘Tm not really a consumptive, you know, Christoph ... You didn’t 
think I was, did you, just because I’m here?’ 

‘No, Erna, of course I didn’t.’ 

‘Lots of the girls here aren’t. They just need looking after for a bit, like 
me . . . The doctor says that if I take care of myself I shall be as strong 
as ever I was . , . And what do you think the first thing is I shall do when 
they let me out of here?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘First I shall get my divorce, and then I shall find a husband.’ Erna 
laughed, with bitter triumph, ‘That won’t take me long— I can promise 
you!’ 

After tea we sat upstairs in the ward. Frau Nowak had borrowed a 
gramophone so that we could dance. I danced with Erna. Erika danced 
with Otto. She was tomboyish and clumsy, laughing loudly whenever she 
slipped or trod on his toes. Otto, sleekly smiling, steered her backwards and 
forwards with skill, his shoulders hunched in the fashionable chimpanzee 
stoop of Hallesches Tor. Old Muttchen sat looking on from her bed. When 
I held Erna in my arms I felt her shivering all over. It was almost dark now, 
but nobody suggested turning on the light. 

After a while we stopped dancing and sat round in a circle on the beds. 
Frau Nowak had begun to talk about her childhood days, when she had 
lived with her parents on a farm in East Prussia. ‘We had a saw-mill of our 
own,’ she told us, ‘and thirty horses. My father’s horses were the best in the 
district; he won prizes with them, many a time, at the show. . . The 
ward was quite dark now. The windows were big pale rectangles in the 
darkness. Erna, sitting beside me on the bed, felt down for my hand and 
squeezed it; then she reached behind her and drew my arm round her 
body. She was trembling violently. ‘Christoph . . she whispered in my 
ear. 

k . . and in the summer-time,’ Frau Nowak was saying, %ve used to go 
dancing in the big barn down by the river . , 

My mouth pressed against Etna’s hot, dry lips. I had no particular sensa- 
tion of contact: all this was part of the long, rather sinister symbolic dream 
which I seemed to have been dreaming, throughout the day. ‘I’m so happy, 
this evening . . Erna whispered. 
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'The postmaster’s son used to play the fiddle,’ said Frau Nowak. ^He 
played beautifully . - . it made you want to cry . . 

From the bed on which Erika and Otto were sitting came sounds of 
scuffling and a loud snigger: ‘Otto, you naughty boy . . . I’m surprised at 
you! I shall tell your mother!’ 

Five minutes later a sister came to tell us that the bus was ready to start. 

‘My word, Christoph,’ Otto whispered to me, as we were putting on our 
overcoats, ‘I could have done anything I liked with that girl! I felt her all 
over . . . Did you have a good time with yours? A bit skinny, wasn’t she— 
but I bet she’s hot stuflEl’ 

Then we were clambering into the bus with the other passengers. The 
patients crowded round to say good-bye. Wrapped and hooded in their 
blankets, they might have been the members of an aboriginal forest tribe. 

Fi'au Now^ak had begun crying, though she tried hard to smile. 

‘Tell father I’ll be back soon . . 

‘Of course you will, mother! You’ll soon be well now. You’ll soon be 
home.’ 

‘It’s only for a short time . . .’ sobbed Frau Nowak; the tears running 
down over her hideous frog-like smile. And suddenly she started coughing 
— her body seemed to break in half like a hinged doll. Clasping her hands 
over her breast, she uttered short yelping coughs like a desperate injured 
animal. The blanket slipped from her head and shoulders: a wisp of hair, 
working loose from the knot, was getting into her eyes — she shook her head 
blindly to avoid it. Two sisters gently tried to lead her aw^ay, but at once she 
began to struggle furiously. She wouldn’t go with. them. 

‘Go in, mother,’ begged Otto. He was almost in tears himself. ‘Please go 
in! You’ll catch your death of cold!’ 

‘Write to me sometimes, won’t you, Christoph?’ Erna was clutching my 
hand as though she were drowning. Her eyes looked up at me with a terri- 
fying intensity of unashamed despair. ‘It doesn’t matter if it’s only a post- 
card ... just sign your name . . 

‘Of course I will . . .’ 

They all thronged round us for a moment in the little circle of light from 
the panting bus, their lit faces ghastly like ghosts against the black stems 
of the pines. This was the climax of my dream: the instant of nightmare in 
which it would end. I had an absurd pang of fear that they were going to 
attack us — a gang of terrifyingly soft muffled shapes — clawing us from our 
seats, dragging us hungrily down, in dead silence. But the moment passed. 
They drew back — harmless, after all, as mere ghosts — into the darkness, 
while our bus, with a great churning of its wheels, lurched forward towards 
the city, through the deep unseen snow. 
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CONVALESCENCE 

Kay Boyle 

(1903- ) 


wA-ll THE CHILDREN Came into the room and looked at mother lying on the 
bed. The four of them stood stilh just inside the doorway^ and looked at 
her. She might have been dead, so strange she seemed to them, and her 
mouth never opened to bid or greet them. But father had said they should 
go up alone to see her, for a grown person might set her to weeping, and 
it was better that way. 

“What is it that makes her weep?” said Bindy. 

“Ids something to do with her nerves,” said father. 

“I didn’t know people could be sick all summer,” Bindy said. 

Up they went to her room, and they might have stood so within the door 
forever had not the wind suddenly sprung to life and flung it closed behind 
them. There they were, caught in the room with her, and no way to turn. 
The grass blinds were fanning the sunlight in the windows. Bindy said; 
“Hello” 

“Hello,” said mother softly. And then she called out, as though in fear: 
“Oh, Bindy!” He dropped the hands of the others and went running to her 
side. She lifted her quivering arm from the bed and put it around him. He 
could almost make out the green night-gown in the dim room, and her 
rings, and her hair brushed back behind her ears. 

“Oh, Bindy,” said mother in her soft fearful voice. “Look at mother’s 
fingers! Her rings are all too big for her now!” 

“You’re not really his mother,” said Anne. She spun around on one foot 
in the room, elated by the burden of disaster on the air. “Only Roily and 
Midge belong to you,” she said, spinning. Her braids swung out like two 
accusing fingers as she spun. Anne and Midge began to laugh together, the 
two of them covering their mouths to muffle their laughter in their hands. 
The wondrous sense of infliction set them to tittering and wavering in their 
little skirts in the darkened room.. But mother had been ill too long; she 
had no patience left for them. The stone hearts of little girls belonged, like 
those of perverts, in a privy world of their own. 

Roily was gone from sight, under the bed on his hands and knees, and no 
one gave a thought to him. Mother held Bindy’s,. fi^^^ tight. And “what 
am I going to do, Bindy she whisper^. “I haven’t any friends left. No- 
body cares any more ” 
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‘Tm your friend,” said Bindy. He felt her arm pressing soft around him. 
'Tna a good friend of yours,” he said. 

“But I’ve got so old,” said mother in complaint. “The color’s all gone out 
of my eyes, you know, Bindy. They won’t give me a looking-glass. They 
don’t want me to see.” 

“Do your nerves hurt you very bad.?^” said Bindy. 

“Oh, they hurt awfully, awfully,” said mother, and her voice went sud- 
denly blind with tears. The thought of herself so grieving, so gentle, de- 
fenseless as no other woman had ever been because of her beauty and her 
frailties; such thought returned like a specter to her mind and moved un- 
seen from one fount of pity to the next “It hurts the worst right here, 
Bindy,” she said, and her throat was parched with anguish. “Put your hand 
right here where mother’s heart is and maybe you’ll help it to go away.” 

Bindy put his hand down on her night-dress. He could feel the soft 
quivering life of her heart in protest, as though he held it captive in his 
hand. 

“There’re an awful lot of kinds of sickness, aren’t there.?” said Bindy. • 

“This kind has made me so old,” said mother, whispering in sorrow to 
him. “I know what my eyes are like, and my hair coming out in handfuls 
all over my head, Bindy.” 

“I bet you’d get a prize anywhere,” said Bindy. He could not bear the 
tears to run down her face. “I’m not fooling. I bet you’d get a prize almost 
anywhere for being the most beautiful woman.” 

Mother lifted her head up, strong from the pillow. 

“Bindy, honey, do you want to do something for mother.?” she said. “Just 
get me my looking-glass over there, so I can have a little peek at myself.” 

But the little girls had sped across the room to be the first at the dressing- 
table. There they stood, touching one thing and then another, puzzled that 
they could not find it there. 

“There isn’t any looking-glass any more,” said Anne. 

“They’ve taken everything,” mother cried out. “They’ve taken mother’s 
little curved scissors, and even her nail-file, Bindy! They’ve taken everything 
that hurts as if they thought I’d hurt myself some morel” 

It was then that father came in and took the hands of the little girls. 

“You must come away now,” he said, and he looked shyly and uncertainly 
at mother. “Long enough for the first time, children,” said father. “Come, 
Bindy, son,” he said. “Mother must have a rest,” 

Father leaned over to kiss mother’s face, but she turned it sharply on the 
pillow. . 

“Oh, don’t! Oh, don’t!” she said in her weak grievous voice. “I’m so tired, 

They went out the door with him^ the two little girls and Bindy. Father 
closed it softly behind, and they all went soundlessly down the stairs. In a 
moment mother began to cry; she Lay crying senselessly, weakly into her 
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pillow. After a while, with the tears still wet on her lace, she fell asleep..' 

A. wonderful fresh -darkness had come into^ every part of the .room, while. 
s.he lay sleeping. When she opened her .eyesyit was deep behi,iid the chairs 
in the room, and hanging like a cloth 'flung over the table.. Thc^ high-boy in 
the corner had a row of light brass smiles,- and somewhere w.i-tlii.ii -the 
shadows was a presence. There was no sound, but she could feel its. breath 
and its being. 

„ ..-''‘Who’s in.this room, with me?” she said.'A dew' of terror had sprung. out 
on her brow, but she spoke the words sharp and loud across the room. She 
could not move, but she watched the little man stand up beside her. He 
put out his hand to her on the bed. 

“Roily,” he said, with his head cocked. 

“Oh, Roily, Roily,” breathed mother. “Oh, Roily.” But her bare limbs 
were shaking with cold in the sheets. “How ever did mother’s baby . . 
she said, and her teeth were shaking together. It must be the heart of 
winter, and she would never be warm again. “Does little Roily want to help 
mother?” she said softly, “Come here, Roily, darling,” she said, “and mother 
will tell you what to do ” 

The little man came close in the darkness and she seized his hand in her 
fingers. He seemed like a dwarf to her, twisted and weird, with his face 
unseen in the gloom. “Roily,” she whispered, “now Roily only needs to 
walk over to mother’s bureau. You see mother’s big bureau? Now just walk 
sweetly over to mother’s big bureau and open the drawer wide.” She gave 
him a little push with her fingers, and he sat down suddenly on the floor. 
“Roily,” said mother. “Roily, dear, get up.” She could not lift herself from 
the pillows to see. “Roily,” she said, “you don’t want to' make mother sad, 
do you? You want to do what mother tells you to do.” She felt the hand of 
ice on her heart, and she could not shake it from her. The little man stood 
up in the dark, and what time of life does sense begin to come to them, she 
thought wildly. Is it at two years of age or three that they run and do as 
they are bid? “Roily,” she said, “now you want to help mother, don’t you.^ 
Now run quick, quick to mother’s big bureau and do just as she tells you.” 

Suddenly Roily drew away in the darkness, and set off towards the win- 
dow. She reared up her head on her neck, like an adder watching, peering 
helpless, cold, into the room that the night was blotting away. She heard 
Roily strike a chair in the dark, and his voice cry out in pain. 

“Oh, Roily,” said mother. “Aren’t you mother’s big Roily? It didn’t hurt 
so very much, did it now. Roily? You’re not going to cry over a silly thing 
like that. You must be mother’s big brave boy and pick yourself up and 
do what she tells you.” 

She heard him sniff and move on the floor. 

“Roily,” she whispered, with her head raised, seeking. “Roily, where are 

His hand slapped the smooth side- af/a wooden body. ■ - 


1508 


TELLERS ' OF TALES 


'‘Here/' said Roily's small voice out of the dark. 

“Yes, yes/’ said mother softly, “Now, pull the drawer open, Roily.” Her 
breath went whistling through her teeth as they chattered. She could hear 
the bureau drawer slowly easing wide, 

“Roily dear/’ said mother, “just put your little hand right down inside it, 
right down inside, right there next to the window where you are.” 

She could hear Roily grunt as he groped in the darkness, and suddenly 
the door opened and the nurse walked straight into the room. Mother lay 
still on the bed and watched the nurse switch on the small blue light in the 
corner. Her apron hung down from her waist, as blank as paper. When she 
turned around she saw the baby staring at the light. 

“So this is where Roily’s been all the time!” she said. 

“Fve been asleep,” said mother in her soft weary voice. “I didn’t even 
know,” 

The nurse took him up in her arms and he did not speak nor turn his 
head towards the deep wide bed. She bore him out the door and left it 
standing wide. Mother could hear her going down the hall, down, down, 
down the three little steps to the nursery. In a moment she would hear the 
water spilling warm into the bath. 


The children came up the front stairs, quietly, on their toes, as father had 
told them they must walk now: Bindy, and Midge, and Anne passing down 
the hall. Mother knew the sound of each footfall as though it were a 
separate hammer striking. Single and blind the blows fell on her flesh, sum- 
moning her anguish from repose, striking row upon row of brass-eyed nails 
into the lid that closed upon exhaustion. 

“Bindy,” she cried out from her room. “Just Bindy. Come and see 
mother.” 

She turned her head to watch his slight, muted body come in from the 
hallway. Midge and Anne went whispering away. 

“Bindy,” she said, borrowing ease from some other time and place. 
“Bindy, will you get mother something out of her bureau-drawer.” 

He stood still for a moment, slim and shy, looking at her. 

“You’re getting better, aren’t you.?” he said. 

“I’m trying hard to get better,” she said, curbing the wild speed of her 
blood. “Oh, so hard!” If he did not make haste, the nurse might come back 
to the room. “Bindy, dear, just put your hand down in the corner of the 
drawer that’s open.” Bindy set down his net of shining glassy marble eyes 
and crossed the soft dim room. 

“There’s a little bottle in there, Bindy darling,” said mother. “Do you 
find it, darling, underneath the handkerchiefs and things?” 

“Yes,” said Bindy. He took it out of the drawer and held it up. “It’s a 
pretty big bottle,” he said. 

“That’s the one, Bindy, that’s it,” said mother. Her hand was shaking out 
''before her. '“Now give itr. to. me, ~;darKAg/^'He Brought ihacioss the ro'om.to ’ 


CONVALESCENCE 1509 

;her, treading soft , and: careful on the^matting. She ,, reached out' her own 
stricken hand.'lt’s just between you and -me, isn’t it, Bindy? You and I will 
have, a, secret, 'you. see, and we, won’t tell nurse or daddy or anyone at all” 

; '‘All .right,” '..said Bindy. He ■ picked up .. his marbles., "Maybe , if „ you’re 
getting better I could play marbles here?” he said. 

"Butyour , bath, must be ready .now,” said mother. "You’d better go now, 
.Bindy., You’d better go and see” . ■ 

■ ,,:,She,.heId„up.her head, listening. to his fading ■ steps and the hop and the 
skip at the nursery steps, going down. Then she set her teeth hard into 
the cork, and out it eased with a slow sucking gasp. Her arm was quaking 
in the shaded light, but she tilted the bottle up and the dark rich whiskey 
ran scalding down. At the first taste of it, the cold went off; she could feel 
it floating off, like veils from her limbs, as the cold had always done. A 
queer heathen laughter was beginning to shake within; the stuff ran thin 
against the bottle’s glass and burned its way deeper and deeper into her 
swooning flesh. 

When the nursery door opene^^ she flashed the bottle under the cover. 
But the nurse’s step went past the open door and halted at the linen-closet 
in the hall. Mother heard her taking the towels out for the children’s bath. 
Everything was soft and safe; the terror had been struck aw^ay, like shackles, 
from her wrists. Outside in the summery evening she could hear father 
pacing the walk below. Up and down went his steps, as if there w^ere some 
distress in his soul. Up and down, walking his unrest to sleep, as if to ease 
its storming. What does he fear, what does he fear, thought mother, and she 
was shaken all over with laughter. What does he fear now that the winter 
has given over to spring.? 

After a while the little girls came down the hall, borne gently on an 
odorous warm wave from the bath. She could remember the smell of the 
pow^der on their flesh, and their hair brushed shining. She lay still in the 
swinging circles of the bed, seeking the high-boy’s smile, or flower in curtain 
for anchor, and listening, whether she would or no, to the little girls’ soft 
voices. This was the place allotted the grown, she thought: to eavesdrop, to 
watch, to spy. 

“You’re not my real sister,” Anne’s voice was saying. Spy on their actions, 
their hands, and the drop of their skirts; spy on their talk together. The 
warmth of the night was beating softly, sofdy now onto the dark shoals of 
the room. 

“Who am I?” said Midge, hushed in wonder, “Who am I?” 

The rising sea of warmth was lapping close to the bed now. 

“Bindy’s not your real brother,” said Anne. “Father was married two 
times. Father’s not your father. Bindy and, father belong all to ,me ” 

“Who am I?” said Midge, lifting her voice in wonder to wisdom. Maybe ‘ 
these words were the words they spoke every day to each other, in worship 
of the mystery, or maybe they had never spoken them before, , / , , , 
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“I don’t know who you are/’ said the wise voice over the open sea o£ 
darkness. ''Father’s not your father.” 

The dark tide w full now^ had risen; mother could no longer stir for 
the weight of it creeping warm upon her flesh. She was rocked close, 
cradled and quiet in it. 

''Where’s my father?” said Midge, stopped still for ever in wonder. 

“Your father’s dead,” Anne’s voice said. There was a wondrous murmur 
of sound now as though Bindy and Roily too had set sail on the creeping 
waters. ■■ 

“Did they kill him with a knife?” said Midge. Mother could hear the 
paddling of the oars come close, and the keels approaching. In a moment 
the prows Would be on her, but still she did not stir. She lay floating, her 
arms out, her head back, drifting. 

“Give me your hand, Roily,” said Bindy. He spoke in a hard whisper 
across the waters. 

“I don’t know,” said Anne. “Maybe they cut his head off.” The little girls 
tittered with laughter. “Or maybe he was sick and died in bed like every- 
body” 

“Maybe mother will die,” said Midge. 

“You fools!” whispered Bindy. “Roily, give me your hand going down- 
stairs.” 


THE STATION 

H. E. Bates 

(1905- ) 


loR THIRTY SECONDS after the lorry had halted between the shack and the 
petrol pumps the summer night was absolutely silent. There was no wind; 
the leaves and the grass stalks were held in motionless suspense in the sultry 
air. And after the headlights had gone out the summer darkness was com- 
plete too. The pumps were dead white globes, like idols of porcelain; there 
was no light at all in the station. Then, as the driver and his mate alighted, 
slamming the cabin doors and grinding their feet on the gravel, the light 
in the station came suddenly on: a fierce electric flicker from the naked 
globe in the shack, the light golden in one wedge-shape shaft across the 
gravel pull-in. And seeing it the men stopped. They stood for a moment 
with the identical suspense of . the grass and the trees. 
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^The driver spoke first. He.: was .a .big :felIow,. qoite' youn^^ with breezy, 
blue eyes- and stiff untrained liair and a comic mouth. His lips were elastic: 
thin, bands ,;of pink, india-rubber that were for ever twisting themselves 
grimaces of irony, and burlesque, his, eyes 'having that 'exp,ressioa of comic 
and pained astonishment seen on the painted faces of Aunt Sallies .i,!rshoot- 
ing galleries.' . 

His lips twisted to the s.hape of a buttonhole, so ■that he whispered' out 
of one corner. ‘See her,?. She heard'us come., Whafd', I tell you?’ 

■ The'mate.'.nodded. He too was young.,. but be.side the'driver he was boyish, 
his cheeks pink and smooth and shiny as white cherries, his hair yellov/ 
and light and constantly ruffled up like the fur of a fox-cub. And unlike the 
driver’s his lips and eyes were quite still; so that he had a look of intense 
immobility. 

He could see the woman in the shack. Short white casement curtains of 
transparent lace on brass rods cut across the window, but above and through 
them he could see the woman clearly. She was big-shouldered and dark, 
with short black hair, and her face was corn-coloured under the light. She 
seemed about thirty; and that astonished him, 

‘I thought you said she was young,’ he said. 

;Sg she is.’ The driver’s eyes flashed white. ‘Wait’ll you git close. How old 
d’ye think she is?’ 

Thirty. More.’ 

‘Thirty? She’s been here four year. And was a kid when she was married, 
not nineteen. How’s that up you?’ 

‘She thirty.’ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

‘So would you if you’d kept this bloody shack open every night for four 
year. Gome on, let’s git in.’ 

They began to walk across the gravel, but the driver stopped. 

‘And don’t forgit what I said. She’s bin somebody. She’s, had education. 
Mind your ups and downs.’ 

And when they opened the door of the shack and shuffled in, the driver 
first, the mate closing the door carefully behind him, the woman stood be- 
hind the rough-carpentered counter with her arms folded softly across her 
chest, in an attitude of unsurprised expectancy. The counter was covered 
with blue-squared oil-cloth, tacked down. By the blue alarm dock on the 
lowest of the shelves behind it, the time was four minutes past midnight. 
At the other end of the shelf a flat shallow kettle was boiling on an oil- 
stove. The room was like an oven. The woman’s eyes seemed curiously 
drowsy, as though clouded over with the steam and the warm oil-fumes. 
And for half a minute nothing happened. She did not move. The men 
stood awkward. Then the driver spoke. His india-rubber mouth puckered 
comically to one side, and his eye flicked in a wink that was merely friendly 

‘Well, here we are again.’ , , ' ; . y 


1512 


TELLERS, OF 'TALES 


She nodded; the drowsiness of her eyes eleared a little. All the same 
there was something reserved about her, almost sulky. 

What would you like?' she said. 

‘Give me two on a raft and coffee,’ the driver said. 

‘Two on a raft and coffee,’ the woman said. She spoke beautifuliy, with- 
out effort, and rather softly. ‘What’s your friend going to have?’ 

The mate hesitated. His eyes were fixed on the woman, half-Gonsciously, 
in admiration. And the driver had to nudge him, smiling his india-rubber 
smile of comic irony, before he became aware of all that was going on. 

‘Peck up,’ the driver said. : 

‘That’lLdo me,’ the mate said. 

‘Two on a raft twice and coffee,* the woman said. ‘Is that it?’ 

Though the mate did not know it for a moment, she was addressing 
him. He stood in slight bewilderment, as though he were listening to a 
language he did not understand. Then as he became aware of her looking 
at him and waiting for an answer the ■bewilderment became embarrassment 
and his fair cherry-smooth cheeks flushed very red, the skin under the 
short golden hairs and his neck flaming. He stood dumb. He did not know 
what to do with himself. 

‘Fm afraid I don’t know your friend’s name or his tastes yet,’ the woman 
said. ‘Shall I make it two poached twice and coffee?’ 

‘Just like me. Forgot to introduce you,’ the driver said. His mouth was 
a wrinkle of india-rubber mocking. ‘Albie, this is Mrs. Harvey. This is 
Albert Armstrong. Now mate on Number 4, otherwise Albie.’ 

The woman smiled, and in complete subjection and fascination the boy 
smiled too. 

‘Are you sure that’s all right?’ she said. ‘Poached and coffee? It sounds 
hot to me.’ 

‘Does me all right,’ the driver said. 

‘I could make you a fresh salad,’ she said. And again she was speaking 
to the mate, with a kind of soft and indirect invitation. ‘There would be 
eggs in that.’ 

‘I’ll have that,’ the mate said. 

‘What?’ the driver said. His eyes were wide open, his mouth wide also in 
half serious disgust, as though the mate had committed a sort of sacrilege. 
‘You don’ know what’s good.’ 

‘So you’ll have the salad?’ the woman said. 

‘Yes, please.’ 

‘I can give you the proper oil on it, and vinegar. You can have fruit after- 
wards if you’d like it.’ „ , . - : ' / : 

‘Fruit?’ the driver said. ‘What fruit?’ 

She took the kettle from, the oil-stove and poured a little hot water into 
the coffee-pot and then a little, into, each of the egg-poachers. ‘Plums,’ she 
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. Now ; you re ' talking,’ tlie^driver'said* ‘Plums. Some-sense. Now you are 
talking.’ • : 

Go and get yourself a few if you like them so much.’ 

■ ‘Show me. Sho.w-me a plum-tree within .'half a mile and Fm, off.’ 

Go straight down the garden and it’s' the tree on the left. Pick . as. .many 
as you like.’ 

The driver opened the door, grinning. ‘Coming, Aibie ?’ 

‘You’re not afraid of the dark, are you?’ the woman said. 

This time she was speaking to the driver. And suddenly as he stood 
there at the door, grimacing with comic irony at her, his whole head and 
face and neck and shoulders became bathed in crimson light, as though he 
had become the victim of a colossal blush. Startled, he lifted up his face 
and looked up at the shack from the outside. The bright electric sign with 
the naked letters saying simply The Station was like a fire of scarlet and 
white. At intervals it winked and darkened, on and out, scarlet to darkness, 
The Station to nothing. The driver stood with uplifted face, all scarlet, in 
surprised admiration. 

‘Blimey, that’s a winner, When’d you get that.?’ 

‘It’s new this week.’ 

‘It’s a treat. It makes no end of a difference. How’s it you didn’t have it 
on when we came in.?’ 

‘I keep forgetting it. Fm so used.«to sitting here in the dark I can’t get 
used to it. It’s a bit uncanny.’ 

The driver went down the shack steps, into the night. The woman, busy 
with the eggs, and the boy, leaning against the counter, could see him 
standing back, still faintly crimson, in admiration of the eternal winking 
light. And for a minute, as he stood there, the station was completely 
silent, the August darkness like velvet, the sultry night air oppressing all 
sound except the soft melancholy murmur of the simmering kettle. Then 
the woman called: 

‘You’d better get your plums. The eggs won’t be two minutes.’ 

The driver answered something, only barely audible, and after the sound 
of his feet crunching the gravel the silence closed in again. 

It was like a stoke-room in the shack. The smells of coffee and eggs and 
oil were fused into a single breath of sickening heat. Like the driver, the boy 
stood in his shirt-sleeves. He stood still, very self-conscious, watching the 
woman breaking the eggs and stirring the coffee and finally mixing in a 
glass bowl the salad for himself. He, did not know what to do or say. Her 
thin white dress was like the silky husk of a seed-pod, just bursting open. ; 
Her ripe breasts swelled under it like two sun-swollen seeds. And he could 
not take his eyes away from them. He was electrified. ; His blood quivered; 
with the current of excitement. And all the time, even though she was busy ;; 
with the eggs on the stove, and the, mixing of the salad, and very often not;^ 
looking at him, she was aware of it. Looking up sometimes from the stove 
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or the salad she would look past him, with an air of arrested dreaminess, 
her dark eyes lovely and sulky. The deliberation of it maddened him. He 
remembered things the driver had said as they came along the road. The 
words flashed in his mind as though lit up by the electricity of his veins. 
-She’s a peach, Albie. But 111 tell you what. One bloody wink out o’ place 
and you’re skedaddled. She won’t have it. She’s nice to the chaps because 
it’s business, that’s all. See what I mean, Albie? Shell look at you fit to melt 
your bleedin’ heart out, but it don’t mean damn all She wants to make that 
station a success, that’s all That’s why she runs the night shack. Her hus- 
band runs the day show and she’s second house, kind of. It’s her own idea. 
See?’, ' 

And suddenly his thoughts broke off. The lights in his brain, as it were, 
went out. His mind was blaolc. She was looking at him. He stood trans- 
fixed, his veins no longer electric but relapsed, his blood weak, 

Tike it on the lorry?’ she said. 

‘Yes.’ He hardly spoke. 

She had finished making the salad and she pushed the bowl across the 
counter towards him before speaking again. 

‘You’re not very old for the job, are you?’ 

‘I’m eighteen.’ 

‘Get on with old Spike?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Isn’t it lonely at first? They all say it’s lonely when they first begin.’ 

‘I don’t mind it.’ 

‘What’s your girl say to it?’ 

It was as though the electric sign had been suddenly turned on him as it 
had been turned on the driver. He stood helpless, his face scarlet. 

‘I ain’t got a girl.’ 

‘What? Not a nice boy like you?’ She was smiling, half in mockery. ‘I 
know you must have.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Does she love you much?’ She looked at him in mock seriousness, her 
eyes lowered. 

‘I ain’t got one.’ 

‘Honest?’ She pushed the bottles of oil and vinegar across the counter 
towards him. ‘I’ll ask Spike when he comes in.’ 

‘No, don’t say anything to Spike,’ he begged, ‘Don’t say nothing. He’s 
always kidding me about her, anyway.’ 

‘You said you hadn’t got a girl’. , 

■‘Well ’’ 

She took two plates from the rack behind the counter and then knives 
and forks from the drawer under the counter and then laid them out. 

‘Does she hate it when you’re on nights?* she said. 
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"■ What’s she Iike-~dark or fair ?’ '■ ■ ■ 

^ ■■‘Dark.V, 

Tike^me?’ ■ 

HC' could not answer. He only gazed straight at. her, in mute embarrass" 
ment and nodded. Every word she uttered fired him with ' passionate, un- 
rest. The current in his blood was renewed again. Tie felt himself tightened 
up. And she could see it all. 

Toil’d better call Spike/ she said. The eggs are ready.’ 

,, , He;'mGved towards the' door. Then he turned and stopped. ‘Don’t say 
nothing/ he said. 

‘All right/ 

He stood at the door^ his face scarlet under the winking sign, and called 
out for Spike/ singing the word, ‘Spi-ike!’ And he could hear the sound 
echoing over the empty land in the darkness. There was a smell of corn 
in the air, stronger and sweeter even than the smell of the heat and cooking 
in the shack. It came in sweet waves from across the invisible fields in the 
warm night air. 

‘I know how you feel,’ she said. 

He turned sharply. ‘How?’ 

‘Come and eat this salad and cool down a bit.’ 

He came from the door to the counter in obedience, pulling out a stool 
and sitting on it. 

‘Oil and vinegar?’ she said. ‘The coffee will be ready by the time Spike 
comes.’ 

‘How do I feel?’ he insisted. 

‘You know.’ 

‘Yes, but how do you know?’ 

‘I’ve felt like it myself.’ 

She stood with her arms folded and resting on the counter edge, and 
leaning slightly forward, so that he could see her breasts beneath the open 
dress. She looked at him with a kind of pity, with tenderness, but half- 
amused. He saw the breasts rise and fall with the same slow and almost 
sulky passion as she looked at him. He stared from her breasts to her face, 
and she stared back, her eyes never moving. And they stood like that, not 
moving or speaking, but only as it were burning each other up, until sud- 
denly Spike came in. 

The woman stood up at once. Spike’s cupped hands were full of plums. 

‘They’re green,’ the woman said. 

‘By God, if I didn’t think they was tart’ 

‘Didn’t you find the right tree? On the left?’ 

‘I couldn’t see a blamed thing/ 

‘Eat your eggs. I’ll get a torch and well go down and get some ripe ones 
before you go/ 

‘Eggs look good an’ all/ Spike said, . v 
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The men ate in silence, the woman busy, with bread and coffee. The boy 
put vinegar on his salad, but not oil, and once, noticing it, she unstoppered 
the oil bottle and pushed it across to him. It was her only sign towards 
him. The old manner o£ pity and intimacy had vanished. She was the pro- 
prietress; they were the drivers come in to eat. She stood almost aloof, 
busy with odd things at the far end of the counter. And the boy sat in fresh 
bewilderment, at a loss, and in wonder about her. 

They each drank two cups of coffee and when the cups were finally empty 
she said: 

If you’re ready we can go down and get the plums. But I don’t want to 
hurry you.’ 

‘Fm. fit,’ Spike said. ‘And my God the eggs were a treat. You missed a 
treat, Albie, not having eggsd 

‘The salad was all right.’ 

I’ll get the torch,’ the woman said. ‘You go out that door and I’ll meet 
you round the back.’ ^ 

She went out of the shack by a door behind the counter, and the boy 
followed Spike through the front door, under the electric sign. Outside, be- 
hind the shack, the sweet smell of ripened corn and night air seemed 
stronger than ever, ^t the side of the shack and a little behind it, the 
bungalow stood out darker than the darkness. And after a minute the torch 
appeared from the bungalow and began to travel towards the men. The 
boy could see it shining white along the cinder path and on the woman’s 
feet as she came along. 

‘You w=^aik down the path,’ she said. ‘I’ll show the light.’ 

Spike began to walk down the path, the boy following him, and then the 
woman. The shadows strode like giants over the garden and were lost 
beyond the yellow snake fence in the dark land. The garden was short, and 
in a moment they all three stood under the plum-tree, the woman shining 
the torch up into the branches, the tree turned to an immense net of green 
and silver, 

‘I’ll shine, Spike,’ she said. ‘You pick them. If they’re soft and they lift 
off they’re ripe.’ 

‘This is better,’ Spike said. His mouth was already full of plums. ‘I struck 
one match to every blamed plum when I came down.’ 

The woman stood a little away from the tree, shining the torch steadily, 
making a great ring of white light across which little moths began to flutter 
like casual leaves. The boy stood still, not attempting to move, as though 
he were uninvited. . \ ; ; ■ 

‘What about you?’ she said. : . 

And again he could feel the old softness of sympathy and pity and in- 
sinuation in her voice, and again his' Blood leapt up. , 

‘Fm about full up,’ he said. 

‘Take some for, the journey.*. , 
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' :He stood stiM^ 

"Take ' some to eat: on the way. Look here,, come' roimd the other side. 
'They’re riper.’ 

■ ' She moved round the tree, 'shining the torch 'always away from her. He 
followed her iiiusilence, and then in silence they, stood against the plum- 
hranchesj.in the ^darkness, behind the light.,- He saw her stretch up her ami 
into the silver leaves, and then lower it again. 

"Where’s: your hand?’ she was w.hispe.ring.. "Here. It’s a beauty.’ The soft 
ripe plum:, was' between -.their -hands.' Suddenly she pressed it hard against 
his hands, and the ripe skin broke and the juice trickled over his fingers. 
"Eat it, put it in your mouth,’ she said. He put the plum into his mouth 
obediently, and the sweet juice trickled down over his lips and chin as it 
had already trickled over his hands. 

"Was that nice?’ she said softly. 

"Lovely,’ 

"Sweet as your girl?’ 

It seemed suddenly as if his blood turned to water. She was touching 
him. She took his hand and laid it softly against her hip. It was firm and 
strong and soft. It had about it a kind of comforting maturity. He could 
feel all the sulky strength and passion of her whole body in it. Tha-i- all at 
once she covered his hand with her own, stroking it up and down with 
her fingers, until he stood helpless, intoxicated by the smell of corn and 
plums and the night w^armth and her very light, constant stroking of his 
hand. 

"Shine the light,’ Spike called. ‘I can’t see for looking.’ 

"I’m shining,’ she said. "Albie wants to see too.’ 

‘Getting many, Albie?’ 

"He’s filling his pockets.’ 

She began to gather plums off the tree with her free hand as she spoke, 
keeping her other hand still on his, pressing it against her by an almost 
mechanical process of caressing. He reached up and tore off the plums too, 
not troubling if they were ripe, filling one pocket while she filled the other, 
the secrecy and passion of her movements half demoralizing him, and go- 
ing on without interruption until Spike called: 

"Albie! Plums or no plums, we shall have to get on th’ old bus again.’ 

"All right.’ 

The boy could hardly speak. And suddenly as the woman took her hand 
away at last he felt as if the life in him had been cut off, the tension with- 
drawn, leaving his veins like dead wires. 

He stumbled up the path behind Spike and the woman and the light. 
Spike was gabbling: . 

"The sweetest plums I ever tasted. When we come back I’ll take a couple 
of pounds and the missus’ll pie ’em.’ 

"When will you be back?’ / ; . / " \ 
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'The night after to-morrow/ 

'They’ll be plenty/ she said. 

She said nothing to the boy, and he was dumb. 

'Let’s pay you/ spike said. 

'A shilling for you, and ninepence for the salad/ she said. 

'Salad’s cheaper/ Spike said. 'I’ll remember that. What about the plums?’ 

'The plums are thrown in/ 

They paid her. Then she stood on the shack steps while they crunched 
across the pull-in and climbed up into the cab, the bright red sign flashing 
aboveLer.' ■ 

'That sign’s a treat,’ Spike called. 'You could see it miles off/ 

'I’m glad you like it/ she called. 'Good night/ 

'Goodnight!’ 

Spike started up, and almost before the boy could realize it the lorry was 
swinging out into the road, and the station was beginning to recede. He 
sat for some moments without moving. Then the lorry began to make speed 
and the smell of corn and plums and the summer land began to be driven 
out by the smells of the cab, the petrol and oil and the heat of the engine 
running. But suddenly he turned and looked back. 

'The light’s out/ he said. 

Spike put his head out of the cab and glanced back. The sign was still 
flashing but the shack itself was in darkness. 

'She’s sitting in the dark/ he said. 'She always does. She says it saves 
her eyes and the light and she likes it better/ 

'Why?’ 

'Better ask her/ Spike put a plum in his mouth. 'I don’t know.’ 

'What’s her husband doing, letting her run the place at night, and sit 
there in the dark?’ 

'It’s her own idea. It’s a paying game an’ all, you bet your life it is/ 

The boy took a plum from his pocket and bit it slowly, licking the sweet 
juice from his lips as it ran down. He was still trembling. 

And glancing back again he could see nothing of the station but the red 
sign flashing everlastingly out and on, scarlet to darkness, The Station to 
nothing at all 
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Frances W. Prentice 
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It HAPPENED because a girl was hysterical, and a newspaper item got past 

the copy desk worded a little more strongly than it should have been. The 
girl took it back later, and the newspaper perfectly properly said its func- 
tion was to give the news of the town. But some forty people were dead by 
then, and half the town burned up. 

Maybe it didn’t actually start at either of those sources. You heard people 
say afterward that the niggers had been getting above themselves ; that race 
riots just naturally break loose every now and then anyway, and probably 
they’re good things. 

This curious philosophy is not a sectional affair. It doesn’t spring exclu- 
sively from the smouldering animosities of ex-slave owner and ex-slave, 
Chicago and St. Louis, safely above the Mason and Dixon line, one would 
think, have each produced something in the way of records for race riots. 
Oklahoma hugs no bitter local traditions; they haven’t had time for tradi- 
tions yet. Only a few years ago the State was Indian territory; even the 
Indians were mostly not natives. The citizens are from any State you care 
to mention. About all they have in common is a variegated American 
tongue, a spirit of adventure (generally genial), and an interest in crude oil. 

Impossible to guess, then, where this spark smoulders, or what will fan it. 
Perhaps it smokes always in the darkness of small minds and huge un- 
controL 

At any rate 

The Negro section was rumbling with it at four o’clock in the afternoon. 
There are always agitators, and the sober, fearful members of the race have 
a hard time hushing them up. They tried hushing them. Grave-faced black 
men, ministers, church deacons, real-estate owners, doctors, went in to the 
back rooms of the short-order barbecue parlors and pleaded with the hot- 
heads. “Don’t, boys. Don’t you ail go over there. You’ll get us all burned 
out. You can’t do no good. Don’t go mixing in. Wait and see, boys. Maybe 
it’s just talk. Maybe they ain’t fixing to do nothing to Jim. The sheriff’s a 
good man. He won’t let them take Jim. He’s the law. Don’t, boys. Don’t 
before God go over there!” : . , 

But the hot-heads were malcontents anyway. They had listened with too 
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much imagination and too little common sense to orators who told them 
that the Negro was exploited and downtrodden; that i£ he didn’t assert 
himself, and protect his race from the whites, what could he expect? The 
choc beer in those back parlors is strong stuff. It burned in the brains of the 
mutterers. Oklahoma wasn’t the deep South, was it? Pshaw! They’d show 
the white folks you couldn’t lynch no colored boy these days. Let the old 
men go along with their gloomy hushings. They’d see. 

And they did see. 

The town is divided straight across by railroad tracks. One side is nigger 
town; on the other side the whites live. The jail is in the heart of the busi- 
ness section. And the boy Jim was in the jail for insulting a white girl in an 
elevator that morning. She said later she thought she stumbled against him 
herself, and was just nervous, so she screamed. But no matter. 

At seven o’clock three cars full of Negroes, with guns gleaming in their 
hands, drove over and began circling the square around the jail. Cars full 
J of armed and half-drunk Negroes are not a popular sight in Southwestern 

- towns. They meant to make a jail delivery; get the boy Jim out. But — 

„ ■ fatally — they didn’t quite know how to go about it. And — ^fatally — the 

sheriff didn’t quite know how to stop the business and get rid of them. So 
he stood at a window in his office and watched. 

-• White men began to drift in to the hot dusty square, singly and in groups. 

At the end of half an hour there was a big crowd. A muttering, angry 

- crowd, waiting to see what those niggers thought they were pulling, any- 
way. The crowd didn’t quite know what it wanted to do, either. But it was 

: * v ready for anything. And then the inaction, and the breathless shifting and 
whispering, got on some one’s nerves. Somebody fired a gun at one of the 

^ Negro cars. And one of its occupants fired back. No one was touched by 
those first nervous bullets. But they set the race riot off, and all the sheriffs 
in the country couldn’t have stopped it then, though the sheriff in the 
window could probably have stopped it ten minutes before. 

The crowd closed in on those three cars, and the Negroes deserted them, 
and began to run and scatter. The first one was shot on the main street, 
right in front of the biggest white picture palace. He lay writhing on the 
sidewalk, under a billboard from which smiled winsomely the face of Mary 
Pickford, America’s Sweetheart. 

His falling brought the crowd to a halt. They stood and looked at him. 
He was hit in the stomach, and bleeding a good deal. Three or four people 
must have telephoned for ambulances, because three or four ambulances 
clanged down to the place. But the crowd turned on them, and showed 
their guns. Get to hell back out of here.. Don’t touch the blankety blank. 
The ambulances didn’t, quite know what to do, either. So they turned off 
their engines and just stood there, blocking, the street. 

Then there was a whoop a block away. Some of the Negroes had tried 
to organize and get tq their friend; useless, foolish guns 
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again. The crowd surged forward;' trampling the man on the sidewalk, 
who was about dead anyway. The hunt was on for fair then, and there was 
no pausing for fourteen hours. 

By midnight all the blacks who had come over in the three cars had been 
accounted for. They lay in alleys, or on ^sidewalks, or huddled in doorways. 
The, sheriff had; made up for his earlier lack of zeal, and sworn in as deputies 
every armed ' white man who came 'into the court-house. The oaths were a 
mere': £orm.:„'Every\ hardware, store,; -every pawn shop in town had been 
broken into, and the firearms and ammunition taken without formaiity. 
Also a good many bathing-suits, coats, tools, tires, and little things like 
watches disappeared. Whether these were for immediate or future use no 
one stopped to inquire at the time. Every one was pretty excited, and 
trigger fingers were so limber that night that there was very little arguing 
with people about their wdaims. 

The shooting was constant now. Pop! Pop! Pop-pop-pop-pop-pop! Not a 
pretty sound on the warm night air. 

A melancholy and terrifying sound, heard in tense helplessness, where we 
sat on our porch, a dozen city blocks from the scene of activity. Behind us 
in the dark house slept a baby and an old Negress servant. Quite a num- 
ber of the neighbors had gone down to see the fun. The woman next door 
moaned in high hysteria. Her husband, a good automatic Georgian, had 
taken down his bird gun and gone off to work. She felt worried about him, 
but really she needn’t have. As it turned out the blacks were very inade- 
quately armed, besides being hampered by their women and children, and 
vastly outnumbered. 

Of course the women and children didn’t get in the line of fire until 
around one in the morning. That was when the fighting got into their ter- 
ritory. The mob worked steadily down to the railroad tracks, and then across 
them. Some Negroes hid in a house just on the black side of the tracks, and 
tried to snipe out the window^s. That was the place where the one white 
man was killed. It was also the place which suggested to the mob that fire 
would be effective and exciting. Whether that first house was set on fire, or 
caught by accident, was never quite clear. But the rest of the fires were set. 
Or perhaps thrown w^ouid be a more exact term. 

The technic varied with different groups of the mob. But the general pro- 
cedure, was to go up to a cabin door and put a gun against the lock, and 
blow it off. The flimsy doors would have smashed easily enough; but this 
was gun night. Once inside the cabin everything breakable was broken, 
trunks and bureau drawers torn open, :pictures and telephones wrenched 
off the walls and trampled on. They didn’t often find any one in the houses, 
because by now the blacks were scurrying ahead of the horror, out into 
the bill country beyond the town. But sometimes they did find some one 
—with whom they dealt. When they' had smashed enough they scattered 
around a little kerosene and threw some lighted matches in the mess. If 
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this particular cabin didn’t burn well it would be reset presently by the 
blaze o£ the one next door. The houses the mob set fire to without breaking 
in first were really the most unlucky. Because sometimes there were people 
in them. Panic-paralyzed people who didn’t realize/ with all the noise and 
fright^ that the house was on fire. Not until it was too late to get out. 

By tw^o o’clock most of the houses in nigger town were ablaze. By dawn 
all of them were. The fire engines made a half-hearted attempt to get in 
and do something about it. It didn’t hardly seem safe for the rest of the 
town, with the wind blowing and all. But the mob met the engines as it 
had miet the ambulances. Get to hell out of here. Leave these blank blank 
double-blank niggers to us. A good deal of buckshot was fired into the 
radiators of the engines. They wavered around a little, and then withdrew. 
Nobody could do anything against that mob by then, anyhow. And the 
nigger houses weren’t worth much. 

There was never an accurate estimate of how many were killed that night. 
One white man, surely. One Mexican. The dozen Mexicans in the mob en- 
joyed themselves thoroughly. The Mexican laborer doesn’t often have the 
privilege of shooting shoulder to shoulder with the whites, and he made 
the best of it. 

The sound of shooting began to be as familiar in the hot interminable 
night as is the ripping hum of locusts in a summer noon. The watchman, 
stumping by, stopped to remark that they said a bunch of niggers was driv- 
ing in from down the river. If they were they would come straight by our 
house. ... A faint unreasoning stir of mob fear communicated itself to us. 
Right past our house. . . , What if ... ? 

For a few minutes we waited for the sound of approaching cars. Then 
the new tension relaxed into uneasy inaction agaia. The heavy air was 
soaked wdth the scent of honeysuckle, as extravagant and lavishly unreal as 
the gunfire. We had been in this prairie country a year. It proved always 
surprising. An acrid under-hint of burned powder began to cut through the 
perfume of the flowers. 

Along about three o’clock the blacks had pretty well gone to earth. Hid- 
ing out, the watchman said as he passed again. He flashed his torch under 
bushes and porches. So the shooting was not so plentiful. Just singles, as it 
were, compared to the great coveys of game put up by the beaters earlier 
in the evening. Mostly fresh niggers who didn’t have sense enough to 
realize that if you were black you’d better get to hell out of there that 
night. 

If our choice of reported profanity seems monotonous we can answer 
that so is a mob’s. Or else unprintable. 

One “single” was a doctor. The best colored doctor in the Southwest, it 
was said. He came out on the steps of his house with a white handkerchief 
tied on his arm, and his hands over his head. His wife was by his side. 
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/rth bullets where he fell. His wife went mad— suddenly 
tere on the steps. The accommodations for insane 
ery good in the South. 

t mob rushed into an isolated garage. “Any niggers in 
boy in the back washing a car. “Just me, boss,” he said, 
Jy. One shot through the head got him. 

."gan to show faint gray in the east the shooting took on 
ithority. Distant. Intermittent staccato. There is a hill 
w streets filled with Negro cabins. For some time that 
at as having been the position of a machine-gun which 
those narrow alleys. . . . But there were so many 
i that was one which an ultimately sobered town quite 
’ not choose to believe. 

aid, the whole of nigger town was burning. A sight you 
that. One half of a fair-sized town flaming against the 
a curiously peaceful effect, since no one was doing 
it. The shooting had almost died out, for lack of any- 
he niggers were lying very low by now. But you still 
‘n. Pop! Pop! Pop-pop-pop-pop-pop ! The morning air 
/^hich gave the occasional shots more significance than 
. ; lent of the night had had. 

what to do. Nobody had known since the evening be- 

, , Mally, who had been a grown girl before emancipa- 
dng breakfast. Her face was an expressionless black 
■ of the trouble she had said, “Lord Jesus ! That’s our 
ir ace then she had said nothing. No one talked much, 
sly— the telephone rang and brought the riot straight 
. The call was for Mally. The gnarled old hand with 
eceiver trembled visibly. 

y? ... Oh, Fanny! . . . Oh, no! . . . Oh! . . . 
iiello? . . . Fanny? . . . Hello? . , .” 

Sundress. She lived over in nigger town with an^anclent 
tn messenger in a bank for twenty years. They knew 
of course. But their house was on the edge of things, 
^kissed them so far. Uncle Zak had never been late to the 
dted white folks. He thought maybe if he put on his 
: tw it. . . . He put it on, and started out to work. Some 
e corner. Fanny could see him lying there. She didn’t 
lim, the mob was so close. She called Mally. :. . . But 
ng they broke in and tore the telephone out of her 
xe as powerless to reach her as though she had called 
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Breakfast, served by a silent Mally, wai somehow ai 
We found Fanny the next day, all right. They didn’t 
Cars began to drive slowly along our street. Cars c 
men who wear their caps backward, the visors down 1 
not to interfere with their rifle gaze. ‘Any niggers in 
would shout. The gaping children were called in hasti 
didn’t seem a very educational sight. Nor a very safe 
car or so people sent their servants down in the cellar, or 
waited. 

Nobody knew just what to do. 

Around eight o’clock the train came in with the mi 
detained and marched up the street in splendid militr 
preparations for breakfast. One citizen who had serv< 
in Haiti got a little impatient then. He was from Mail 
that the militia could cut their breakfast a trifle short, 
commander and said as much. If they’d give him a sc 
over and stop this thing. Didn’t the militia realize thr 
ing were still going on? People were being robbed a 
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were getting ready to have their coffee. —the 

The commandant had him jailed. Martial law. Soiw q. Sq 
nigger lovers. He was bailed out later in the day. 

Finally,* having eaten, the troops got into nigger r; 
shooting. It had more or less stopped itself by then. T Qgj.y 
out all night, and were sort of tired. There was still so 
though. One man stood on a down-town corner and 
stair windows of an office building. The colored jar ' 
those stairs. When he appeared at the fourth-floor f 
shot picked him off. d by 

For weeks you heard that So-and-so had a certain n riffs 
his gun. And then that some one else had more. But it ’ . the 
on the boasters. Just as it was hard to check up on t. 

Lots of Negroes never turned up at their homes or ti 
of them probably simply kept going, once they wei et, 
night. And others ... 

There was the son of a cook in our street, for ex ;y 
o’clock the man he worked for came and asked for 
car, with some other men. It seemed that the boy, ^ 
thought he ought to get to his job. Before he knew it h [e 
the fighting around the railroad tracks, and crawled u -s 
hide. Some one went in after him, and shot him witl. ;d 
things were quieting down a litde he was lying in the t k. 
militia were assembling the blacks. But his employer w ‘ /if 
live many hours. If Hatty wanted to see the boy he w 
and look out for Jher. But she was* afraid to go. You id: 


:ns. 



1526 


.'SELLERS' OFTALES/ ■■ ■ 

nurses'/aflyway. Maybe. tliose..wliQ didn't volunteer were wise. It was d. 
..^pressing at the relief station., , 

. ;:There;:Was the problem 'o£ scattered families, missing ,cliildre,!i, fathers, 
.' mothersi^ of trying to co,ax the fugitives 'back in from their retreats.. Air- 
planes would locate a little, huddled group off in the country a ..mile or .s,o. 
But when they sent cars after them the groups would melt away, ruiiiiirig 
like rabbits. White men in cars didn't strike them as healthy contacts. 

, ' 'And'then there was. thc' matter" of funerals. Complicated by that '‘under- 
taker’s” wagon.. 

And there was the problem of getting those houses rebuilt. The Red Cross 
took voluminous depositions of losses. But wherever those depositions 
' were filed they probably still remain. Almost no houses were insured. Blacks 
are bad riot risks. The whole affair drifted into comfortable oblivion sur- 
prisingly soon. At least on the white side of the tracks. What Mally’s “wild 
young men” thought we do not know. 

Eventually, of course, houses did struggle up out of the ashes, and the 
black people repossessed their part of the town. Most of them had jobs 
.they could go on with. House or no house, missing family or not, you can 
: still cook or wash, or dig, or drive mules. 

But there were a few who didn’t pick up the threads so easily. One gray- 
haired Negro doctor who worked tirelessly at the Red Cross centre said, 
courteously, that there was no use his taking up their time filling out a list 
‘ of his losses. It was, he said, the second time he had been burned out. The 
first time, in another State, he had lost his house, his instruments, his horse 
•and buggy. He was younger then, and had begun again. This time he had 
lost his brick house and office, his drugstore, his equipment, his operating 
table, his automobile, his new instruments, and his daughter’s half-paid-for 
piano. He didn’t, he said, think he would try again. 

Things like that made for indignant talk for a few months, among cer- 
tain people. Those same people thought that the photographs of riot 
victims in the more dramatic poses of violent death, enterprisingly printed 
on post-cards, and sold surreptitiously, in the manner of naughty postals in 
Paris, were not very nice. The opinion that a race riot now and then kept 
the niggers in their place was hotly contested. 

But even that talk finally died down. No one really 
about such things. 
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xcally. Some of the house Negroes who had allowed themselves to be put 
ia those wandering cars and escorted to the safety of the towniall had 
been shot at as they drove through the streets. It wasn’t a ride an old woman 
wanted to undertake^ even to see her boy alive. The boy’s boss under- 
stood. He went back himself, and got a doctor, and stayed with the boy till 
he died. 

But that night when he went to get the body for Hatty it was gone. He 
was an influential man, the boy’s boss, and he had every cofSn in the town 
opened, looking for that boy. He never found him. It seemed that some 
time in the afternoon some men came to the town-hall with a truck, 
saying they were from an undertaker. They took off a dozen or so corpses. 
And no one ever saw them again. Colored people share with whites the 
sentimentality of liking to know where their dead are buried. 

But nobody knew what to do about it. 

Either because the militia was efficient or because the game was played 
out after such a very active night, things were fairly peaceful by afternoon. 
Most of the black population was herded in the town-hall. It was easier to 
protect them there. But there had been difficulties in getting them concen- 
trated, The look of the men who were escorting the blacks to the town- 
hall hadn’t inspired confidence. Housewife after housewife refused to sur- 
render servants to their dubious protection. Several small dramas took place . 
in our street, when a woman with three or four terrified Negroes in her 
kitchen declined entrance to those amateur deputies with shotguns. Belief 
in the law had not been strengthened in the town during the last eighteen 
hours. 

The Red Cross came down, and the fair-groiinds were equipped with 
hundreds of temporary beds, to shelter the homeless. The homeless were 
marched five miles through the dust and heat to reach that haven. It wa:. 
hard on the women and small children, because the food problem hadn’< 
yet been met, and most of them hadn’t had anything to eat. The ther- 
mometer was 102 . It wouldn’t have been an easy day to face, even on a full 
stomach. 

On the second day any black whose employer would vouch for him or 
her was released, wearing a yellow arm-band. The arm-band was to indicate / 
that the wearer was harmless. No attempt was made, of course, to indicate 
which members of the mob had now returned to sanity. 

Those yellow-banded people wandered dazed and disconsolate through 
the still smoking ruins of nigger town, subdued to apathy. Twisted iron . 
and cinders marked their homes. Broken trunks and bureaus, caked with ; 
sodden ashes, gaped empty as the looters had left them. With the help of 
the Red Cross an attempt was . made to reunite scattered families. Largely, 

' one might state, with, the sole help, of the Red Cross. Except for its profes- 
sional services only ten white women worked at the relief station. One of:; 
them was staying at a hotel, in the town, and three of them were district^/, 



